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CHILDE  EAEOLD'S  PILGRIMAGE 


A  KOMAUNT. 


L*unTiB8  est  tme  espdoe  de  livre,  dont  on  n*a  Iv  qae  la  premiere  pag« 
qumd  on  n'a  m  qae  eon  pajB.  J*en  ai  feiiillei6  nn  aaeei  giand  nombre, 
que  j*ai  tronr^  6galement  manTaiBee.    Get  examen  ne  m*a  point  6t6  infiruc- 

'  tneox.    Je  bAbsais  ma  patrie.     Toutes  lee  impertinenceB  dee  penplea 

diTeri)  parmi  leeqnele  j*ai  T6eu,  m*ont  i^concili6  aree  elle.     Qnand  je 

!  n'anrais  tir6  d*antre  bto^fioe  de  met  Toyages  qae  oelni-U|  je  n*en  regret- 


teraia  ni  let  fraia  ni  lea  fittigaea. — Li  Cosmopolitk. 


• 


*  [Par  M.  de  Montbron,  Parie,  1798.     Lord  Byron  elBowhere  calli  it 
**«&  amming  little  Tolnme^  full  of  French  flippanoy.'*] 


PREFACE 

TO  THE  FIRST  .^D   SECOND   CANTOS. 


Thb  following  poem  was  written,  for  the  most  pnrt,  amidst  Hie 
fcenes  which  it  attempts  to  describe.  It  wns  begun  in  Albania; 
and  the  parts  relative  to  Spain  and  Portugal  were  composed  from 
the  author's  observations  in  those  countries.  Tliu.i  mucli  it  may  be 
uecessary  to  state  for  the  correctness  of  the  descriplions.  Tiie  scenes 
attempted  to  be  sketched  are  in  Spain,  Portugal,  Kpirus,  Acarnania, 
and  Greece,  There,  for  the  present,  the  poem  slops ;  its  reception 
will  determine  whether  the  author  may  venture  to  conduct  his  readers 
to  the  capital  of  the  East,  through  Ionia  and  Plirygia :  these  two 
cantos  are  merely  experimeotai. 

A  fictitious  character  is  introduced  for  the  sake  of  giving  some 
connection  to  the  piece;  which,  however,  makes  no  pretensiou  to 
regularity.  It  has  been  suggested  to  me  by  friends,  on  wliose 
opinions  I  set  a  high  value,  that  in  this  fictitious  character,  "  Childe 
Harold,"  I  may  incur  the  suspicion  of  having  intended  some  real  per- 
sonage :  ibis  I  beg  leave,  once  for  all,  to  disclaim — Harold  is  the 
chfld  of  imagination,  for  the  purpose  I  have  stated.  In  some  very 
trivial  particutiirs,  and  those  merely  local,  there  might  be  grounds 
for  such  a  notion;  but  in  tlie  main  i>oiuts,  I  should  hope,  none 
what«ver, 

It  is  almost  superlluous  to  mention  thnt  the  appellation  "  Childe," 
aa  "Childe  Waters,"  "Childe  ChUders,"*  &c.,  is  used  as  more 
consonant  with  the  old  structure  of  vert^ification  which  1  have 
adopted.     The  "Good  Night,"  in  the  beginning  of  the  first  ciinu>. 


•  [Tbt  title  was  applied  U,  b 


ll  kl.igllls 


«.) 


4  PREPACK   TO   THE  PIRST  AND  SEC50KD  CANTOS. 

was  suggested  by  "Lord  Maxwell's  Good  Night/'  in  the  Border 
Minstrelsy,  edited  by  Mr.  Scott. 

With  the  different  poems  which  have  been  published  on  Spanish 
subjects,  there  may  be  found  some  slight  coincidence  in  the  first 
part,  which  treats  of  the  Peninsula,  but  it  can  only  be  casual ;  as, 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  concluding  stanzas,  the  whole  of  this 
poem  was  written  in  the  Levant. 

The  stanza  of  Spenser,  according  to  one  of  our  most  successful 
poets,  admits  of  every  variety.  Dr.  Beattie  makes  the  followini^ 
observation: — "Not long  ago,  I  began  a  poem  in  the  style  and  stanza 
of  Spenser,  in  which  I  propose  to  give  full  scope  to  my  inclination, 
and  be  either  droll  or  pathetic,  descriptive  or  sentimental,  tender 
or  satirical,  as  the  humour  strikes  me ;  for,  if  I  mistake  not,  the 
measure  which  I  have  adopted  admits  equally  of  all  these  kinds  of 
composition."* — Strengthened  in  my  opinion  by  such  au  hority,  and 
by  the  example  of  some  in  the  highest  order  of  Italian  poets,  I  shall 
make  no  apology  for  attempts  at  similar  variations  in  the  following 
composition ;  satisfied  that  if  they  are  unsuccessful,  their  failure  must 
be  in  the  execution,  rather  than  in  the  design  sanctioned  by  the 
practice  of  Ariosto,  Thomson,  and  Beattie. 


*  Beattie'8  UUani. 


LamwH,  February^  1812. 


ADDITION   TO   THE   PREFACE, 

— ^— 

I  HAVE  now  waited  till  almost  all  our  periodical  journals  have 
distributed  their  usual  portion  of  criticism.  To  the  justice  of  the 
generality  of  tlieir  criticisms  I  have  nothing  to  object :  it  would  ill 
become  me  to  quarrel  with  their  very  slight  degree  of  censure,  when, 
|)erhaps,  if  they  had  been  less  kind  they  had  been  more  candid. 
Returning,  therefore,  to  all  and  each  my  best  thanks  for  their 
hberality,  on  one  point  alone  shall  I  venture  an  observation. 
Amongst  the  many  objections  justly  urged  to  the  very  indifferent 
character  of  the  "  vagrant  Childe,"  (whom,  notwithstanding  many 
hints  to  the  contrary,  I  still  maintain  to  be  a  fictitious  personage,) 
it  has  been  stated,  that,  besides  the  anachronism,  he  is  very 
nnhmghily,  as  the  times  of  the  Knights  were  times  of  Love,  Honour, 
and  so  forth.  Now,  it  so  happens  that  the  good  old  times,  when 
"  I'amour  du  bon  vieux  tems,  I'amour  antique,''  flourished,  were  the 
most  profligate  of  all  possible  centuries.  Those  who  have  any  doubts 
on  this  subject  may  consult  Sainte-Palaye,  passim,  and  more 
particularly  vol.  ii.,  p.  69.*  The  vows  of  chivalry  were  no  better 
kept  than  any  other  vows  whatsoever;  and  the  songs  of  the 
Troubadours  were  not  more  decent,  and  certainly  were  much  less 
refined,  than  those  of  Ovid.  The  '*  Cours  d'amour,  parlemens 
d'amour,  ou  de  courtesie  et  de  gentilesse  "  had  much  more  of  love 
than  of  courtesy  or  gentleness.  See  Roland  on  the  same  subject 
with  Sainte-Palaye.  Whatever  other  objection  may  be  urged  to 
tliat  most   unamiable   personage   Cliilde    Harold,,  he   was   so   far 

*  ['*Qa^on  Use  dans  Tauteur  du  romau  de  Gerard  de  Roussillon,  en  Provencal,  lea 
details  trdd-circonstanci^s  dans  lesquels  il  entre  sur  la  reception  faite  par  le  Comte 
Gerard  a  Tambassadeur  du  roi  Charles  ;  on  y  Terra  des  partiuularites  singulit^res,  qui 
donnent  une  etrange  id6e  des  moeurs  et  de  la  politesse  de  ces  sidcles  aussi  corrompua 
qu'iguorans." — Mimoii'es  sur  rAncicinic  t'/uvaleric,  [>ar  M.  de  la  Curne  de  Siiinlc- 
Palaye,  Paris,  1781.] 


TO  lATJTHE.* 


Not  in  tbose  climes  whore  I  hare  late  been  stnymg. 
Though  Beaatj  long  hath  ihae  been  tnati*hj^«^  deon'd. 
Not  in  those  Tisions  to  the  heart  displajing 
Fonns  which  it  sighs  bat  to  have  onlj  dream'd. 
Hath  anght  like  thee  in  tmth  or  fancy  seon'd : 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  Tainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  which  raried  as  thej  beam'd — 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak ; 
To  those  who  gaze  on  thee  what  language  could  they  speak  P 

Ah  !  may'st  thou  ever  be  what  now  thou  art. 
Nor  unbeseem  the  promise  of  thy  spring. 
As  fair  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart. 
Love's  image  upon  earth  without  his  wing. 
And  guileless  beyond  Hope's  imagining ! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  hourly  brightening. 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  years. 
Before  whose  heavenly  hues  all  sorrow  disappears. 

Young  Perit  of  the  West ! — ^'tis  well  for  me 
My  years  already  doubly  number  thine ; 
My  loveless  eye  unmoved  may  gaze  on  thee. 
And  safely  view  thy  ripening  beauties  shine; 

*  [Lady  Charlotte  Harley  (afiennirds  Lady  Charlotte  Bacon),  aeoood  daughter  of  the 
Eari  of  Oxford,  had  not  completed  her  eleventh  year  when  these  lines  va«  addressed 
lo  her,  in  the  antomn  of  1S12.  Her  javenile  beaaty  has  been  preserved  in  a  portrait 
«iii^  Mr.  Westall  painted  at  Lord  Byron's  reqaest.] 

"f  [Perif  the  Persian  term  for  a  beaatiful  intermediate  order  of  beings,  is  generally 
sopposed  to  be  another  furm  of  our  own  wonl  Fairy.] 


B  TO  UNTHE. 

Happy,  T  ne'er  shall  see  them  in  decline ; 
Happier,  that  while  all  younger  hearts  shall  bleed. 
Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thine  eyes  assign 
To  those  whose  admiration  shall  succeed. 
But  mix'd  with  pangs  to  Love's  even  loveliest  hours  decreed. 

Oh !  let  that  eye,  which,  wild  as  the  Gazelle's,* 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beautifully  shy. 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  dazzles  where  it  dwells. 
Glance  o*er  this  page,  nor  to  my  verse  deny 
That  smile  for  which  my  breast  might  vainly  sigh 
Could  I  to  thee  be  ever  more  than  friend : 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord ;  nor  question  why 
To  one  so  young  my  strain  I  would  commend. 
But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matchless  lily  blend. 

Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  entwined ; 
And  long  as  kinder  eyes  a  look  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthe's  here  enshrined 
Shall  thus  be  first  beheld,  forgotten  last : 
My  days  once  numbered,  should  this  homage  past 
Attract  thy  fairy  fingers  near  the  lyre 
Of  him  who  hail'd  thee,  loveliest  as  thou  wast. 
Such  is  the  most  my  memory  may  desire; 
Though  more  than  Hope  can  claim,  could  Friendship  less  require  P 

*  [A  species  of  the  antelope.     "  Ton  haTe  the  eyes  of  a  gaieUe,**  it  considered  sU 
over  the  JUtsi  as  the  greatest  compliment  that  can  be  paid  to  a  woman.] 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


CANTO  THE  FIBST. 


INTRODUCTION  TO   CANTOS  I.  AND   II. 

— ♦— 

Thb  first  Canto  of  Childe  Harold  was  commenced  in  Albania,  on  the  Slst  of 
October,  1809,  and  the  second  was  finished  at  Smyrna  in  the  following  March. 
Unconscious  of  the  splendour  of  his  performance.  Lord  Byron  wrote  to  his  mother 
in  1811,  that  he  was  content  to  have  convinced  the  critics  that  he  was  more  than 
they  took  him  for,  and  that  he  would  not  risk  his  credit  by  another  publication. 
A  month  afterwards  he  completed  at  Athens  the  "Hints  from  Horace,"  and  to 
this  effusion  of  the  satirist  he  looked  for  the  extension  of  a  fame  which  he  feared 
to  hazard  by  the  magnificent  musings  of  the  Pilgrim.    If  the  eagle^i  which  he  saw 
above  Parnassus,  and  which  he  accepted  for  an  omen  of  his  future  success,  were 
a  type  of  Childe  Harold,  the  vultures,  as  Hobhouse  jestin^^ly  called  them,  were 
not  an  unfit  emblem  of  the  Hints.     The  sunny  skies  of  Spain  and  Greece  had 
warmed  into  life  the  latent  poetry  of  Byron's  nature,  and  he  undervalued  the 
inspired  products  of  his  Muse,  just  because  they  were  more  spontaneous  than  his 
imitative  strains.     His  friends  convinced  him  of  his  mistake,  and  the  two  Cantos 
were  published  in  the  March  of  1812.     The  copyright  was  presented  by  Lord 
Byron  to  Mr.  Dallas,  and  sold  to  Mr.  Murray  for  6001.     I  awoke  one  morning, 
said  Lord  Byron,  and  found  myself  famous.     For  more  than  a  century,  said  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  no  Wv)rk  had  produced  a  greater  effect.     The  plan  of  the  poem  was 
entirely  novel.     He  had  put  the  spirit  of  his  travels  into  verse,  and  avoiding  cold 
descriptions,  dwelt  solely  on  the  scenes  which  were  striking  in  themselves,  or 
memorable  frnm  their  associations.     To  these  vivid  pictures,  with  their  commen- 
tary of  sentiments,  gloomy  or  glowing,  was  added  the  interest  from  the  character 
of  the  Pilgrim,  who,  in  spite  of  his  disclaimer,  was  universally  believed  to  be 
Lord  Byron  himself.     He  had,  indeed,  called  him  in  the  MS.  Childe  B(irun  (the 
Norman  name  of  the  Byron  fiynily),  and  every  attribute  assigned  to  the  hero 
lielonged  equally  to  the  author.     The  mixture  of  frankness  and  mystery,  roused 
and  piqued  curiosity.     With  all  the  evil  he  had  done,  and  suffered,  he  hinted  at 
further  deeds  and  woes  too  dark  to  be  disclosed.     This  wounded,  and  worn  out 
spirit,  breathing  a  proud  disdain  of  the  world,  and  boldly  avowing  obnoxious 
opinions,  gave  character  to  a  poem,  which  even  otherwise  was  not  devoid  of  life 
and  passion.     Lord  Byron's  hatred  of  hypocrisy,  and  his  ambition  to  astonish, 
made  him,  like  the  Regent  Orleans,  **  un  fanfaron  de  critnet"     He  darkened 
every  shadow  of  his  self- portraiture,  and  instead  of  putting  upon  vice  the  gloss  of 
virtue,  covered  native  baiuties  with  the  mask  of  deformity.     In  a  poem  of  which 
the  topics,  and,  in  general,  the  language,  were  entirely  modem,  the  antique  phrases 
were  out  of  place,  and  the  jesting  passage  on  the  London  Sunday  is  still  less  in 
keeping  with  the  ardent  tenor  of  the  surrounding  verse.     But  these  trivial  defects 
did  not  diminish  the  conviction  that  the  star  of  song,  which  shone  dimly  at  its 
rising,  was  bursting  f(»rth  with  uuiivalled  brilliancy  as  it  advanced  to  its  height. 


CANTO  THE  FIRST. 


I. 

Oh,  thou !  in  Hellas  deem'd  of  Iieavenly  birth. 
Muse !  formed  or  fabled  at  the  miiistrers  will  I 
Since  shamed  full  oft  by  later  lyres  on  earth. 
Mine  dares  not  call  thee  from  thy  sacred  hill : 
Yet  there  Fve  wander'd  by  thy  vaunted  rill ; 
Yes  I  sigliM  o'er  Delplii's  long  deserted  shrine,* 
Where,  save  that  feeble  fountain,  all  is  still  ; 
Nor  mote  my  shell  awake  the  weary  Nine 
To  grace  so  plain  a  tale — this  lowly  lay  of  mine. 

II. 
Whilome  in  Albion's  isle  there  dwelt  a  vouth, 
\VTio  ne  in  virtue's  ways  did  take  delight ; 
But  spent  his  days  in  riot  most  uncouth. 
And  vex'd  with  mirth  the  drowsy  ear  of  Night. 
Ah  me  I  in  sooth  he  was  a  shameless  wight. 
Sore  given  to  revel  and  ungodly  glee ; 
Few  earthly  things  found  favour  in  his  sight* 
Save  concubines  and  carnal  companie. 
And  flaunting  wassailers  of  high  and  low  degree. 
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nx. 
Childe  Harold  was  he  hight : — but  whence  his  name 
And  lineage  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  say ; 
Suffice  it,  that  perchance  they  were  of  fame. 
And  had  been  glorious  in  another  day : 
But  one  sad  losel  soils  a  name  for  aye. 
However  mighty  in  tlie  olden  time; 
Nor  all  that  heralds  rake  from  coffin'd  clav,         ^ 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme. 
Can  blazon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

IT. 

Cliilde  Harold  baskM  him  in  the  noontide  sun^ 
Disporting  there  like  any  other  fly ; 
Nor  deemM  before  his  little  day  was  doue 
One  blast  might  chill  him  into  misery. 
But  long  ere  scarce  a  third  of  liis  pass'd  by, 
\Vorse  than  adversity  the  Childe  befell; 
He  felt  the  fulness  of  satiety : 
Then  loathed  he  in  his  native  land  to  dwell. 
Which  seemM  to  liim  more  lone  than  £remite'8  sad  celL 

T. 

For  he  through  Sin's  long  labyrinth  had  run. 
Nor  made  atonement  when  he  did  amiss. 
Had  sigh'd  to  many  though  he  loved  but  one. 
And  that  loved  one,  alas  !  could  ne'er  be  his. 
Ah,  happy  she  I  to  'sca{ie  from  him  whose  kiss 
Had  been  pollution  luito  aught  so  chaste; 
\Vho  soon  had  left  her  charms  for  vulgar  bliss. 
And  spoil'd  her  goodly  lands  to  gild  his  waste. 
Nor  calm  domestic  peace  had  ever  deign'd  to  taste. 
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And  now  Childe  Harold  was  sore  sick  at  heart, 
And  from  his  fellow  bacchanals  would  flee ; 
'Tis  said,  at  times  the  sullen  tear  would  start, 
But  Pride  congeal'd  the  drop  within  his  ee : 
Apart  he  stalk'd  in  joyless  reverie. 
And  from  his  native  land  resolved  to  go. 
And  visit  scorching  climes  beyond  tlie  sea ; 
With  pleasure  drugg'd,  he  ahnost  loiig'd  for  woe, 
And  e'en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  shades  below. 

vn. 

The  Childe  departed  from  his  father's  hall : 
It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile ; 
So  old,  it  seemed  only  not  to  fall. 
Yet  strength  was  pillared  in  each  massy  aisle. 
Monastic  dome !  condemned  to  uses  vile  I 
Where  Superstition  once  had  made  her  den 
Now  Paphian  girls  were  known  to  sing  and  smile ;  * 
And  monks  might  deem  their  time  was  come  agen. 
If  ancient  tales  say  true^  nor  wrong  these  holy  men. 

Tin. 

Yet  oft-times  in  his  maddest  mirthful  mood 
Strange  pangs  would  flash  along  Childe  Harold's  brow. 
As  if  the  memory  of  some  deadly  feud 
Or  disappointed  passion  lurk'd  below  : 
But  this  none  knew,  nor  haply  cared  to  know ; 
For  his  was  not  that  open,  artless  soul 
That  feels  relief  by  bidding  sorrow  flow, 
Nor  sought  he  friend  to  counsel  or  condole, 
Whate'er  this  grief  mote  be,  which  he  could  not  control. 
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IX. 

And  none  did  love  him  :  though  to  hall  and  bower 
He  gathered  revellers  from  far  and  near. 
He  knew  them  flatterers  of  the  festal  hour ; 
The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 
Yea !  none  did  love  him — not  his  lemans  dear — 
But  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman's  care. 
And  where  these  are  light  Eros  finds  a  feere ; 
Maidens,  like  moths,  are  ever  caught  bj  glare. 
And  Mammon  wins  his  way  where  Seraphs  might  despair. 


Childe  Harold  had  a  mother — not  forgot, 
Though  parting  from  that  mother  he  did  shun ; 
A  sister  whom  he  loved,  but  saw  her  not 
Before  his  weary  pilgrimage  begun  : 
If  friends  he  had,  he  bade  adieu  to  none. 
Yet  deem  not  thence  his  breast  a  breast  of  steel : 
Ye,  who  have  known  what  'tis  to  dote  upon 
A  few  dear  objects,  will  in  sadness  feel 
Such  partings  break  the  heart  they  fondly  hope  to  heal. 

zi. 
His  house,  liis  home,  his  heritage,  his  lands, 
The  laughing  dames  in  wliom  he  did  deliglit,* 
Whose  large  blue  eyes,  fair  locks,  and  snowy  hands, 
Might  shake  the  saiutship  of  an  anchorite. 
And  long  had  fed  his  youthful  appetite ; 
His  goblets  brimm'd  with  every  costly  wine. 
And  all  that  mote  to  luxury  invite, 
Without  a  sigh  he  left,  to  cross  the  brine. 
And  traverse  Paynim  shores,  and  pass  Earth's  central  hne. 
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xn. 

The  sails  were  SJl'd,  and  fair  the  light  wiuds  blew^ 
As  glad  to  waft  him  from  his  native  home ; 
And  fast  the  white  rocks  faded  from  his  view. 
And  soon  were  lost  in  circumambient  foam  : 
And  then^  it  may  be,  of  his  wish  to  roam 
Bepented  he,  but  in  his  bosom  slept 
The  sUent  thought,  nor  from  his  lips  did  come 
One  word  of  wail,  whilst  others  sate  and  wept. 
And  to  the  reckless  gales  unmanly  moaning  kept. 

znx. 
But  when  the  sun  was  sinking  in  the  sea 
He  seized  his  harp,  which  he  at  times  could  string. 
And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melodv^ 
When  deemed  he  no  strange  ear  was  listening : 
And  now  his  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  fling. 
And  tuned  his  farewell  in  the  dim  twilight. 
Wliile  flew  the  vessel  on  her  snowy  wing. 
And  fleeting  shores  receded  from  his  sight. 
Thus  to  the  elements  he  pour'd  his  last  "  Good  Night.''* 


Abieu^  adieu !  my  native  shore 

Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue ; 
The  night-winds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar. 

And  shrieks  the  wild  sea-mew. 
Yon  sun  that  sets  upon  tlie  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight ; 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee. 

My  native  Land — Good  Night ! 
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A  few  short  hours  and  he  will  rise 

To  give  the  morrow  birth : 
And  I  shall  hail  the  main  and  skies^ 

But  not  my  mother  earth. 
Deserted  is  mj  own  good  hall. 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wall; 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 


*'  Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page ! ' 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wail  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  the  billows*  rage. 

Or  tremble  at  the  gale  ? 
But  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye ; 

Our  ship  is  swift  and  strong : 
Our  fleetest  falcon  scarce  can  fly 

More  merrily  along.^' ' 


4. 

''Let  winds  be  slirill..  let  waves  roll  high. 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind :  • 
Yet  marvel  not,  Sir  Childe,  that  1 

Am  sorrowful  in  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  father  gone, 

A  mother  whom  I  love. 
And  have  no  friend,  save  tlicsc  alone. 

But  thee — and  one  above. 
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5. 


'*My  father  bless'd  me  fervently. 

Yet  did  not  mucli  complain; 
Bat  sorely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  I  come  back  again/' — 
''Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad! 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye; 
If  I  thy  guileless  bosom  had. 

Mine  own  would  not  be  dry/' 


'*  Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  yeoman," 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foeman  ? 

Or  shiver  at  the  gale  ?  " — 
" Deem'st  thou  I  tremble  for  mv  life? 

Sir  Childe,  I'm  not  so  weak ; 
But  thinking  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  blanch  a  faithful  cheek. 


7. 


'*  My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  thy  hall. 

Along  the  bordering  lake. 
And  when  they  on  their  father  call. 

What  answer  shall  she  make  ?  " — 
''Enough,  enough,  my  yeoman  gooi 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay ; 
But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood. 

Will  laugh  to  flee  away/ 


>9  IS 
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For  who  would  trust  the  seeming  sighs 

Of  wife  or  paramour? 
Fresh  feeres  will  dry  the  bright  blue  eyes 

We  late  saw  streaming  o'er.** 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  grieve. 

Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 
My  greatest  grief  is  that  I  leave 

No  thing  that  claims  a  tear.^ 


9. 

And  now  Fm  in  the  world  alone. 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  sea : 
But  why  should  I  for  others  groan^ 

When  none  will  sigh  for  me  ? 
Perchance  my  dog  will  whine  in  vain, " 

Till  fed  by  stranger  hands ; 
But  long  ere  I  come  back  again 

HeM  tear  me  where  he  stands. 


10. 


With  thee,  my  bark,  FD  swiftly  go 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine ; 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  u>« 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark-blue  waves  I 

And  wlien  you  fail  my  sight, 
Welcome,  ye  deserts,  and  ye  caves ! 

My  native  Land — Good  Nijrht ! 
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XIT. 

On,  on  the  vessel  flies^  the  land  is  gone. 
And  winds  are  mde  in  Biscay's  sleepless  baj. 
Four  days  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifth,  anon. 
New  shores  descried  make  every  bosom  gay ; 
And  Cintra's  mountain  greets  them  on  their  way. 
And  Tagus  dashing  onward  to  the  deep. 
His  fabled  golden  tribute  bent  to  pay ; 
And  soon  on  board  the  Lusian  pilots  leap. 
And  steer  'twixt  fertile  shores  where  yet  few  rustics  reap. 

TV. 

Oh,  Christ  I  it  is  a  goodly  sight  to  see 
AYhat  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  delicious  land ! 
What  fruits  of  fragrance  blush  on  every  tree ! 
What  goodly  prospects  o'er  the  hills  expand ! 
But  man  would  mar  them  with  an  impious  hand : 
And  when  the  Almighty  lifts  his  fiercest  scourge 
'Gainst  those  who  most  transgress  his  high  command, 
With  treble  vengeance  will  liis  hot  shafts  urge 
Gaul's  locust  host,  and  earth  from  fellest  foemen  purge.* 

What  beauties  doth  Lisooa  first  unfold ! " 
Her  image  floating  on  that  noble  tide. 
Which  poets  vainly  pave  with  sands  of  gold," 
But  now  whereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 
Of  mighty  strength,  since  Albion  was  allied. 
And  to  the  Lusians  did  her  aid  afford : 
A  nation  swoln  with  ignorance  and  pride. 
Who  lick  yet  loathe  the  hand  that  waves  the  sword 
To  save  them  from  the  wrath  of  Gaul's  unsparing  lord. 

c2 
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ZYU. 

But  whoso  eutereih  within  this  town^ 
That,  sheening  far,  celestial  seems  to  be, 
Disconsolate  will  wander  up  and  down, 
'Mid  many  things  unsightly  to  strange  ee; " 
For  hut  and  palace  show  like  filthily : 
The  dingy  denizens  are  rear'd  in  dirt ; 
Ne  personage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
Doth  care  for  cleanness  of  surtout  or  shirt ; 
Though  shent  with  Egypt's  plague,  unkempt,  unwasVd,  unhurt. 

XYIII. 

Poor,  paltry  slaves !  yet  born  'midst  noblest  scenes — 
Why,  Nature,  waste  thy  wonders  on  such  men  ? 
Lo !  Cintra's  glorious  Eden  intervenes  * 
In  variegated  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
Ah  me !  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  j)en. 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates 
Through  views  more  dazzling  unto  mortal  ken 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard  relates. 
Who  to  the  awe-struck  world  unlocked  Elysium's  gates. 

The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  convent  crown'd, 
The  cork-trees  hoar  that  clothe  the  shaggy  steep, 
llie  mountain-moss  by  scorching  skies  imbrown'd, 
ITie  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shrubs  must  wet'p. 
The  tender  azure  of  the  unruffled  deep. 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bough. 
The  torrents  that  from  cliff  to  valley  leap. 
The  vine  on  high,  the  willow  branch  below, 
Mix'd  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  varied  beauty  glow. 
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Then  slowlj  climb  the  maiij-wJiidiug  way. 
And  frequent  turn  to  linger  as  you  go, 
rrom  loftier  rocks  new  lovelinesa  survey. 
And  rest  ye  at  "  Our  Jjady'a  house  of  woe ; "  " 
Where  fnigiil  mouka  their  little  relics  show. 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell : 
Here  impious  men  have  punish'd  been,  and  lo ! 
Deep  in  yon  cave  Uouorius  long  did  dwell, 
[n  hope  to  merit  Heaven  by  making  earth  a  Hell. 


And  here  and  there,  as  up  the  crags  you  spring, 
Mark  many  rude-carved  crosses  near  the  path ; 
Yet  deem  not- these  devotion's  offering — 
These  are  memorials  frail  of  murderous  wrath : 
Por  wheresoe'er  the  shrieking  victim  hath 
Pour'd  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  knife. 
Some  hand  erects  a  cross  of  mouldering  lath ; 
And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  such  are  rife 
IHirougbout  this  purple  land,  where  law  secures  not  life." 


On  sloping  mounds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath, 
Are  domes  where  whilome  kings  did  make  repair; 
But  now  the  wild  Qowers  round  them  only  breatiie ; 
Yet  ruin'd  sjJendour  still  is  lingering  there. 
And  yonder  towers  the  Prince's  palace  fair  : 
There  thou  too,  Vatbek  !  England's  wealthiest  son," 
Once  form'd  thy  Paradise,  as  not  aware 
When  wanton  Wealth  her  mightiest  deeds  hath  done, 
Meeic  Peace  voluptuous  lures  was  ever  wont  to  shuTi." 
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XXIII. 

Here  didst  thoa  dwells  here  schemes  of  pleasure  plan. 
Beneath  yon  mountain's  ever  beauteous  brow  - 
But  now^  as  if  a  thing  unblest  by  Man. 
Thy  fairy  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou ! 
Here  giant  weeds  a  passage  scarce  allow 
To  halls  deserted^  portals  gaping  wide : 
Fresh  lessons  to  the  thinking  bosom,  how 
Yain  arc  the  pleasaunces  on  earth  su[)plied ; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  Time's  ungentle  tide  ! 

XXIT. 

Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  convened ! » 
Oh  !  dome  displeasing  unto  British  eye ! 
With  diadem  hight  foolscap,  lo  !  a  fiend, 
A  little  fiend  that  scoffs  incessantly. 
There  sits  in  parchment  robe  array'd,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung  a  seal  and  sable  scroll. 
Where  blazoned  glare  names  known  to  chivalry, 
And  sundry  signatures  adorn  the  roll, 
Whereat  the  Urchin  points  and  laughs  with  all  liis  soul. 

xxr. 

Convention  is  the  dwarfish  demon  styled 
That  foird  the  knights  in  Marialva's  dome  : 
Of  brains  (if  brains  they  had)  he  them  beguiled. 
And  turn'd  a  nation's  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 
Here  Folly  dash'd  to  earth  the  victor's  plume. 
And  Policy  regain'd  wliat  arms  had  lost : 
For  chiefs  like  ours  in  vain  may  laurels  bloom ! 
Woe  to  the  conqu'ring,  not  the  conquer'd  host. 
Since  baffled  Triumph  droops  on  Lusitauia's  coast. 
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XXTI. 

And  ever  since  that  martial  synod  met, 
Britannia  sickens,  Cintra  I  at  thy  name ; 
And  folks  in  office  at  the  mention  fret. 
And  fain  would  blash,  if  blush  they  could,  for  shame. 
How  will  posterity  the  deed  proclaim  I 
Will  not  our  own  and  fellow-nations  sneer. 
To  view  these  champions  cheated  of  their  fame. 
By  foes  in  fight  overthrown,  yet  victors  here. 
Where  Scorn  her  finger  points  through  many  a  coming  year? 

zxrn. 
So  deem'd  the  Childe,  as  o'er  the  mountains  he 
Did  take  his  way  in  solitary  guise : 
Sweet  was  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  thought  to  fiee. 
More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skies  : 
Though  here  awhile  he  learnM  to  moralise. 
For  Meditation  fixM  at  times  on  him ; 
And  conscious  Reason  whispered  to  despise 
His  early  youth,  misspent  in  maddest  whim ; 
But  as  he  gazed  on  truth  his  aching  eyes  grew  dim* 

XXTUI. 

To  horse !  to  horse !  he  quits,  for  ever  quits* 
A  scene  of  peace,  though  soothing  to  his  soul : 
Again  he  rouses  from  his  moping  fits. 
But  seeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowl. 
Onward  he  flies,  nor  fixM  as  yet  the  goal 
Where  he  shall  rest  him  on  his  pilgrimage ; 
Aud  o'er  him  many  changing  scenes  must  roll 
Ere  toil  his  thirst  for  travel  can  assuage, 
Or  he  shall  calm  his  breast,  or  learn  experience  sage. 
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Yet  liafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay. 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Losians'  luckless  queen ; ' 
And  church  and  court  did  mingle  their  array, 
And  mass  and  revel  were  alternate  seen ; 
Lordlings  and  freres — ^ill-sorted  fry  I  ween  I 
But  here  the  Babylonian  whore  hath  built* 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  glorious  sheen, 
That  men  forget  the  blood  which  she  hath  spilt. 
And  bow  the  knee  to  Pomp  that  loves  to  varnish  guilt. 

xxz. 

O'er  vales  tb^t  ♦-eem  with  fruits,  romantic  hills, 
(Oh,  that  such  hills  upheld  a  freebom  race !) 
Whereon  to  gaze  the  eye  with  joyaunce  fills, 
Childe  Harold  wends  through  many  a  pleasant  place. 
Though  sluggards  deem  it  but  a  foolish  chase. 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair. 
The  toilsome  way,  and  long,  long  league  to  trace. 
Oh !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air. 
And  life,  that  bloated  Ease  can  never  hope  to  share. 


More  bleak  to  view  the  hills  at  length  recede, 
And,  less  luxuriant,  smoother  vales  extend ; 
Immense  horizon-bounded  plains  succeed ! 
Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  withouten  end, 
Spain's  realms  appear  whereon  her  shepherds  tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  trader  knows — 
Now  must  the  pastor's  arm  his  Iambs  defend: 
For  Spain  is  compassed  by  unyielding  foes. 
And  all  must  sliicld  their  all,  or  share  Subjection*s  woes. 
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Where  Lusitania  and  her  Sist£r  meet, 
Deem  je  what  bounds  the  rival  realms  divide  ? 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queens  of  uatiooa  greet. 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  his  mighty  tide? 
Or  dark  Sierras  rise  in  craggy  pride? 
Or  fence  of  art,  lite  China's  vasty  wall? — " 
Ne  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  nor  mountains  dark  and  tall, 
F  Bise  like  the  rocks  that  part  Hispania's  land  from  Gau! : 


But  these  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides. 
And  scarce  a  name  distinguisheth  the  brook. 
Though  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdaut  sides. 
Here  leans  the  idle  sheplierd  on  his  crook. 
And  vacant  on  the  rippling  waves  dotii  look, 
Tliat  peaceful  still  'twixt  bitterest  foemen  flow ; 
For  proud  each  peasant  as  the  noblest  duke : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
I  Twixt  him  and  Lusian  slave,  the  lowest  of  the  low." 


But  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  far  been  pass'd. 
Dark  Guadiana  rolls  his  power  along  " 
In  sollen  billows,  munnuriiig  and  vast, 
So  noted  ancient  roundelays  among. 
Wliilome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
Of  Moor  and  Knight,  ia  mailed  splendour  drest  : 
Here  ceased  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk  the  strnnif; 
The  Paynira  turban  and  the  Christian  crest 
P.Uix'd  on  the  bleeding  slrcam,  by  floating  Iiosls  oppress'd. 
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Oh^  lovely  Spain  I  renownM,  romantic  land  1 
Where  is  that  standard  which  Pelagio  bore^ 
When  Cava's  traitor-sire  first  callM  the  band 
That  dyed  thy  mountain  streams  with  Gottue  gore  ?  " 
Where  are  those  bloody  banners  which  of  yore 
Waved  o'er  thy  sons,  victorious  to  the  gale. 
And  drove  at  last  the  spoilers  to  their  shore  ? 
Bed  gleamed  the  cross,  and  waned  the  crescent  pale, 
While  Afric's  echoes  thrilled  with  Moorish  matrons'  wail. 

XXXYI. 

Teems  not  each  ditty  with  the  glorious  tale  ? 
Ah !  such,  alas !  the  hero's  amplest  fate  1 
When  granite  moulders  and  when  records  fail, 
A  peasant's  plaiut  prolongs  his  dubious  date. 
Pride !  bend  thine  eye  from  heaven  to  tliine  estate. 
See  how  the  Mighty  shrink  into  a  song ! 
Can  Volume,  Pillar,  Pile  preserve  thee  great  ? 
Or  must  thou  trust  Tradition's  simple  tongue. 
When  Flattery  sleeps  with  thee,  and  History  does  thee  wroiij?  ? 

XXXYII. 

Awake,  ye  sons  of  Spain  !  awake  !  advance ! 
Lo  !  Chivalry,  your  ancient  goddess,  cries. 
But  wields  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirsty  lance. 
Nor  shakes  her  crimson  plumage  in  the  skies : 
Now  on  the  smoke  of  blazing  bolts  she  flies. 
And  speaks  in  thunder  through  yon  engine's  roar : 
In  every  peal  she  calls — "  Awake  !  arise ! " 
Say,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yore, 
When  her  war-song  Mas  heard  on  Andalusia's  shore  ? 
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XXXYIU. 

Hark  I  heard  yoa  not  those  hoofs  of  dreadful  note  ^ 
Sounds  not  the  dang  of  conflict  on  the  heath  ? 
Saw  ye  not  whom  the  reeking  sabre  smote^ 
Nor  saved  your  brethren  ere  they  sank  beneath 
Tyrants  and  tyrants'  slaves  ? — the  fires  of  death, 
Tlie  bale-fires  flash  on  high : — from  rock  to  rock 
Each  volley  teUs  that  thousands  cease  to  breathe ; 
Death  rides  upon  the  sulphury  Siroc," 
Bed  Battle  stamps  his  foot^  and  nations  feel  the  shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo !  where  the  Giant  on  the  mountain  stands^ 
His  blood-red  tresses  deepening  in  the  sun. 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands. 
And  eye  that  scorcheth  all  it  glares  upon ; 
Bestless  it  rolls,  now  fix'd,  and  now  anon 
Flashing  afar, — and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destruction  cowers,  to  mark  what  deeds  are  done; 
For  on  this  mom  three  potent  nations  meet. 
To  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  he  deems  most  sweet, 

XL. 

By  Heaven  I  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix'd  embroidery. 
Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air ! 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from  their  lair. 
And  gnash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  the  prey  * 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share; 
The  Grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away. 
And  Havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array.  » 
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ZLI. 

Three  hosts  combine  to  offer  sacrifice; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  high; 
Three  gaudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue  skies; 
The  shouts  are  France^  Spain^  Albion^  Victory ! 
The  foe^  the  victim^  and  the  fond  ally 
That  fights  for  all^  but  ever  fights  in  vain^ 
Are  met — as  if  at  home  they  could  not  die — 
To  feed  the  crow  on  Talavera's  plain. 
And  fertilise  the  field  that  each  pretends  to  gain.** 

XLU. 

There  shall  they  rot — Ambition's  honoured  fools  I  • 
Yes,  Honour  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay  I 
Vain  Sophistry  I  in  these  behold  the  toob. 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cast  away 
l^y  myriads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  human  hearts — to  what? — a  dream  alone. 
Can  despots  compass  aught  that  hails  their  sway  ? 
Or  call  with  truth  one  span  of  earth  their  own, 
Save  that  wherein  at  last  they  crumble  bone  by  bone  ? 

XUIL 

Oh,  Albuera !  glorious  field  of  grief! 
As  o'er  thy  plain  the  Pilgrim  prick'd  his  steed. 
Who  could  foresee  thee,  in  a  space  so  brief, 
A  scene  where  mingling  foes  should  boast  and  bleed ! 
Peace  to  the  perish'd !  may  the  warrior's  meed 
And  tears  of  triumph  their  reward  prolong  I 
Till  others  fall  where  other  chieftains  lead 
Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  throng. 
And  shine  ip  wortldess  lays,  the  theme  of  transient  bong."** 
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Enough  of  Battle's  minions  I  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  fame  : 
Fame  that  will  scarce  reanimate  their  clay, 
Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 
In  sooth  'twere  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim 
TiVlio  strike,  blest  hirelings  !  for  their  cotiatry's  gixiil, 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  proved  her  siininc ; 
Perish'd,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feud, 
Or  in  a  narrower  sphere  wild  Rapine's  pafh  pursued. 


Full  swiftly  Harold  wends  his  lonely  way 
Where  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  unsubdued : 
Yet  is  she  free — the  spoiler's  wish'd-for  prey  I 
Soon,  soon  sliall  Conquest's  fiery  foot  intrudf^. 
Blackening  her  lovely  domes  with  traces  rude. 
Inevitable  hour!  'Gainst  fate  to  strive 
Where  Desolation  plants  her  famish'd  brood 
Is  vain,  or  Bion,  Tyre  might  yet  survive, 
And  Virtue  vanquish  all,  and  Murder  cease  to  thrive. 


But  all  unconscious  of  the  coming  doom. 
The  feast,  the  song,  the  revel  here  abounds ; 
Strange  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  ci 
Nor  bleed  these  patriots  with  their  country's  wounds ; 
Nor  here  War's  clarion,  but  Love's  rebeck  sounds ; " 
Here  Folly  still  his  votaries  inthralls ; 
And  young-eyed  Lewdness  walks  her  midnight  rounds; 
Girt  with  the  silent  crimes  of  Capitals, 
Still  to  the  last  kind  Vice  clings  to  tlie  tott'ring  walls. 
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ZLm. 
Not  80  the  rustic — with  his  trembling  mate 
He  lorks^  nor  casts  his  heavj  eje  afiEur, 
Lest  he  should  view  his  vineyard  desobtte. 
Blasted  below  the  don  hot  breath  of  war. 
No  more  beneath  soft  Eve's  consenting  star 
Fandango  twirls  his  jocund  Castanet : 
Ah,  monarchs  !  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar. 
Not  in  the  toils  of  Glory  would  ye  fret ; 
llie  hoarse  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and  Man  be  happy  yet  I 

XLVIII. 

How  carols  now  the  lusty  muleteer  ? 
Of  love,  romance,  devotion  is  his  lay. 
As  whilome  he  was  wont  (he  leagues  to  chefrr. 
His  quick  bells  wildly  jingling  on  the  way  ? 
No !  as  he  speeds,  he  chants  "  Viva  el  Key  ! "  *• 
And  checks  his  song  to  execrate  Godoy, 
The  royal  \vittol  Charles,  and  curse  the  day 
When  first  Spain's  queen  beheld  the  black-eyed  boy. 
And  gore-faced  Treason  sprung  from  her  adulterate  joy. 


XLIX. 


On  yon  long,  level  plain,  at  distance  crown'd 
With  crags,  whereon  those  Moorish  turrets  rest. 
Wide  scattered  hoof-marks  dint  the  wounded  ground ; 
And,  scathed  by  fire,  the  greensward's  darkened  vest 
Tells  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia's  guest : 
Here  was  the  camp,  the  watch-flame,  and  the  host. 
Here  the  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragon's  nest; 
Still  does  he  mark  it  with  triumphant  boast ; 
And  points  to  yonder  c]iff^»,  which  oft  were  won  and  lost. 
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And  whomsoever  along  the  path  you  meet 
Bears  in  his  cap  the  badge  of  crimson  hue. 
Which  teils  you  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet :" 
"VVoe  to  the  man  that  walks  in  public  view 
Without  of  loyalty  tliis  token  true : 
Sharp  is  the  knife^  and  sudden  is  the  stroke ; 
And  sorely  would  the  Gallic  foeman  rue. 
If  subtle  poniards,  wrapt  beneath  the  cloke. 
Could  blunt  the  sabre's  edge,  or  clear  the  cannon's  smoke. 

LI. 

At  every  turn  Morena's  dusky  height 
Sustains  aloft  the  battery's  iron  load ; 
And,  far  as  mortal  eye  can  compass  sight, 
Tluj  mountain-howitzer,  the  broken  road. 
The  bristling  palisade,  the  fosse  o'erflow'd. 
The  stationed  bands,  the  never-vacant  watch. 
The  magazine  in  rocky  durance  stow'd, 
ITie  holster'd  steed  beneath  the  shed  of  thatch, 
Tlie  ball-piled  pyramid,  the  ever-blazing  match,*" 

LII. 

Portend  the  deeds  to  come : — but  he  whose  nod 
Has  tumbled  feebler  despots  from  their  sway, 
A  moment  pauseth  ere  he  lifts  the  rod ; 
A  little  moment  deigneth  to  delay  : 
Soon  will  hisr  legions  sweep  through  these  their  way ; 
The  West  must  own  the  Scourger  of  the  world. 
Ah !  Spain  !  how  sad  will  be  thy  reckoning-day, 
When  soars  Gaul's  Vulture,  with  his  wings  unfurl'd. 
And  thou  shalt  view  thv  sons  in  crowds  to  Hades  hurl'd. 
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un. 
And  must  they  fall?  the  young,  the  proud,  the  brave, 
To  swell  one  bloated  Chiefs  unwholesome  reign  ? 
No  step  between  submission  and  a  grave  ? 
The  rise  of  rapine  and  the  fall  of  Spain  P 
And  doth  the  Power  that  man  adores  ordain 
Their  doom,  nor  heed  the  suppliant's  appeal  ? 
Is  all  that  desperate  Valour  acts  in  vain  ? 
And  Counsel  sage,  and  patriotic  Zeal, 
The  Veteran's  skill.  Youth's  fire,  and  Manhood's  heart  of  steel? 

LIV. 

Is  it  for  this  the  Spanish  maid,  aroused. 
Hangs  on  the  willow  her  unstrung  guitar. 
And,  all  unsex'd,  the  anlace  hath  espoused, 
Sung  the  loud  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of  war  ? 
And  she,  whom  once  the  semblance  of  a  scar 
Appall'd,  an  owlet's  larum  chill'd  with  dread. 
Now  views  the  column-scattering  bay'net  jar. 
The  falchion  flash,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm  dead 
Stalks  with  Minerva's  step  where  Mars  might  quake  to  tread. 

LV. 

Ye  who  shall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale. 
Oh  !  had  you  known  her  in  her  softer  hour, 
Mark'd  her  black  eye  that  mocks  her  coal-black  veil. 
Heard  her  light,  lively  tones  in  Lady's  bower. 
Seen  her  long  locks  that  foil  the  painter's  power. 
Her  fairy  form,  with  more  than  female  grace. 
Scarce  would  you  deem  that  Saragoza's  tower 
Beheld  her  smile  in  Danger's  Gorgon  face, 
Thin  the  closed  ranks,  and  lead  in  Glory's  fearful  chasr. 
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LVI. 

Her  lover  sinks — ^she  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear ; 
Her  chief  is  slain — she  fills  his  fatal  post ; 
Her  fellows  flee — she  checks  their  base  career ; 
The  foe  retires — she  heads  the  sallying  host : 
Who  can  appease  like  her  a  lover's  ghost  ? 
Who  can  avenge  so  well  a  leader's  fall  ? 
What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  fliish'd  hope  is  lost  P 
Wlio  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul, 
Foil'd  by  a  woman's  hand^  before  a  batter'd  wall  ?^' 

Lvn. 
Yet  are  Spain's  maids  no  race  of  Amazons, 
But  form'd  for  all  the  witching  arts  of  love : 
Though  thus  in  arms  they  emulate  her  sons^ 
And  in  the  horrid  phalanx  dare  to  move, 
'Tis  but  the  tender  fierceness  of  the  dove. 
Pecking  the  hand  that  hovers  o'er  her  mate : 
In  softness  as  in  firmness  far  above 
Kemoter  females,  famed  for  sickening  prate ; 
Her  mind  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  perchance  as  great. 

Lvin. 
The  seal  Love's  dimpling  finger  hath  impress'd 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his  touch  :^ 
Her  lips,  whose  kisses  pout  to  leave  their  nest. 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such : 
Her  glance  how  wildly  beautiful !  how  much 
Hath  Phcebus  woo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her  cheek. 
Which  glows  yet  smoother  from  his  amorous  clutch  ! 
Who  round  the  North  for  paler  dames  would  seek  ? 
How  poor  their  forms  appear  !  how  languid,  wan,  and  weak ! 

VOL.  I.  y 
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Match  me^  ye  climes  I  which  poets  love  to  laud; 
Match  me,  ye  harems  of  the  land !  where  now^ 
I  strike  my  strain,  far  distant,  to  applaud 
Beauties  that  ev'n  a  cynic  must  avow ;  ^ 
Match  me  those  Houries,  whom  ye  scarce  allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  Love  should  ride  the  wmd, 
With  Spain's  dark-glancing  daughters — deign  to  know/ 
There  your  wise  Prophet's  paradise  we  find, 
llis  black-eyed  maids  of  Heaven,  angelically  kind. 


LX. 


Oh,  thou  Parnassus  i  whom  I  now  survey,** 
Not  in  the  phrensy  of  a  dreamer's  eye. 
Not  in  the  fabled  landscape  of  a  lay. 
But  soaring  snow-clad  through  thy  Uiitive  sky. 
In  the  wild  pomp  of  mountain-majesty ! 
What  marvel  if  I  thus  essay  to  sing  ? 
The  humblest  of  thy  pilgrims  passing  by 
Would  gladly  woo  thine  Echoes  with  his  string, 
Though  from  thy  heights  no  more  one  Muse  will  wave  her  wing 

LXI. 

Oft  have  I  dream'd  of  Thee  I  whose  glorious  name 
Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man's  divincst  lore : 
And  now  I  view  thee,  'tis,  alas,  with  shame 
That  I  in  feeblest  accents  must  adore. 
When  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  yore 
I  tremble,  and  can  only  bend  the  knee ; 
Nor  raise  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  soar. 
But  gaze  beneath  thy  cloudy  canopy 
In  silent  joy  to  think  at  last  I  look  on  Thee  !^ 
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Happier  in  this  than  mightiest  bards  luive  been, 
Whose  fate  to  distant  homes  confined  their  lot. 
Shall  I  unmoveJ  behold  the  hallow'd  scene, 
Wiich  others  rave  of,  though  they  know  it  not!' 
Though  here  no  more  Apollo  haunts  bis  grot. 
And  thou,  the  Muses'  seat,  art  now  their  grave, 
Some  gentle  spirit  still  pervades  the  spot, 
Sighs  in  the  gale,  keeps  silence  in  the  cave. 
And  glides  with  glassy  foot  o'er  yon  melodious  wave. 


Of  thee  hereafter. — Ev'n  amidst  my  strain 
I  tum'd  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here ; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain , 
Her  fate,  to  every  freeborn  bosom  dear; 
And  hail'd  thee,  not  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Now  to  my  theme — but  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Let  me  some  remnant,  some  memorial  bear ; 
Tield  me  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathless  plant,"* 
Nor  let  thy  votary's  hope  be  deem'd  an  idle  vaunt. 


But  ne'er  didst  thou,  fair  Mount !  when  Greece  was 
See  round  tliy  giant  base  a  brighter  choir. 
Nor  e'er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  sung 
The  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  mortal  lire. 
Behold  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
Tile  song  of  love,  than  Andalusia's  maids, 
Murst  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire  : 
All !  that  to  these  were  given  such  peaceful  sliadcs 
As  Greece  caii  still  bestow,  tliougli  Glory  fly  her  glades 
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LXV. 

Fair  is  proud  Seville ;  let  her  country  boast 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  site  of  ancient  days ;  • 
But  Cadiz,  rising  on  the  distant  coast. 
Calls  forth  a  sweeter,  though  ignoble  praise. 
Ah,  Vice !  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways ! 
While  boyish  blood  is  mantling,  who  can  'scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  ?  * 
A  Cherub-hydra  round  us  dost  thou  gape. 
And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive  shape. 

LXVI. 

When  Paphos  fell  by  Time — accursed  Time ! 
The  Queen  who  conquers  all  must  yield  to  thee— 
The  Pleasures  fled,  but  sought  as  warm  a  clime ; 
And  Venus,  constant  to  her  native  sea, 
To  nought  else  constant,  hither  deign'd  to  flee. 
And  fix'd  her  shrine  witliin  these  walls  of  white ; 
Though  not  to  one  dome  circumscribeth  she 
Her  worship,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite, 
A  thousand  altars  rise,  for  ever  blazing  bright." 

LXVII. 

From  morn  till  night,  from  night  till  startled  Mom 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  revel's  laughing  crew. 
The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  worn ; 
Devices  quaint,  and  frolics  ever  new, 
Tread  on  each  other's  kibes.     A  long  adieu 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  sojourns : 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  though  in  lieu 
Of  true  devotion  monkish  incense  burns. 
And  love  and  prayer  unite,  or  rule  the  hour  by  turns." 
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LXYUI. 

The  Sabbath  comes,  a  day  of  blessed  rest : 
What  hallows  it  upon  this  Christian  shore  ? 
Lo  I  it  is  sacred  to  a  solemn  feast : 
Ilark !  heard  you  not  the  forest-monarch's  roar  ? 
Crasliiug  the  lance^  he  snuffs  the  spouting  gore 
Of  man  and  steed^  overthrown  beneath  his  horn ; 
The  throng'd  arena  shakes  with  shouts  for  more ; 
Yells  the  mad  crowd  o'er  entrails  freshly  torn. 
Nor  shrinks  the  female  eye,  nor  ev'n  affects  to  mourn. 

LXIZ. 

The  seventh  day  this;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London  i  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  thy  spruce  citizen,  washed  artisan. 
And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 
Thy  coach  of  Hackney,  whiskey,  one-horse  chair. 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl. 
To  Hampstead,  Brentford,  Harrow  make  repair; 
Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl. 
Provoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian  churl. 

LXX. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thamis  row  the  ribbou'd  fedr, 
Others  along  the  safer  turnpike  fly ; 
Some  Richmond-hill  ascend,  some  scud  to  Ware, 
And  many  to  the  steep  of  Highgate  hie. 
Ask  ye,  Boeotian  shades  !  the  reason  why  ?  "• 
^Tis  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  Horn, 
Grasp'd  in  the  holy  hand  of  Mystery, 
In  whose  dread  name  both  men  and  maids  are  sworn. 
And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draught,  and  dance  till  morn." 
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LZXL 

All  have  their  fooleries — not  alike  are  thine, 
Fair  Cadiz,  rising  o^er  the  dark  blue  sea  I 
Soon  as  the  matin  bell  proclaimeth  nine. 
Thy  saint  adorers  count  the  rosary : 
Much  is  the  Virgin  teased  to  shrive  them  free 
(Well  do  I  ween  the  only  virgin  there) 
From  crimes  as  numerous  as  her  beadsmen  be ; 
Then  to  the  crowded  circus  forth  they  fare : 
Young,  old,  high,  low,  at  once  the  same  diversion  share. 

LXXU. 

The  lists  are  oped,  the  spacious  area  cleared. 
Thousands  on  thousands  piled  are  seated  round ; 
Long  ere  the  first  loud  trumpet's  note  is  heard, 
Ne  vacant  space  for  lated  wight  is  found : 
Here  dons,  grandees,  but  chiefly  dames  abound, 
SkillM  in  the  ogle  of  a  roguish  eye. 
Yet  ever  well  inclined  to  heal  the  wound ; 
None  through  their  cold  disdain  arc  doomM  to  die. 
As  moon-struck  bards  complain,  by  Love's  sad  archery. 

LXXIII. 

Hush'd  is  the  din  of  tongues — on  gallant  steeds. 
With  milk-white  crest,  gold  spur,  and  light-poised  lance. 
Four  cavaliers  prepare  for  venturous  deeds. 
And  lowly  bending  to  the  lists  advance; 
Uiol)  are  their  scarfs,  their  chargers  featly  prance : 
If  in  the  dangerous  game  they  shine  to-day. 
The  crowd's  loud  shout  and  ladies'  lovely  glance. 
Best  prize  of  better  acts,  they  bear  away. 
And  nil  that  kings  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  their  toils  repay. 


CHILDE   HARQUJ'S  PILEiaiUAQB. 


lu  costly  slieen  and  gaudy  cloak  ana/d, 
ISut  all  afoot,  the  light-limb'd  Matadore 
Stands  iu  tbe  ceotre,  eager  to  invade 
The  lord  of  lowing  herds ;  but  not  before 
The  ground,  with  cautious  tread,  is  traversed  o'er. 
Lest  aught  unseen  should  lurk  to  thwart  his  speed: 
His  arms  a  dart,  he  fightd  aloof,  nor  more 
Cau  man  achieve  without  the  friendly  steed — 
i  Alas !  too  oft  coiidenin'd  for  him  to  bear  and  bleed. 


Thrice  sounds  the  clarion ;  lo  I  the  signal  falls. 
The  deu  expands,  and  Expectation  mute 
Gapes  round  the  silent  circle's  peopled  walls. 
Bounds  with  one  lashing  spring  the  mighty  brute, 
And,  wildly  storing,  spurns,  with  sounding  loot, 
Tlie  saud,  nor  blindly  rushes  ou  his  foe : 
Here,  there,  ho  points  his  threatening  front,  to  suit 
His  first  attack,  wide  waving  to  and  fro 
LHia  angry  tail;  red  rolls  his  eye's  dilated  glow. 


Sudden  he  stops ;  his  eye  is  flx'd  :  away, 
Away,  tliou  liecdlcss  boy !  prepare  the  spear: 
Now  is  thy  time  to  perish,  or  display 
The  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
With  well-timed  croupe  the  nimble  coursers  veer  ; " 
On  foams  the  bull,  but  not  unscathed  he  goes ; 
Streams  from  his  tiank  the  crimson  torrent  clear : 
He  flies,  he  wheels,  distracted  with  bis  tliroes; 
,  Dart  follows  dart;  lance,  lance;  loud  bellowings  speak  bis  t 
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LXXVII. 

Again  he  comes ;  nor  dart  nor  lance  avails 
Nor  the  wild  plunging  of  the  tortured  horse; 
Though  man  and  man's  avenging  arms  assail. 
Vain  are  his  weapons,  vainer  is  his  force. 
One  gallant  steed  is  stretchM  a  mangled  corse ; 
Another,  hideous  sight !  unseam'd  appears. 
His  gory  chest  unveils  life's  panting  source ; 
Though  death-struck,  still  his  feeble  frame  he  rears ; 
Staggering,,  but  stemming  all,  his  lord  unharm'd  he  bears. 

Lxxvm. 
Foil'd,  bleeding,  breathless,  furious  to  the  last, 
Full  in  the  centre  stands  the  bull  at  bay. 
Mid  wounds,  and  clinging  darts,  and  lances  brast. 
And  foes  disabled  in  the  brutal  fray : 
And  now  the  Matadores  around  him  play. 
Shake  the  red  cloak,  and  poise  the  ready  brand : 
Once  more  through  all  he  bursts  his  thundering  way — 
Vain  rage  !  the  mantle  quits  the  conynge  hand. 
Wraps  his  fierce  eye — 'tis  past — he  sinks  upon  the  sand !  * 


LXXIX. 

Where  his  vast  neck  just  mingles  with  tlie  spine. 
Sheathed  in  his  form  the  deadly  weapon  lies, 
lie  stops — he  starts — disdaining  to  decline  : 
Slowly  he  falls,  amidst  triumphant  cries. 
Without  a  groan,  without  a  struggle  dies. 
The  decorated  car  appears — on  high 
The  corse  is  piled — sweet  sight  for  vulgar  eyes — " 
Four  steeds  that  spurn  the  rein,  as  swift  as  shy. 
Hurl  the  dark  bulk  along,  scarce  seen  in  diisldng  by. 
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LXXX. 

Such  the  ungentle  sport  that  oft  invites 
The  Spanish  maid^  and  cheers  the  Spanish  swain. 
Nurtured  in  blood  betimes^  his  heart  delights 
In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another's  pain. 
^Vliat  private  feuds  the  troubled  village  stain  i 
Though  now  one  phalanxM  host  should  meet  the  foe. 
Enough,  alas !  in  humble  homes  remain. 
To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow. 
For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,  whence  life's  warm  stream  must  flow/ 

LXXZI. 

But  Jealousy  has  fled :  his  bars,  his  bolts, 
Ilis  withered  centinel.  Duenna  sage  I 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts. 
Which  the  stern  dotard  deem'd  he  could  encage. 
Have  pass'd  to  darkness  with  the  vanished  age. 
Who  late  so  free  as  Spanish  girls  were  seen, 
(Ere  War  uprose  in  his  volcanic  rage,) 
With  braided  tresses  bounding  o'er  the  green. 
While  on  the  gay  dance  shone  Night's  lover-loving  Queen  ? 

LXXXU. 

Oh !  many  a  time  and  oft,  had  Harold  loved. 
Or  dream'd  he  loved,  since  rapture  is  a  dream ; 
But  now  his  wayward  bosom  was  unmoved, 
for  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe's  stream ; 
And  lately  had  he  learn'd  with  truth  to  deem 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  his  wings : 
How  fair,  how  young,  how  soft  soe'er  he  seem, 
Full  from  the  fount  of  Joy's  delicious  springs  "• 
Some  bitter  o*er  the  flowers  its  bubbling  venom  flings. 
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uuxm. 
Yet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind. 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the  wise; 
Not  that  Philosophy  on  such  a  mind 
E'er  deigned  to  bend  her  chastely-awful  eyes : 
But  Passion  raves  itself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 
And  Vice,  that  digs  her  own  voluptuous  tomb. 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise : 
Pleasure's  pallM  victim !  life-abhorring  gloom 
Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Cain's  unresting  doom. 

LXXXIY. 

Still  he  beheld,  nor  mingled  with  the  throng; 
But  viewed  them  not  with  misimthropic  hate : 
Fain  would  he  now  have  joinM  the  dance,  the  song ; 
But  who  may  smile  that  sinks  beneath  his  fate  Y 
Nought  that  he  saw  his  sadness  could  abate : 
Yet  once  he  struggled  'gainst  the  demon's  sway. 
And  as  in  Beaut/s  bower  he  pensive  sate, 
Pour'd  forth  this  unpremeditated  lay. 
To  cliarms  as  fair  as  those  that  soothed  his  happier  day. 


TO  INEZ. 

1. 

Nay,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow ; 

Alas !  I  cannot  smile  again : 
Yet  Heaven  avert  that  ever  thou 

Shouldat  weep,  and  haply  weep  in  vain. 
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s. 
And  dost  thou  ask  what  secret  woe 

I  bear,  corroding  joy  and  youth  ? 
And  wilt  thou  vainly  seek  to  know 

A  pang,  ev'n  thou  must  fail  to  soothe  P 

It  is  not  love,  it  is  not  hate. 

Nor  low  Ambition's  honours  lost. 
That  bids  me  loathe  my  present  state. 

And  fly  from  all  I  prized  the  most : 

4. 

It  is  that  weariness  which  springs 

From  all  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  see : 
To  me  no  pleasure  Beauty  brings ; 

Thine  eyes  have  scarce  a  charm  for  me. 

It  is  that  settled,  ceaseless  gloom 

The  fabled  Hebrew  wanderer  bore ; 
That  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb. 

But  cannot  hope  for  rest  before. 

6. 

What  Exile  from  himself  can  flee  ?  • 
To  zones  though  more  and  more  remotci 

Still,  still  pursues,  where'er  I  be. 
The  blight  of  life — the  demon  Thought. 

I. 

Tet  others  rapt  in  pleasure  seem. 

And  taste  of  all  that  I  forsake ; 
Oh !  may  they  still  of  transport  dream. 

And  ne'er,  at  least  like  me,  awake  I 
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Through  manv  a  clime  'tis  mine  to  go. 

With  many  a  retrospection  curst ; 
And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 

Whate'er  betides,  I've  known  the  worst. 

ft. 
What  is  that  worst  ?     Nay  do  not  ask — 

In  pity  from  the  search  forbear : 
Smile  on — nor  venture  to  unmask 

Man's  heart,  and  view  the  Hell  that's  there, 

LXXXV. 

Adieu,  flair  Cadiz !  vea,  a  long  adieu ! 
Who  may  forget  how  well  thy  walls  have  stood  ? 
When  all  were  changing  thou  alone  wcrt  true. 
First  to  be  free  and  last  to  be  subdued  : 
Aud  if  amidst  a  scene,  a  shock  so  rude, 
Some  native  blood  was  seen  thv  streets  to  dve, 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud :  • 
Here  all  were  noble,  save  Nobility ; 
None  hugg'd  a  conqueror's  chain,  save  fallen  Chivalry  ! 

LXXXVL 

Such  be  the  sons  of  Spain,  and  strange  her  fate ! 
They  fight  for  freedom  who  were  never  free, 
A  Kingless  people  for  a  nerveless  state ; 
Her  vassals  combat  when  their  chieftains  flee. 
True  to  the  veriest  slaves  of  Treacherv  : 
Fond  of  a  land  which  gave  them  nought  but  life. 
Pride  jioints  the  path  that  leads  to  Liberty ; 
Hack  to  the  struggle,  baffled  in  the  strife. 
War,  war  is  still  the  cry,  "  War  even  to  the  knife ! ''  ** 
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LZXXYII. 

Ye,  who  would  more  of  Spain  and  Spaniards  know. 
Go,  read  whatever  is  writ  of  bloodiest  strife : 
Whatever  keen  Vengeance  urged  on  foreign  foe 
Can  act,  is  acting  there  against  man's  life : 
From  flashing  scimitar  to  secret  knife. 
War  mouldeth  there  each  weapon  to  his  need — 
So  may  he  guard  the  sister  and  the  wife. 
So  may  he  make  each  curst  oppressor  bleed — 
So  may  such  foes  deserve  the  most  remorseless  deed  1 

LXXXYm. 

Flows  there  a  tear  of  pity  for  the  dead  ? 
IjOoIc  o'er  the  rav^e  of  the  reeking  plain ; 
Look  on  the  hands  with  female  slaughter  red ; 
Then  to  the  dogs  resign  the  unburied  slain. 
Then  to  the  vulture  let  each  corse  remain. 
Albeit  miworthy  of  the  prey-bird's  maw ; 
Let  their  bleach'd  bones,  and  blood's  unbleaching  stain, 
Long  mark  the  battle-field  with  hideous  awe : 
Thus  only  may  our  sons  conceive  the  scenes  we  saw ! 

LXXXIX. 

Nor  yet,  alas  I  the  dreadful  work  is  done ; 
Fresh  legions  pour  adown  the  Pyrenees : 
It  deepens  still,  the  work  is  scarce  begun. 
Nor  mortal  eye  the  distant  end  foresees. 
FaH'n  nations  gaze  on  Spain ;  if  freed,  she  frees 
More  than  her  fell  Pizarros  once  euchain'd : 
Strange  retribution  I  now  Columbia's  ease 
Repairs  the  wrongs  that  Quito's  sons  sustaiu'd. 
While  o'er  the  parent  clime  prowls  Murder  unrestrain'd. 
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Not  an  the  blood  at  Talaren  shed. 
Not  an  the  marrds  of  Baiossa's  fight. 
Not  Albnen  larish  of  the  dead. 
Have  woD  for  Spain  her  weU  asserted  right. 
When  shall  her  OliTe-Bcanch  be  firee  from  blight? 
When  shall  she  breathe  her  Crom  the  blushing  tofl? 
How  manj  a  doubtful  daj  shaU  sink  in  night. 
Ere  the  Frank  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil, 
kad  Freedom's  stranger-tree  grow  oatiTe  of  the  soil ! 

ZCL 

And  thou,  mj  friend ! — since  unavailing  woe* 
Bursts  from  mv  heart,  and  mingles  with  the  strain — 
Had  the  sword  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low 
Pride  might  forbid  e'en  Friendship  to  complain : 
But  thus  unlaurel'd  to  descend  in  vain, 
Bj  aU  forgotten,  save  the  lonelj  breast. 
And  mix  unbleeding  with  the  boasted  slain. 
While  Glory  crowns  so  many  a  meaner  crest ! 
What  hadst  thou  done  to  sink  so  peacefully  to  rest  ? 

zcn. 
Oh,  known  the  earliest,  and  esteem'd  the  most !  ** 
Dear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear ! 
Tliongh  to  my  hopeless  days  for  ever  lost. 
In  dreams  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  herel 
And  Morn  in  secret  shall  renew  the  tear 
()f  Consciousness  awaking  to  her  woes. 
And  Fancy  hover  o'er  thy  bloodless  bier, 
1'ill  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose. 
And  mouni'd  and  mounter  lie  united  in  repose. 


eino  l] 
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Here  is  one  fytte  of  Harold's  pilgrimage : 
Te  who  of  him  may  further  seek  to  know. 
Shall  find  some  tidings  in  a  future  page. 
If  he  that  rhymeth  now  may  scribble  moe. 
Is  this  too  much  f  stem  Critic  !  Say  not  so : 
Patience !  and  ye  shall  hear  what  he  beheld 
In  other  lands,  where  he  was  doom'd  to  go : 
Lands  that  contain  the  monuments  of  Eld, 
Ere  Greece  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous  hands  wc  re  quellM.' 
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CANTO  TH£  SECOND. 


VOU  K 


B 


CANTO  THE  SECOND. 


Com E^  blue-eyed  maid  of  heaven ! — but  thou^  alas ! 
Didst  never  yet  one  mortal  song  inspire — 
Goddess  of  Wisdom  I  here  thy  temple  was. 
And  is,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire,' 
And  years,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expire : 
But  worse  than  steel,  and  flame,  and  ages  slow. 
Is  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  sacred  glow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polishM  breasts  bestow,* 


n. 


Ancient  of  days  I  august  Athena !  where. 
Where  are  thy  men  of  might?  thy  grand  in  soul? 
Gone — glimmering  through  the  dream  of  things  that  were : 
First  in  the  race  that  led  to  Glory's  goal. 
They  won,  and  passM  away — is  this  the  wliole  ? 
A  schoolbo/s  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour  ! 
The  warrior's  weapon  and  the  sophist's  stole 
Are  sought  in  vain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering  tower. 
Dim  with  the  mist  of  years,  gray  flits  the  shade  of  i>ower. 


E  2 


•» 
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Son  of  the  morning,  rise !  appnjacli  voa  here : 
Come — hoc  molesc  aoc  too.  deieaceless  uni : 
Look  oa  chia  spoc — a  iLidoa's  sepulchre  ! 
Abode  of  gods,  whose  :}hriiie:}  no  longer  bom. 
Even  2oda  most  vield — reliizioas  take  their  turn : 
Twaa  Jove's — 'clj  llahomec'a — and  other  creeds 
Will  rise  with  other  vears,  till  man  shall  learn 
Yainlv  his  incense  soars,  his  victim  bleeds ; 
Poor  child  of  Doubt  and  Death,  whose  hope  is  built  on  ree  J!«/ 

IT. 

Bound  to  the  earth,  he  lifts  his  eve  to  heaven — 
Is 't  not  enough,  unhappy  thing  !  to  know 
Thou  art  ?     Is  this  a  boon  so  kindlv  driven. 
That  being,  thou  would'st  be  again,  and  go. 
Thou  know'st  not,  reck'st  not  to  what  region,  so 
On  earth  no  more,  but  mingled  with  the  skies  ? 
Sdll  wilt  thou  dream  on  future  joy  and  woe  ? 
Beirird  and  weiirh  von  dust  before  it  dies : 
That  little  urn  saith  more  ilnvi  thousand  homilies. 

V. 

Or  burst  the  vanished  Hero's  lofty  mound ; 
Far  tjn  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps :  * 
Hr  :"rli,  a:i«l  fjlliag  luti-.^us  mouruM  around; 
li .:  li'rx  n  t  i»iiL'  ni  s;uldeiiiiig  th« mounds  weeps, 
>.'jr  'A  ;riiivt.-  worsliipjK-r  his  vigil  kfej»s 

v\  iirft:  'it  ri.i-L:«.d<  :ip[V;ir\l,  as  ronrds  IlU. 

Ii»-.i.-,ve  y.-n  ?kull  from  out  liio  scuttirM  heaps: 
1;  tiiat  a  lirniple  where  a  liod  ni;iy  dwvll? 
W  i.y  f:^'*ii  liic  vn.rm  at  Lkst  disdains  her  ?:ialter'd  cell! 
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Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  roinM  wall, 
lU  chambers  desolate,  and  portab  foul : 
Yes,  this  was  once  Ambition's  airy  hall. 
The  dome  of  Thought,  the  palace  of  the  Soul : 
Behold  through  each  lack-lustre,  eyeless  hole. 
The  gay  recess  of  Wisdom  and  of  Wit 
And  Passion's  host,  that  never  brook'd  control : 
Can  all  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ. 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit  ? 

Tn. 
Well  didst  thou  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son  ! 
"  All  tliat  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known." 
Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot  shun  ? 
Each  hath  his  pang,  but  feeble  sulTerers  groan 
With  brain-bom  dreams  of  evil  all  their  own. 
Pursue  what  Chance  or  Fate  proclairaeth  best ; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron : 
There  no  forced  banquet  claims  the  sated  guest. 
But  Silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever  welcome  rest. 

Tin. 

Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  there  be 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  that  sable  shore. 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadducee 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 
How  sweet  it  were  in  concert  to  adore 
With  those  who  made  our  mortal  labours  light ! 
To  hear  each  voice  we  fear'd  to  hear  no  more ! 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  reveal'd  to  sight, 
The  Bactrian,  Samian  sage,  and  all  who  taught  the  right ! ' 


jsr*  :li^»i ! — ^wl'jK  j:t*  lii 


I'>T*     ^''"    *"!»■    *f***   T^"      I'T*   t!"i*     ~T*   "T 


i>:  u  ;:  SAT  f  .»:::.-::-.'• 


f.^  '■» 


H'rr*:,  s'la  of  Sitorri !  was  ihr  far^rire  liiroa*:' 
Mitfj/.i^.t  of  riiifiv  s(;r::j !  Hen-.-*:  let  mc  iracc 
'I  I.*:  uUrfit  'jTi^wV/iT  o:  ihv  JxeUiri^-Dijce. 
It  ri.av  iiot  b; :  nor  f:'/ii  can  FancV*  c\e 
Il'rrtor':  what  lirue  i^lii  labof-if'J  to  deface, 
i'^-l  til'-*;  prorjr]  pilliirs  claim  no  passing  sigh; 
yA\\uhi*A  the  Moslem  siti»^  the  light  Greek  carols  bj. 


XI. 


I/iit  HJio,  of  all  the  plunderers  of  you  fdue 
On  lii^rh,  whtTe  I'allas  linjrer'd,  loth  to  flee 
'i'he  lat««t  ri'lic  of  Imt  ancient  rei^m  : 
'Jlie  i;L»?t,  the  worst,  dull  .spoiler,  who  was  he? 
Jiluhli,  Caledonia!  such  ^hy  ^on  could  be  ! 
Krigland  !   I  joy  no  chihl  he  way  of  thine : 
Tiiy  frt'e-born  men  should  .^^parc  what  once  was  free; 
Yet  they  could  violate  each  saddening  shrine, 
And  bear  these  altars  o'er  (he  long-reluctant  briue.* 


tuRO  a.]  CBILM 


But  iiKHl  tfe  Boden  Fief's  muUe  bckisl. 
To  nre  vbat  Goch,  and  Tmk,  and  laie  hank  sfand :  * 
Cold  IS  the  cn0  vpon  Ids  miire  eoaat," 
His  mind  IS  hufcnaDd  his  bent  ss  hard. 
Is  he  whose  bead  eoneeiTcd,  whose  hand  pRpared, 
Aught  to  displace  Athma's  poor  remaiiis : 
Her  SODS  too  weak  the  sacred  shzine  to  gnazd. 
Yet  fek  scmie  poitioa  of  thdr  mocher's  piin^" 
And  nercr  knew,  tiD  then,  the  weight  of  Defoe's  chains. 


What !  shall  it  e'er  be  said  br  British  tongne, 
Albion  was  happr  in  Athena's  tears  ? 
Thoogh  in  thj  name  the  slares  her  bosom  wrong. 
Tell  not  the  deed  to  binshing  Europe's  ears : 
The  ocean  queen,  the  free  Britannia,  bears 
The  last  poor  plunder  fr<c»n  a  bleeding  land : 
Yes,  she,  whose  gen'rous  aid  her  name  endears. 
Tore  down  those  remnants  with  a  harpv's  hand. 
Which  euTious  Eld  forbore,  and  trrants  left  to  stand. 


Where  was  thine  .£gis,  Pallas !  that  appalfd 
Stem  Alaric  and  Havoc  on  their  waj  ?  " 
Where  Peleus'  son?  whom  Hell  in  vain  enthrall'd. 
His  shade  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day 
Bursting  to  light  in  terrible  array ! 
What !  could  not  Iluto  spare  the  chief  once  more« 
To  scare  a  second  robber  from  his  prev  ? 
Idlj  he  wander'd  on  the  Stjgian  shore, 
N(v  now  presenred  the  walk  he  loved  to  shield  before. 
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XV. 

(Jold  is  the  heart,  fair  Greece !  that  looks  on  thee^ 
Nor  feels  as  lovers  o'er  the  dust  thej  loved ; 
Dull  is  the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see 
Thy  walls  defaced,  thy  mouldering  shrines  removed 
Bv  British  hands,  wliich  it  had  best  behoved 
To  guard  those  relics  ne'er  to  be  restored. 
Curst  be  the  hour  when  from  their  isle  they  roved. 
And  once  again  thy  Iiapless  bosom  gored. 
And  snatch'd  thy  shrinking  Gods  to  northern  climes  abhon^d  I 

But  where  is  Harold  ?  shall  I  then  forget 
To  urge  the  gloomy  wanderer  o'er  the  wave  ? 
Little  reck'd  he  of  aU  that  men  regret ; 
Xo  loved-one  now  in  feign'd  lament  could  rave; 
No  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave. 
Ere  the  cold  stranger  pass'd  to  other  climes : 
Hard  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not  enslave; 
But  Harold  felt  not  as  in  other  times. 
And  left  without  a  sigh  the  land  of  war  and  crimes. 

xrn. 
He  that  has  saii'd  u]K)n  the  dark  blue  sea 
Has  viewM  at  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight, 
M'hcn  the  fresh  breeze  is  fair  as  breeze  may  be, 
The  white  s;ul  set,  the  gallant  frig;ite  tight ; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right. 
The  glorious  main  expanding  o'er  the  bow. 
The  ctmvoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  their  flight. 
The  dullist  sailer  we;U'ing  bravely  now, 
^>  giiily  curl  the  );iaves  before  each  dashing  prow. 
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XTm. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  within ! 
The  well-reeved  gnns,  the  netted  canopj,** 
The  hoarse  couimand,  the  busy  humming  din, 
Mlien,  at  a  word,  the  tops  are  mann'd  on  high : 
Hark,  to  the  Boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  crj ! 
^Viiile  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tackle  glides; 
Or  schoolboy  Midshipman  that,  standing  by. 
Strains  his  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides., 
And  well  the  docile  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides* 

XIX. 

White  is  the  glassy  deck,  without  a  stain. 
Where  on  the  watch  the  staid  Lieutenant  walks : 
Look  on  that  part  which  sacred  doth  remain 
For  the  lone  chieftain,  who  majestic  stalks. 
Silent  and  fear'd  by  all — not  oft  he  talks 
With  aught  beneath  him,  if  he  would  preserve 
That  strict  restraint,  which  broken,  ever  balks 
Conquest  and  fame :  but  Britons  rarely  swerve 
From  law,  however  stem,**  which  tends  their  strength  to  nerve. 

XX. 

Blow !  swiftly  blow,  thou  keel-compelling  gale 
Till  the  broad  sun  withdraws  his  lessening  ray ; 
Then  must  the  pennant-bearer  slacken  sail, 
Tiiat  lagging  barks  may  make  their  lazy  way. 
Ah  !  grievance  sore,  and  listless  dull  delay. 
To  waste  on  sluggish  hulks  -the  sweetest  breeze  I 
What  leagues  are  lost,  before  the  dawn  of  day. 
Thus  loitering  pensive  on  the  willing  seas. 
The  flapping  sail  hauFd  down  to  halt  for  logs  like  these  f 
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The  moon  is  up ,  by  Heaven,  a  lovely  eve ! 
Long  streams  of  light  o'er  dancing  waves  expand ; 
Now  lads  on  shore  may  sigh,  and  maids  believe : 
Such  be  our  fate  when  we  return  to  land ! 
Meantime  some  rude  Arion's  restless  hand 
Wakes  the  brisk  harmony  that  sailors  love ; 
A  circle  tliere  of  merry  listeners  stand. 
Or  to  some  well-known  measure  featly  move. 
Thoughtless,  as  if  on  shore  they  still  were  free  to  rove. 


XXII. 


Through  Calpe's  straits  survey  the  steepy  shore ; 
Europe  and  Afric  on  each  other  gaze ! 
Lands  of  the  dark-eyed  Maid  and  dusky  Moor 
Alike  beheld  beneath  pale  Hecate's  blaze : 
How  softly  on  the  Spanish  shore  she  plays. 
Disclosing  rock,  and  slope,  and  forest  brown. 
Distinct,  tliough  darkening  with  her  waning  phase; 
But  Mauritania's  giant-shadows  frown. 
From  mountain-cliff  to  coast  descending  sombre  down. 

XXIII. 

'Tis  night,  when  Meditation  bids  us  feel 
AVe  once  have  lOvcd,  though  love  is  at  an  end : 
The  heart,  lone  mourner  of  its  baiiled  zeal, 
Thougli  friendless  now,  will  dream  it  had  a  friend." 
Who  with  the  weight  of  years  would  wish  to  bend, 
AVhcn  Youth  itself  survives  young  Love  and  Joy  ? 
Alas !  when  mingling  souls  forget  to  blend. 
Death  hath  but  little  left  him  to  destroy  ! 
Ah  !  happy  years  !  once  more  who  would  not  be  a  boy  P 
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XZIF. 


Thus  bending  o'er  the  vessel's  laving  side. 
To  gaze  on  Dian's  wave-reflected  sphere. 
The  soul  forgets  her  schemes  of  hope  and  pride. 
And  flies  unconscious  o'er  each  backward  year. 
None  are  so  desolate  but  something  dear. 
Dearer  than  self,  possesses  or  possessed 
A  thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear ; 
A  flashing  pang  1  of  which  the  weary  breast 
Would  still,  albeit  in  vain,  the  heavy  heart  divest. 

XXY. 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell. 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest's  shady  scene. 
Where  things  that  own  not  man's  dominion  dwell. 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne'er  or  rarely  been ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen. 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold ; 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean ; 
This  is  not  solitude ;  'tis  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  view  her  stores  unroll'd. 

XXVI. 

But  midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men. 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess. 
And  roam  along,  the  world's  tired  denizen. 
With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bless ; 
Minions  of  splendour  shrinking  from  distress ! 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  endued. 
If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less, 
Of  all  that  flatter'd,  follow'd,  sought,  and  sued; 
This  is  to  be  alone ;  this,  tliis  is  solitude  I 
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zxm. 

More  blest  the  life  of  godlj  eremite. 
Such  as  on  loiirh  Athos  maj  be  seen. 
Watching  at  eve  upon  the  giant  height. 
Which  loob?  o'er  waves  so  blue,  skies  so  sevens 
That  he  who  there  at  such  an  hour  hath  been 
Will  wistful  linger  on  that  hallowed  spot  ;* 
Then  slowlv  tear  him  from  the  'witching  scene. 
Sigh  forth  one  wish  that  such  had  been  his  lot^ " 
Then  turn  to  hate  a  world  he  had  almost  forgot. 


Pass  we  the  lorn;,  unvarvini?  course,  the  track 
Oft  trod,  that  never  leaves  a  trace  behind; 
Pass  we  the  calm,  the  gale,  the  change,  the  tack. 
And  each  well  known  caprice  of  wave  and  wind  ; 
Pa:is  we  the  jovs  and  sorrows  sailors  find, 
Coop'd  in  their  winged  sea-girt  citadel ; 
The  foul,  the  fair,  the  contrary,  the  kind. 
As  breezes  rise  and  fall  and  billows  swell. 
Till  on  some  jocund  morn — lo,  land !  and  all  is  well : 


xux. 


Uiit  not  in  silence  pass  Calvpso's  isles," 
Tlie  sistt-r  tenants  uf  the  middle  deep ; 
Tliere  for  tlic  \\vi\r\  still  a  liaven  smiles, 
TliDUf^'h  the  fair  goddess  long  hath  ceased  to  weep. 
And  o'er  her  elill's  a  fruitless  watch  to  keep 
Tor  liim  who  dared  prefer  a  mortal  bride : 
Here,  too,  his  boy  essayM  the  dreadful  leap 
Stern  Mentor  urijed  from  hi;'h  to  vonder  tide : 

thus  of  both  IxTefi,  the  nymph-queen  doubly  sigh'd. 
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Her  reign  is  past^  her  gentle  glories  gone  : 
But  trust  not  this ;  too  easy  youths  beware  I 
A  mortal  sovereign  holds  her  dangerous  throne, 
And  thou  ma/st  find  a  new  Calypso  there. 
Sweet  Florence !"  could  another  ever  share 
Tliis  wayward,  loveless  heart,  it  would  be  thine : 
But  checked  by  every  tie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cast  a  worthless  offering  at  thy  shrine. 
Nor  ask  so  dear  a  breast  to  feel  one  pang  for  mine. 

XXXI. 

ITius  Harold  deem'd,"  as  on  that  lady's  eye 
He  looked,  and  met  its  beam  without  a  thought 
Save  admiration  glancing  harmlt^ss  by : 
Love  kept  aloof,  albeit  not  far  remote. 
Who  knew  his  votary  often  lost  and  cauglit. 
But  knew  him  as  his  worshipper  no  more. 
And  ne'eV  again  the  boy  his  bosom  sought : 
Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  to  adore. 
Well  deem'd  the  little  God  his  ancient  sway  was  o'er. 

XXXII. 

Fair  Florence  found,  in  sooth  with  some  amaze. 
One  who,  'twas  said,  still  sigh'd  to  all  he  saw. 
Withstand,  unmoved,  the  lustre  of  her  gaze. 
Which  others  hail'd  with  real  or  mimic  awe. 
Their  hope,  their  doom,  their  punishment,  their  law. 
All  that  gay  Beauty  from  her  bondsmen  claims : 
And  much  she  marvell'd  that  a  youth  so  raw 
Nor  felt,  nor  feign'd  at  least,  the  oft-toiJ  llames, 
Which,  though  sometimes  they  frown,  yet  rarely  anger  dames. 


62  CHILDB  HAROLD'S  PILGEIMAQB.  [oiaro  n. 

XXXIII. 

Little  knew  she  that  seeming  marble  heart. 
Now  mask'd  in  silence  or  withheld  by  pride, 
Was  not  unskilful  in  the  spoiler's  art. 
And  spread  its  snares  licentious  far  and  wide ; 
Nor  from  the  base  pursuit  had  turn'd  aside. 
As  long  as  aught  was  wortliy  to  pursue : 
But  Harold  on  such  arts  no  more  reUed ; 
And  had  he  doted  on  those  eyes  so  blue, 
Yet  never  would  he  join  the  lover's  whining  crew. 

XXXIV. 

Not  much  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast, 
AVho  thinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  siglis ; 
What  careth  she  for  hearts  wlien  once  possessed  ? 
Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idol's  eyes ; 
But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 
Thee  and  thy  suit,  thougli  told  in  moving  tropes : 
Disguise  ev'u  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise ;         * 
Brisk  Confidence  still  best  with  woman  copes : 
Pique  her  and  soothe  in  turn,  soon  Passion  crowns  thy  hopes. 

XXXV. 

'Tis  an  old  lesson  ;  Time  approves  it  true. 
And  those  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  most ; 
When  all  is  won  that  all  desire  to  woo. 
The  paltry  prize  is  hardly  worth  the  cost : 
Youth  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honour  lost. 
These  are  thy  fruits,  successful  Passion !  these  ! 
If,  kindly  cruel,  early  hope  is  crost. 
Still  to  the  last  it  rankles,  a  disease. 
Not  to  be  cured  when  love  itself  forgets  to  please. 
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zxxn. 
Away !  nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  song. 
For  we  have  many  a  mountain-path  to  tread. 
And  many  a  varied  shore  to  sail  along. 
By  pensive  Sadness,  not  by  Fiction,  led — 
Climes,  fair  withal  as  ever  mortal,  head 
Imagined  in  its  little  schemes  of  thought ; 
Or  e'er  in  new  Utopias  were  ared. 
To  teach  man  what  he  might  be,  or  he  ought; 
If  that  corrupted  thing  could  ever  such  be  taught. 

XXXYII. 

Dear  Nature  is  the  kindest  mother  still. 
Though  always  changing,  in  her  aspect  mild ; 
From  her  bare  bosom  let  me  take  my  fill. 
Her  ncver-wean'd,  though  not  her  favoured  child. 
Oh  1  she  is  fairest  in  her  features  wild. 
Where  nothing  polish'd  dares  pollute  her  path : 
To  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled. 
Though  I  have  marked  her  when  none  other  hath, 
And  sought  her  more  and  more,  and  loved  her  best  in  wrath. 

XXXTIII. 

Land  of  Albania !  where  Iskander  rose. 
Theme  of  the  young,  and  beacon  of  the  wise. 
And  he  his  namesake,  whose  oft-baffled  foes 
Shrunk  from  his  deeds  of  chivalrous  emprize : 
Land  of  Albania !  let  me  bend  mine  eyes  *^ 
On  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  savage  men ! 
The  cross  descends,  thy  minarets  arise. 
And  the  pale  crescent  sparkles  in  the  glen. 
Through  many  a  cypress  grove  within  each  cit/s  ken. 
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zzm. 
Chflde  Harold  sail'd^  and  pass'd  the  barren  spot. 
Where  sad  Penelope  o'erlook'd  the  wave :  * 
And  onward  viewed  the  mounts  not  yet  forgot. 
The  lover's  refuge,  and  the  Lesbian's  grave. 
Dark  Sappho !  could  not  verse  immortal  save 
That  breast  imbued  with  such  immortal  fire  ? 
Could  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gave  ? 
If  life  eternal  may  await  the  lyre. 
That  only  Heaven  to  which  Earth's  children  may  aspire. 

XL. 

'Twas  on  a  Grecian  autumn's  gentle  eve 
Childe  Harold  hail'd  Leucadia's  cape  afar ;  ** 
A  spot  he  long'd  to  see,  nor  cared  to  leave : 
Oft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanish'd  war, 
Actiura,  Lepanto,  fatal  Trafalgar ;  * 
Mark  them  unmoved,  for  he  would  not  delight 
(Born  beneath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 
In  themes  of  bloody  fray,  or  gallant  fight. 
But  loathed  the  bravo's  trade,  and  laugh'd  at  martial  wight. 

XLI. 

But  when  he  saw  the  evenini'  star  above 
Leucadia's  far-projecting  rock  of  woe, 
And  hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love. 
He  felt,  or  dcem'd  he  felt,  no  common  glow : 
And  as  the  stately  vessel  glided  slow 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  ancient  mount. 
He  watch'd  the  billows'  melancholv  flow. 
And,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  he  Wiis  wont, 
More  placid  seein'd  his  oyo,  anil  smooth  his  pallid  front.** 
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xui. 
Mom  dawns ;  and  with  it  stern  Albania's  hills. 
Dark  Soli's  rocks,  and  Pindus'  inland  peak, 
Bobed  half  in  mist,  bedew'd  with  snowy  rills, 
Arra/d  in  many  a  dun  and  purple  streak. 
Arise ;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break, 
Disclose  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer : 
Here  roams  the  woK,  the  eagle  whets  his  beak. 
Birds,  beasts  of  prey,  and  wilder  men  appear. 
And  gathering  storms  around  convulse  tlie  closing  year. 

XLIII. 

Now  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone, 
And  bade  to  Christian  tongues  a  long  adieu ; 
Now  he  adventured  on  a  shore  unknown. 
Which  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  view  : 
His  breast  was  arm'd  'gainst  fate,  his  wants  were  few ; 
Peril  he  sought  not,  but  ne'er  shrank  to  meet : 
The  scene  was  savage,  but  the  scene  was  new ; 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  travel  sweet. 
Beat  back  keen  winter's  blast,  and  welcomed  summer's  heat. 

ZLIY. 

Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cross  is  here. 
Though  sadly  scoff'd  at  by  the  circumcised. 
Forgets  that  pride  to  pamper'd  priesthood  dear ; 
Churchman  and  votary  alike  despised. 
Foul  Superstition  !  howsoe'er  disguised. 
Idol,  saint,  virgin,  prophet,  crescent,  cross. 
For  whatsoever  symbol  thou  art  prized. 
Thou  sacerdotal  gain,  but  general  loss ! 
Who  from  true  worship's  gold  cin  separate  tliy  dross? 

VOL.  I.  p 
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••»  ...        .        ... 

In  TozBitr  rrpc^'T.g  baj,  lifir  zjnL  L;s5 

To  C'.-Kfil  coz.ty:x,  ceriiizi  ^li-zii^r  bsinz: 
!»:£  '■lere  iL-?  swoltI  CaK?;ir'i  tFc*paies  lasc  : " 
XoT,  like  the  Liii*  iLu  reared  ;*«=:,  viiiieniig : 
Imperial  &narcL«,  cooblinz  honiaa  vocs ! 
God  !  vas  tbr  slobr  ori&iii'd  for  su«:li  to  vin  and  lose? 


From  the  dan:  barriers  of  that  ru^jed  clime, 
Ev'n  to  the  centre  of  llli  ria's  Tales, 
Cliilde  Harold  passed  o'er  manj  a  mount  sablime, 
Tlirough  lauds  scarce  noticed  in  Iiistoric  tales; 
Yet  in  famed  Attica  such  luvelv  dales 
Are  rarelv  seen ;  nor  can  fair  Tempe  bo^t 
A  cliarm  thev  know  not ;  loved  Parna.'^^us  faik", 
Tliough  classic  ground  and  consecrated  most. 
To  match  some  spots  that  lurk  within  this  lowering  coast. 

XLVII. 

He  passM  bleak  Pindus,  Achemsia's  lake/ 
And  left  the  primal  citv  of  the  land. 
And  onwards  did  his  further  journev  take 
To  greet  Albania's  chief,*  whose  dread  command 
Is  lawless  law ;  for  with  a  bloody  hand 
He  sways  a  nation,  turbulent  and  bold  : 
Yet  here  and  there  some  daring  mountain-band 
Disdain  his  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  far,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gold." 
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XLYIII. 

Monastic  Zitza !  from  thy  shady  brow," 
Thou  small,  but  favoured  spot  of  holy  ground  ! 
Where'er  we  gaze,  around,  above,  below, 
What  rainbow  tiuts,  what  magic  charms  are  found  ! 
Eock,  river,  forest,  mountain,  all  abound. 
And  bluest  skies  that  harmonise  the  whole : 
Beneath,  the  distant  torrent's  rusliing  sound 
Tells  where  the  volumed  cataract  doth  roll 
Between  those  hanging  rocks,  that  shock  yet  please  the  soul. 

XLIX. 

Amidst  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tufted  hill. 
Which,  were  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  nigh 
Rising  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still. 
Might  well  itseK  be  deem'd  of  dignity. 
The  convent's  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high : 
Here  dwells  the  caloyer,**  nor  rude  is  he. 
Nor  niggard  of  his  cheer ;  the  passer  by 
Is  welcome  still ;  nor  heedless  will  he  flee 
From  hence,  if  he  delight  kind  Nature's  sheen  to  see. 


Here  in  the  sultriest  season  let  him  rest. 
Fresh  is  the  green  beneath  those  aged  trees ; 
Here  winds  of  gentlest  wing  will  fan  his  breast, 
From  heaven  itself  he  may  inhale  the  breeze : 
The  plain  is  far  beneath — oh !  let  him  seize 
Pure  pleasure  while  he  can ;  the  scorching  ray 
Here  pierceth  not,  impregnate  with  disease : 
Then  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay. 
And  gaze,  untired,  the  morn,  the  noon,  the  eve  away. 


r2 
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D'lskv  imi  Jiuzp.  — liarsms  jn  Tie  sirht; 
y^nire'^  -tiiAanic  impiumcairt." 
ClmnaEra.'^  lips  -screnii  iam  Leii  jo  -^^r : 
Etfaeatiu  i  ivjur  r^jjjpr  sBsns  :o  icr — 
F  j;i:iu  piii^r  ^^^^s  ^aire.  jceants  jijvr,  die  maaniaiiif-dr 
y  jiidiniT  ibo^e :  aeiiiilii  niai'k  Aiiiieraii ! " 
Once  cniLsticrarei  ^3  iii*  aeaiiicare. 
Pluto  !  if  '.lii*  be  ieii  I  'ju*jk  ipcn. 
Close  iOiuiLdti  £iya.Tii]i'3  ziice?^  317  shaiie  siiall  seek  fiir 

Xi*  cirv'i  :oweR  :3i:ilare  "iie  'lG'r»;iT  vrew ; 

Unseen  a  Tiaina.  :Lit:cLri  aoc  renicte. 

YeiiM  bv  ilie  scrren  ■:£  iilL* :  hers  3iea  are  tVw, 

Bat,  prerl::^  ioira  ea»:ii  prfciTice, :'.:'?  ^a£ 
Browacth;   and,  pen^iTr  :*:r  >is  fcirrr  i  ix*t, 
Tne  litde  shepceni  in  iiis  T^te  oar«:-:e  ** 
DotL  lean  hii  b«jvii!i  fom  ilcc,:  :l:e  r:-ck. 
Or  iri  Lii  cave  awaii^  the  teaipesc  s  siicrt-Iivcd  sLcck. 

uix. 
Oh !  whf-re,  Dodciu !  i?  thine  agtd  ^ove. 
Prophetic  fouf*t,  an«l  oracle  divine  r 
What  vail^y  echo'J  the  rcspoufe  of  Jove  ? 
Wliat  traf:r-  reriiainttii  of  the  Tuiiiidcrtr's  ilirine  ? 
All,  all  f'lr^'ot i«:ri — and  shall  man  rcpii;e 
lliat  hi'»  frail  boiid^  to  titxtiiiir  life  are  bn)ke  ? 
Oaj*e,  fool !  the  fuie  of  irod<  m.iv  well  be  tiviiic : 
\VoiiId>t  thou  sunive  the  marble  or  the  oak? 
When  Jiiilioiis,  tongues,  iuid  world;)  mu:it  sink  bcueatk  the  stroke  I 
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IIT. 

Epirus'  bounds  recede,  and  mountains  fail; 
Tired  of  up-gazing  still,  the  wearied  eye 
Beposes  gladly  on  as  smooth  a  vale 
As  ever  Spring  yclad  in  grassy  dye : 
Ev^n  on  a  plain  no  humble  beauties  lie. 
Where  some  bold  river  breaks  the  long  expanse. 
And  woods  along  the  banks  are  waving  high. 
Whose  shadows  in  the  glassy  waters  dance. 
Or  with  the  moonbeam  sleep  in  midnight's  solemn  trance. 

LV. 

The  sun  had  sunk  behind  vast  Tomerit,* 
And  Laos  wide  and  fierce  came  roaring  by ; " 
The  shades  of  wonted  night  were  gathering  yet. 
When,  down  the  steep  banks  winding  warily, 
Qiilde  Harold  saw,  like  meteors  in  the  sky. 
The  glittering  minarets  of  Tepalen, 
Whose  walls  overlook  the  stream ;  and  drawing  nigh. 
He  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warrior-men 
Swellmg  the  breeze  that  sighM  along  the  lengthening  glen, 

IVI. 

He  passed  the  sacred  Haram's  silent  tower. 
And  underneath  the  wide  overarching  gate 
Surve/d  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  power. 
Where  all  around  proclaimed  his  high  estate. 
Amidst  no  common  pomp  the  despot  sate. 
While  busy  preparation  shook  the  court. 
Slaves,  eunuchs,  soldiers,  guests,  and  santons  wait ; 
Within,  a  palace,  and  without,  a  fort : 
Here  men  of  every  clime  appear  to  make  resort. 
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LYIL 

Kichly  cnj>arisonM,  a  ready  row 
Ot  armed  horse,  and  many  a  warlike  store, 
Cin*led  the  wide  extending  court  below ; 
Above,  strange  groups  adorn'd  the  corridore; 
And  oft-times  through  the  area's  echoing  door. 
Some  high-eapp*d  Tartar  spurr'd  his  steed  away : 
The  'I\irk,  the  Gn^k,  the  Albanian,  and  the  Moor, 
Here  mii\gUHl  in  their  many-hued  array, 
\Yl\ile  the  divp  war-drum's  sound  announced  the  close  of  day. 

LYIII. 

Tite  >\ild  All^mian  kirtled  to  his  knee, 
With  sha>\Ugirt  head  and  ornamented  gun. 
And  gi^il-embnnder'd  garments,  fair  to  see ; 
The  eriinson-siMrfrd  men  of  Macedon ; 
The  IVlhi  >\iih  his  cap  of  terror  on, 
And  crivked  glaive  ;  I  he  h>ely,  supple  Greek  ; 
And  swarthv  Nubui's  mutilated  son  ; 
The  Warvlal  Turk,  that  rart^ly  deigns  to  speak. 
Mister  of  all  arvnind.  tvH>  }vtent  to  be  meek, 

Arx*  mi\\l  vO!ispiouvUis  :  s^^itie  rxviitie  in  grouj^s, 
Saiiiiivi;  i';o  iv.o:lov  s^vne  tliat  varies  rvnind ; 
ri'.orv'  sv>!:'c  -:ra\c  Mv's\!ii  to  acvv::on  sl^vjx?, 
A!id  sv^ii^'  »■  a:  !i:iK  kv\  artvl  s.vr.e  that  plav.  are  found  : 
HiT\'  tlu*  AlKiria!!  j>rv>avi-\  trva.is  the  gn^uud  ; 
M  vlf  wlii<rvr:'u'  t:uTx*  ;h,  l^rvvx  i<  he.ir.l  to  prate; 
Il.irk  !  frva;  :iio  ii-o-.j-c  »*a  r:!^".:!>  sv.Iemn  sound. 
Kit"  Mueziiu's  i\ul  aoth  s!i.i!vo  the  "vtiiarec, 
"  VU^w  is  uo  gi.d  but  Iku?  !-  to  :'ri\cr—!o  *  God  is  ^ 
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LX. 

Just  at  this  season  Eamazani's  fast** 
Through  the  long  day  its  penance  did  maintain : 
But  when  the  lingering  twilight  hour  was  past^ 
Bevel  and  feast  assumed  the  rule  again : 
Now  all  was  bustle^  and  the  menial  train 
Prepared  and  spread  the  plenteous  board  within ; 
The  vacant  gallery  now  seem'd  made  in  vain. 
But  from  the  chambers  came  the  mingling  din. 
As  page  and  slave  anon  were  passing  out  and  in. 

LXI. 

Here  woman's  voice  is  never  heard  :  apart. 
And  scarce  permitted,  guarded,  veil'd,  to  move, 
She  yields  to  one  her  person  and  her  heart. 
Tamed  to  her  cage,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  rove : 
i:  or,  not  unhappy  in  her  master's  love. 
And  joyful  in  a  mother's  gentlest  cares. 
Blest  cares  !  all  other  feelings  far  above ! 
Herself  more  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she  bears, 
AVho  never  quits  the  breast,  no  meaner  passion  shares. 

LXII. 

In  marble-paved  pavilion,  where  a  spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  rose. 
Whose  bubbling  did  a  genial  freshness  fling, 
And  soft  voluptuous  couches  breathed  repose, 
Au  reclined,  a  man  of  war  and  woes : " 
Yet  in  his  lineaments  ye  cannot  trace, 
While  Gentleness  her  milder  radiance  throws 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face, 
The  deeds  that  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  him  with  disgrace.*' 
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LXUL 

It  is  not  that  yon  hoary  lengthening  beard 
HI  suits  the  passions  which  belong  to  youth ; 
Love  conquers  age — so  Hafiz  hath  averr'd. 
So  sings  the  Teian,  and  he  sings  in  sooth — 
But  crimes  that  scorn  the  tender  voice  of  ruth. 
Beseeming  all  men  ill^  but  most  the  man 
In  years,  have  markM  him  with  a  tiger's  tooth ; 
Blood  follows  blood,  and,  through  their  mortal  span. 
In  bloodier  acts  conclude  those  who  with  blood  began.** 

LXIY. 

'Mid  many  things  most  new  to  ear  and  eye 
The  pilgrim  rested  here  his  weary  feet. 
And  gazed  around  on  Moslem  luxury,^ 
Till  quickly  wearied  with  that  spacious  seat 
Of  Wealth  and  Wantonness,  the  choise  retreat 
Of  sated  Grandeur  from  the  city's  noise : 
And  were  it  humbler  it  in  sooth  were  sweet ; 
But  Peace  abhorreth  artificial  joys. 
And  Pleasure,  leagued  with  Pomp,  the  zest  of  both  destrova, 

LXF. 

Fierce  are  Albania's  children,  yet  they  lack 
Not  virtues,  were  those  virtues  more  mature. 
Where  is  the  foe  tluit  ever  saw  their  back  ? 
Who  can  so  well  the  toil  of  war  endure  ? 
Tlieir  native  fastnesses  not  more  secure 
Tlian  they  in  doubtful  time  of  troublous  need: 
Their  wratli  how  deadly  !  but  their  friendship  sure. 
When  Gratitude  or  Valour  bids  them  bleed. 
Unshaken  rushing  on  where'er  their  chief  may  lead. 
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LXTI. 

Ch3de  Harold  saw  them  in  their  chieftain's  tower 
Thronging  to  war  in  splendour  and  success ; 
And  after  viewed  them,  when,  within  their  power. 
Himself  awhile  the  victim  of  distress ; 
That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hotlier  press : 
But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  their  roof. 
When  less  barbarians  would  have  cheer'd  him  less. 
And  fellow-countrymen  have  stood  aloof — ^ 
In  aught  tliat  tries  the  heart  how  few  withstand  the  proof. 

LXYII. 

It  chanced  that  adverse  winds  once  drove  his  bark 
Full  on  the  coast  of  Suli's  shaggy  shore. 
When  all  around  was  desolate  and  dark ; 
To  land  was  perilous,  to  sojourn  more; 
Yet  for  awhile  the  mariners  forbore, 
Dubious  to  trust  where  treachery  might  lurk : 
At  length  they  ventured  forth,  though  doubting  sore 
That  those  who  loathe  alike  the  Frank  and  Turk 
Might  once  again  renew  their  ancient  butcher-work. 

LXYIU. 

Vain  fear  1  the  Suliotes  stretch'd  the  welcome  hand, 
Led  them  o'er  rocks  and  past  the  dangerous  swamp. 
Kinder  than  polishM  slaves  though  not  so  bland. 
And  piled  the  hearth,  and  wrung  their  garments  damp. 
And  filled  the  bowl,  and  trimm'd  the  cheerful  lamp. 
And  spread  their  fare;  thougli  homely,  all  they  had : 
Such  conduct  bears  Philanthropy's  rare  stamp  : 
To  rest  the  weary  and  to  sooth  the  sad. 
Doth  lesson  happier  men,  and  shames  at  least  the  bad. 
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LXIX. 

It  came  to  pass,  that  when  he  did  address 
Himself  to  quit  at  length  this  mountain-land. 
Combined  marauders  half-way  barred  egress, 
And  wasted  far  and  near  with  glaive  and  brand; 
And  therefore  did  he  take  a  trusty  band 
To  traverse  Acamania's  forest  wide. 
In  war  well-season'd,  and  with  labours  tanuM, 
Till  he  did  greet  white  Achelous'  tide. 
And  from  his  further  bank  ^tolia's  wolds  espied. 

LXX. 

Where  lone  Utraikey  forms  its  circling  cove, 
And  weary  waves  retire  to  gleam  at  rest. 
How  brown  the  foUage  of  the  green  hill's  grove. 
Nodding  at  midnight  o  er  the  calm  bay's  breast. 
As  winds  come  lightly  whispering  fix)m  the  west. 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene: — 
I  lore  llan^ld  was  received  a  welcome  guest ; 
Nor  did  he  jkiss  unmoved  the  gentle  scene. 
For  many  a  joy  ivuld  he  from  Night's  soft  presence  glean. 

i>u  the  smivlh  shon*  the  niicht-drv*  brightly  blaicd, 
Iho  iVa^t  >fca*  done,  li:o  rx\l  uii;e  o:rv*Iiug  fast,* 
V'ul  ho  ih.it  un.i«.ir\^  hAd  thore  v;:3u:ed 
\\\lh  >;.»:*";<  >»  vnuionuon:  ::,id  <rd:vvi  ,ij:h.i5t : 
tor  cr\*  uuht*  u*Mnuvst,  <:i',\'^t  ho,:r  'a  Jis  pjL*:, 

V\«         «        •       »  »  •••• 
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unfiT. 

Childe  Harold  at  a  little  distance  stood 
And  viewed,  but  not  displeased^  the  revelrie. 
Nor  hated  harmless  mirth,  howev»  rode : 
In  sooth,  it  was  no  vulgar  sight  to  see 
Their  barbarous,  yet  their  not  indecent,  glee ; 
And,  as  the  flames  along  their  faces  gleam'd. 
Their  gestures  nimble,  dark  ejes  flashing  firee. 
The  long  wild  locks  that  to  their  girdles  streamed. 
While  thus  in  concert  thej  this  lay  half  sang,  half  scream'd :  — ^ 


Tambourgi  !*  Tambourgi !  thy  'larum  afar 
Gives  hope  to  the  valiant,  and  promise  of  war ; 
All  the  sons  of  the  mountains  arise  at  the  note, 
Chimariot,  Slyrian,  and  dark  Suliote  !  * 


Oh !  who  is  more  brave  than  a  dark  Suliote, 

In  his  snowy  camese  and  his  shaggy  capote  ? 

To  the  wolf  and  the  vulture  he  leaves  his  wild  flock. 

And  descends  to  the  plain  like  the  stream  from  the  rock. 

3. 

Shall  the  sons  of  Cliimari,  who  never  forgive 
The  fault  of  a  friend,  bid  an  enemv  live  ? 
Let  those  guns  so  unerring  such  vengeance  forego  ? 
What  mark  is  so  fair  as  the  breast  of  a  foe  ? 

4. 

Macedonia  sends  forth  her  invincible  race ; 

Toi  a  time  they  abandon  the  cave  and  the  chase: 
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But  those  scarfs  of  blood-red  shall  be  redder,  before 
The  sabre  is  sheathed  and  the  battle  is  o'er. 

Then  the  pirates  of  Farga  that  dwell  by  the  wavest 
And  teach  the  pale  Franks  what  it  is  to  be  slaves, 
Shall  leave  on  the  beach  the  long  galley  and  oar. 
And  track  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  shore. 

6. 

I  ask  not  the  pleasures  that  riches  supply. 
My  sabre  shall  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy; 
Shall  win  the  young  bride  with  her  long  flowing  hair 
And  many  a  maid  from  her  mother  shall  tear. 

7. 

I  love  the  fair  face  of  the  maid  in  her  youth. 
Her  caresses  shall  lull  me,  her  music  shall  sooth ; 
Let  her  bring  from  the  chamber  her  many-toned  lyre. 
And  sing  us  a  song  on  tlie  fall  of  her  sire. 

8. 

Remember  the  moment  when  Previsa  fell,** 
The  slirieks  of  the  conquered,  the  conquerors'  yell ; 
The  roofs  that  we  fired,  and  the  plunder  we  shared. 
The  wealthy  we  slaughtered,  the  lovely  we  spared. 

j>. 
I  talk  not  of  mercy,  I  talk  not  of  fear ; 
lie  neitlier  must  know  who  would  serve  the  Vizier : 
Since  tlic  days  of  our  prophet  the  Crescent  ne'er  saw 
A  cliicf  ever  glorious  like  Ali  Pashaw. 

10. 

Dark  Muchtar  his  son  to  the  Danube  is  sped. 

Let  the  yellow-hair'd*'  Giaours"  view  liis  horsetail  with  dread  ;^ 
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YHien  his  Delhis**  come  dashing  in  blood  o'er  the  banks^ 
How  few  shall  escape  bom  the  Muscovite  ranks  1 


11. 
Selictar  !**  unsheathe  then  our  chiefs  scimitar; 
Tambourgi  1  thy  'larum  gives  promise  of  war. 
Ye  mountains,  that  see  us  descend  to  the  shore. 
Shall  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  us  no  more  ! 


LXXIII. 

Fair  Greece !  sad  relic  of  departed  worth  !" 
Immortal,  though  no  more ;  though  fallen,  great  I 
Who  now  shall  lead  thy  scattered  children  forth. 
And  long  accustom'd  bondage  uncreate  ? 
Not  such  thy  sons  who  whilome  did  await. 
The  hopeless  warriors  of  a  willing  doom. 
In  bleak  Thermopylae's  sepulchral  strait — 
Oh !  who  that  gallant  spirit  shall  resume. 
Leap  from  Eurotas'  banks,  and  call  thee  from  the  tomb? 


LXXIT. 

Spirit  of  freedom  !  when  on  Phyle's  brow" 
Thou  sat'st  with  Thrasybulus  and  his  train, 
Couldst  thou  forebode  the  dismal  hour  which  now 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  tliiue  Attic  plain  ? 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  chain. 
But  every  carle  can  lord  it  o'er  thy  land ; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  vain, 
TremUing  beneath  the  scourge  of  Turkish  hand ;" 
From  birth  till  death  enslaved ;  in  word,  in  deed,  unmann'd. 
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LXXT. 

In  all  save  form  alone,  how  changed !  and  who 
That  marks  the  fire  still  sparkling  in  each  eje. 
Who  but  would  deem  their  bosoms  buniM  anew 
With  thy  unquenched  beam,  lost  Liberty  ! 
And  many  dream  withal  the  hour  is  nigh 
That  gives  them  back  their  fathers'  heritage  : 
For  foreign  arms  and  aid  they  fondly  sigh. 
Nor  solely  dare  encounter  hostile  rage. 
Or  tear  their  name  defiled  from  Slavery's  mournful  page. 

Lxxn. 
Hereditary  bondsmen  !  know  ye  not 
Who  would  be  free  themselves  must  strike  the  blow  ? 
By  their  right  arms  the  conquest  must  be  wrought  ? 
Will  Gaul  or  Muscovite  redress  ye  ?  no  ! 
True,  they  may  lay  your  proud  despoilers  low. 
But  not  for  you  will  Freedom's  altars  flame. 
Shades  of  the  Helots !  triumph  o'er  your  foe  ! 
Greece !  change  thy  lords,  thy  state  is  still  the  same ; 
Thy  glorious  day  is  o'er,  but  not  thine  years  of  shame. 

Lxxvn. 
The  city  won  for  Allah  from  the  Giaour, 
The  Giaour  from  Othman's  race  again  may  wrest ; 
And  the  Serai's  impenetrable  tower 
Receive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  guest  ;* 
Or  Waliab's  rebel  brood  who  dared  divest 
The  prophet's  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil,* 
May  wind  their  path  of  blood  along  the  West ; 
But  ne'er  will  freedom  seek  this  fated  soil, 
But  slave  succeed  to  slave  throus»h  v<'ars  of  endless  toil. 


CAM70  n.]  CHILDB  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE.  79 

LXXYIII. 

Yet  mark  their  mirth—ere  leateii  days  begin. 
That  penance  which  their  holy  rites  prepare 
To  shrive  from  man  his  weight  of  mortal  siii^ 
By  daily  abstinence  and  nightly  prayer ; 
Bnt  ere  his  sackcloth  garb  Bepentance  wear, 
Some  days  of  joyannce  are  decreed  to  all. 
To  take  of  pleasaunce  each  his  secret  share. 
In  motley  robe  to  dance  at  masking  ball. 
And  join  the  mimic  train  of  merry  Carnival. 

LXXIX. 

And  whose  more  rife  with  merriment  than  thine. 
Oh  Stamboul  !**  once  the  empress  of  their  reign  ? 
Though  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia's  shrine. 
And  Greece  her  very  altars  eyes  in  vain : 
(Alas  I  her  woes  will  still  pervade  my  strain  !) 
Gay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  free  her  throng. 
All  felt  the  common  joy  they  now  must  feign, 
Nor  oft  Fve  seen  such  sight,  nor  heard  such  song. 
As  woo'd  the  eye,  and  thrillM  the  Bosphorus  along. 

LXXX. 

Loud  was  the  lightsome  tumult  on  the  sliore. 
Oft  Music  changed,  but  never  ceased  her  tone. 
And  timely  echoed  back  the  measured  oar. 
And  rippling  waters  made  a  pleasant  moan  : 
The  Queen  of  tides  on  high  consenting  shone. 
And  when  a  transient  breeze  swept  o'er  the  wave, 
Twas,  as  if  darting  from  her  heavenly  tliroiie, 
A  brighter  glance  her  form  reflected  gave. 
Till  sparkling  billows  seem'd  to  light  the  banks  they  lave. 
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LXXZI. 

Glanced  many  a  light  caique  along  the  foam^ 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  daughters  of  the  land^ 
No  thought  had  man  or  maid  of  rest  or  home^ 
While  many  a  languid  eye  and  thrilling  hand 
Exchanged  the  look  few  bosoms  may  withstand^ 
Or  gently  prest,  returned  the  pressure  still : 
Oh  Love !  young  Love  I  bound  in  thy  rosy  band. 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattle  as  he  will, 
These  hours,  and  only  these,  redeem  Life's  years  of  ill  I 

LXXXII. 

But,  midst  the  throng  in  merry  masquerade. 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  that  throb  with  secret  pain. 
Even  tlirough  the  closest  searment  half  betrayM  ? 
To  such  the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  re-echo  all  they  mourn  in  vain ; 
To  such  the  gladness  of  the  gamesome  crowd 
Is  source  of  wayward  thought  and  stern  disdain : 
How  do  they  loathe  the  laughter  idly  loud. 
And  long  to  change  the  robe  of  revel  for  the  shroud  ! 

LXXXIII. 

This  must  he  feel,  the  true-born  son  of  Greece, 
If  Greece  one  true-born  patriot  still  can  boast : 
Not  such  as  prate  of  war,  hut  skulk  in  peace, 
Tlie  bondsman's  peace,  who  sighs  for  all  he  lost. 
Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  tyrant  can  accost. 
And  wield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  the  sword : 
Ah  !  Greece  I  they  love  thee  least  who  owe  thee  most — 
Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  that  sublime  record 
Of  hero  sires,  who  biiame  thy  now  degenerate  horde  I 
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UCXXIT. 

When  riseth  Lacedemon's  hardihood, 
When  Tliebes  Epaminondas  rears  again. 
When  Athens'  children  are  with  hearts  endued, 
When  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  birth  to  men, 
Tlien  ma/st  thou  be  restored ;  but  not  till  then. 
A  thousand  years  scarce  serve  to  form  a  state ; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust ;  and  when 
Can  man  its  shattered  splendour  renovate. 
Recall  its  virtues  back,  and  vanquish  Time  and  Fate? 

LXXXV. 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  woe. 
Land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men,  art  thou ! 
Tliy  vales  of  evergreen,  thy  hills  of  snow,** 
Proclaim  thee  Nature's  varied  favourite  now : 
Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow. 
Commingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth. 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  perish  all  in  turn,  save  well-recorded  Worth ; 

LXXXVI. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave ;" 
Save  where  Tritonia's  airy  shrine  adorns 
Colonna's  cliff,**  and  gleams  along  the  wave ; 
Save  o'er  some  warrior's  half-forgotten  grave. 
Where  the  gray  stones  and  unmolested  grass 
Ages,  but  not  oblivion,  feebly  brave ; 
While  strangers  only  not  regardless  pass, 
Lingering  like  mr,  perchance,  to  gaze,  and  sigh  "Alas  1" 

VOL.  L  ^ 
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LZXXTII. 

Yet  are  thy  skies  as  blue,  thy  crags  as  wild ; 
Sweet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy  fields^ 
Thine  olive  ripe  as  when  Minerva  smiled. 
And  still  his  honied  wealth  Uymettus  yields ; 
There  the  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress  builds. 
The  free-born  wanderer  of  thy  mountain-air ; 
Apollo  still  thy  long,  long  summer  gilds. 
Still  in  his  beam  Mendeli's  marbles  glare ; 
Art,  Glory,  Freedom  fail,  but  Nature  still  is  fair  • 

LXXXTIII. 

"Where'er  we  tread  'tis  haunted,  holy  ground ; 
No  earth  of  thine  is  lost  in  vulgar  mould. 
But  one  vast  realm  of  wonder  spreads  around. 
And  all  the  Muse's  tales  seem  truly  told. 
Till  the  sense  aches  with  gazing  to  behold 
The  scenes  our  earliest  dreams  have  dwelt  upon; 
Each  hill  and  dale,  each  deei)ein'ng  glen  and  wold 
Defies  the  power  which  crush'd  thy  temples  gone : 
Age  shakes  Athena's  tower,  but  spares  gray  Marathon. 

LXXXIX. 

The  sun,  the  soil,  but  not  the  slave,  the  same ; 
Unchanged  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord ; 
Preserves  alike  its  bounds  and  boundless  fame 
The  Battle-fiold,  where  Persia's  victim  horde 
First  bow'd  beneath  the  brunt  of  Hellas'  sword. 
As  on  the  morn  to  distant  (illorv  dear, 
AVhcn  if  arathon  became  a  magic  word  ;  * 
Which  uttorM,  to  the  hearer's  cvo  appear 
Ihe  camp,  the  host,  the  fight,  the  conqueror's  career. 
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zc. 

The  flying  Mede,  his  shaftless  broken  bow : 
The  fiery  Greek,  his  red  pursuing  spear ; 
Mountains  above,  Earth^s,  Ocean's  plain  below ; 
Deatli  in  the  front.  Destruction  in  the  rear ! 
Such  was  the  scene — what  now  remaineth  here  ? 
What  sacred  trophy  marks  the  hallowM  ground, 
Becording  Freedom's  smile  and  Asia's  tear  ? 
The  rifled  urn,  the  violated  mound. 
The  dust  thy  courser's  hoof,  rude  stranger !  spurns  around. 

xcr. 

Yet  to  the  remnants  of  thy  splendour  past 
Shall  pilgrims,  pensive,  but  unwearied,  throng ; 
Long  shall  the  voyager,  with  th'  Ionian  blast. 
Hail  the  bright  clime  of  battle  and  of  song : 
Long  shall  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
Fill  with  thy  fame  the  youth  of  many  a  shore ; 
Boast  of  the  aged  1  lesson  of  the  young ! 
Which  sages  venerate  and  bards  adore. 
As  Pallas  and  the  Muse  unveil  their  awful  lore. 

ZOII. 

Tlie  parted  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home. 

If  aught  that's  kindred  cheer  the  welcome  hearth ; 

He  that  is  lonely,  hither  let  him  roam. 

And  gaze  complacent  on  congenial  earth. 

Greece  is  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirtii : 

But  he  whom  Sadness  sootheth  may  abide, 

And  scarce  regret  the  region  of  his  birth. 

When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi's  sacred  side. 

Or  gazing  o'er  the  plains  where  Greek  and  Persian  died.*' 

g2 
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ZOIII. 


Let  such  approach  this  consecrated  laud. 
And  pass  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste ; 
But  spare  its  relics — let  no  busy  hand 
Deface  the  scenes^  already  how  defaced ! 
Not  for  such  purpose  were  the^e  altars  placed  : 
Revere  the  remnants  nations  once  revered  : 
So  may  our  country's  name  be  undisgraced, 

t 

So  may'st  thou  prosper  where  thy  youth  was  rear'd, 
By  every  honest  joy  of  love  and  life  endcjir'd  I 

XCIT. 

Tor  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hast  soothed  thine  idlesse  with  inglorious  lays. 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  be  lost  amid  the  throng 
Of  louder  minstrels  in  these  later  days  : 
To  such  resign  the  strife  for  fading  bays : 
111  may  such  contest  now  the  spirit  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  praise, 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  miglit  approve, 
And  none  are  left  to  please  when  none  are  left  to  love. 

xcv. 
Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely  one  ! 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  affections  bound  to  me ; 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  have  done, 
Nor  shrank  fruiii  one  albeit  unworthy  thee. 
What  is  my  being  ?  thou  hast  ceased  to  be  ! 
Nor  staid  to  welcome  here  thy  wanderer  home. 
Who  mounis  o'er  hours  which  we  no  more  shall  see — 
Would  they  had  never  been,  or  were  to  come ! 
Would  he  had  ne'er  returnM  to  find  fresh  ciiuse  to  roam  ! 
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ZCVI. 

Oh !  ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved ! 
How  selfish  Sorrow  ponders  on  the  past. 
And  clings  to  thoughts  now  better  far  removed ! 
But  Time  shall  tear  thy  shadow  from  me  last. 
All  thou  couldst  have  of  mine,  stern  Death  !  thou  haet ; 
The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  than  friend : 
Ne'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  flew  so  fast, 
And  grief  with  grief  continuing  still  to  blend, 
ilath  snatch'd  the  little  joy  that  life  had  yet  to  lend. 

xcvu. 
Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  crowd. 
And  follow  all  that  Peace  disdains  to  seek  ? 
Where  Eevel  calls,  and  Laughter,  vainly  loud. 
False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek. 
To  leave  the  flagging  spirit  doubly  weak ; 
Still  o'er  the  features,  which  perforce  they  cheer. 
To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique  ? 
Smiles  from  the  channel  of  a  future  tear. 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  ill-dissembled  sneer. 

xcvm. 
What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  ? 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  brow  ? 
To  view  each  loved  one  blotted  from  life's  page. 
And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now.* 
Before  the  Chastener  humbly  let  m.e  bow. 
O'er  hearts  divided  and  o'er  hopes  destroy'd : 
Roll  on,  vain  days !  full  reckless  may  ye  flow. 
Since  Time  hath  reft  whate'tT  my  soul  eiijoy'd. 
And  with  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  ye  irs  allovM. 
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CANTO  THE  THIRD. 


**  Afin  que  cette  application  toos  for^At  de  penser  &  autre  chose  ;  il  nj 
a  CB  Y6nik  de  remdde  que  celui-l&  et  le  temps.'* 

LeOre  duUaide  Prune  d  UAlemhtH^  Sept.  7,  1776. 


INTEODUCTION  TO  CANTO  IIL 


Iv  a  month  from  the  appearance  of  '*Tbe  Siege  of  Ck>iint]i,'*  and  **. 
t«ord  Byron  wrote  to  Moore  (March  8,  1816)  that  his  poetical  feelingi  began  and 
ended  with  eastern  countries,  and  that,  having  exhausted  the  subject,  be  eoold 
make  nothing  of  any  other.  When  a  restless  spirit,  satiated  with  the  monotony 
of  a  stationary  life,  and,  above  all,  anguish  at  the  marriige  of  his  early  lomo^ 
Miss  Cha worth,  sent  liim  to  rove  in  1809,  the  effect  was  to  inspire  the  two  fini 
Cantos  of  Cliilde  Harold — the  earliest  poem  worthy  of  his  present  name.  Another 
domestic  catastrophe — the  refusal  of  his  wife  in  Jan.  I>sl6,  to  live  with  him  any 
longer — and  the  consequent  clamour  which  was  raised  against  him,  drove  him,  at 
the  end  of  April,  into  a  second  and  tinal  exile.  The  poetical  result  waa  the  same 
as  before.  The  soil  which,  on  the  eve  of  starting,  he  declared  to  be  exhamted, 
immediately  threw  out  the  richest  vintage  it  had  hitherto  produced.  He  travelled 
through  Flanders  and  the  Rhine  country  to  Switzerland,  and  there  completed^ 
before  the  end  of  June,  the  third  canto  of  Childe  Harold.  '*  It  is  a  fine  indiatinict 
piece  of  )>octicaI  desolation,*'  he  wrote  to  Moore,  "and  my  favourite.  I  waa  half 
mad  during  the  time  of  its  composition,  between  metaphysics,  mountains,  lakes^ 
love  inextinguishable,  thoughts  unutterable,  and  the  nightmare  of  my  own  ddin- 
qucncies."  All  these  subjects  are  depicted  in  his  stanzas,  which  may  be  con- 
sidered the  poetical  autobiography  uf  what  was  )>eriiaps  the  most  sorrowful  period 
of  his  melancholy  life.  The  notes  of  wne  were  extorted  by  his  domestic  miaery ; 
the  metaphysics  which  imparted  an  occasional  mysticism  to  his  straina,  he  owed 
to  Shelley,  whom  he  met  at  Geneva  ;  and  the  admiration  of  this  companion  for 
Wordsworth,  was  also  the  cause  why  Lord  Byrcn  wrote  of  the  lakes  and  monn- 
tains  in  a  spirit  akin  to  that  of  the  Rydal  bard,  though  expressed  in  nobler  and 
more  animating  terms.  The  third  cant^)  was  bought  by  Mr.  Murray  for  1500 
guineas,  and  published  in  August,  1816.  Since  the  appearance  of  iU  precnrsora, 
the  mind  of  Lord  Byron  had  gained  in  depth  and  energy.  The  descriptions  of 
nature  are  grander,  the  reflections  profounder  and  more  impassioned,  the  words 
more  burning  and  concise.  The  stanzas  upon  Waterloo,  those  on  the  thunder- 
storm in  the  mountains,  and  the  characters  of  Rousseau,  Voltaire,  and  Gibbon, 
are  among  the  very  finest  jtassagps  in  KngliHh  verse.  Yet  so  difilcult  is  it  to 
rekindle  by  a  continuation  the  original  enthusiasm,  tliat  many  gave  the  palm  to 
the  ))revious  cantos,  and  t'Ven  so  dlKoriminatiDg  a  critic  as  Jeffrey  did  no  more 
than  express  his  confidence,  that  it  would  not  be  thought  infrriar  and  might 
probably  be  preferred.  A  generous  article,  however,  by  Sir  Walter  Scott^  in  the 
Quarterly  Review,  did  justice  both  to  the  i>oem  and  it«  author — turned  back  the 
tide  of  obloquy  which  had  set  in  against  Lord  Byron,  and  convinced  the  world 
that  his  geriius  was  still  on  the  ascendant. 


CANTO  THE  THIRD. 


--•• 


I. 

Is  thy  face  like  thy  mother's,  my  fair  child  I 
Ada  !  sole  daughter  of  my  house  and  heart  P  * 
When  last  I  saw  thy  young  blue  eyes  they  smiled. 
And  then  we  parted, — not  as  now  we  part. 
But  with  a  hope. — 

Awaking  with  a  start, 
Tlic  waters  heave  around  me ;  and  on  high 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices :  I  depart. 
Whither  I  know  not ;'  but  the  hour's  gone  by, 
When  Albion's  lessening  shores  could  grieve  or  glad  mine  eye, 

II. 
Once  more  upon  the  waters  I  yet  once  more ! 
And  the  waves  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.     Welcome  to  their  roar  I 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  wheresoe'er  it  lead ! 
Though  the  strain'd  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed. 
And  the  rent  canvass  fluttering  strew  the  gale. 
Still  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed, 
Flung  from  the  rock,  on  Ocean's  foam  to  sail 
Where'er  the  surge  mny  sweep,  tlic  icinpcsi's  breath  pn.'vail. 
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in. 
In  my  youth's  summer  I  did  sing  of  One, 
The  wandering  outlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind ; 
Again  I  seize  the  theme^  then  but  begun. 
And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
Bears  the  cloud  onwards  :  in  that  Tale  I  find 
The  furrows  of  long  thought,  and  dried-up  tears. 
Which,  ebbing,  leave  a  sterile  track  behind* 
O'er  which  all  heaviiy  the  journeying  years 
Plod  the  last  sands  of  life, — wiiere  not  a  flower  appears. 

IV. 

Since  my  young  days  of  passion — ^joy,  or  pain, 
Perchance  my  heart  and  harp  have  lost  a  string, 
And  both  may  jar :  it  may  be,  that  in  vain 
I  would  essay  as  I  have  sung  to  sing. 
Yet,  though  a  dreary  strain,  to  this  I  cling 
So  that  it  wean  me  from  the  weary  dream 
(3f  selfish  grief  or  gladness — so  it  fling 
Forgetfulness  around  me — it  shall  seem 
To  me,  though  to  none  else,  a  not  ungrateful  theme, 

V. 

He,  who  grown  aged  in  this  world  of  woe. 
In  deeds,  not  years,  piercing  the  depths  of  life. 
So  that  no  wonder  waits  him ;  nor  below 
Can  love  or  sorrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife. 
Cut  to  liis  heart  again  with  the  keen  knife 
Of  silent,  sharp  endurance :  he  can  tell 
Why  thought  seeks  refuge  in  lone  caves,  yet  rile 
With  airy  images,  and  shapes  which  dwell 
Still  unimpairM,  though  old,  in  the  soul's  haunted  cell. 
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Tis  to  axatt,  and  in  cmtiiig  Inre 
A  being  mare  intcDK  tiiai  ve  endow 
With  £ann  our  fincy,  ^timag  as  ve  give 
The  life  ve  image,  ercn  as  I  do  nov. 
^Vbat  am  I?  Nothing:  bat  not  ao  ait  tfaoo, 
Sool  of  mj  thoogfat !  vith  vhom  I  tnTciae  earth, 
InnsiUe  but  gazii^  as  I  ^v 
Kix'd  vith  thj  ^wit,  Uendcd  vith  thj  biith, 
Aud  feding  sdD  vith  thee  in  mj  cnish'd  feelii^  dearth. 

Tn. 
Yet  most  I  think  less  vikQj : — I  Jkmr€  thought 
Too  long  and  darklj,  till  mr  farm  became, 
Ib  its  ovn  eddj  bcRling  and  o'ervroi^fat, 
A  vhiiling  golf  of  phantasj  and  flame : 
And  thns,  untai^t  in  jooth  mj  heart  to  tame, 
Mt  springs  of  life  vere  poison'd.    Tis  too  late  ! 
Yet  am  I  dianged;  though  still  enough  the  same 
In  strength  to  bear  vhat  time  can  not  abate. 
And  feed  <m  bitter  fruits  vithoot  accnauig  Fate. 


Something  ^oo  much  of  this : — but  nov  'tis  past. 
And  the  Mpdi  doses  vith  its  silent  seaL 
Loi^  absent  Habold  re-^pears  at  last; 
lie  nf  the  breast  vhich  fun  no  more  vjuld  feel, 
AVnuig  vith  the  voonds  vhich  kill  not,  but  ne'er  heal ; 
Yet  Time,  vho  changes  all,  bad  alter  d  him 
In  sool  and  a^ect  as  in  9se :  jears  steal 
lire  frtxn  the  mind  as  vigour  from  the  limb; 
And  life's  enrhanifd  cup  but  qarkles  near  the  brim. 
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His  had  been  quaCTd  too  quickly,  aiid  he  found 
TIic  dregs  were  wormwood ;  but  he  fillM  again. 
And  from  a  purer  fount,  on  holier  ground. 
And  deemM  its  spring  perpetual ;  but  in  vain  I 
8till  round  him  clung  invisibly  a  chain 
Which  gaird  for  ever,  fettering  though  unseen. 
And  heavy  though  it  clank'd  not ;  worn  with  pain, 
AVhich  pined  although  it  spoke  not,  and  grew  keen. 
Entering  with  every  step  he  took  through  many  a  scene. 

X. 

Secure  in  guarded  coldness,  he  had  mix'd 
Again  in  fancied  safety  with  his  kind. 
And  deem'd  his  spirit  now  so  firmly  fixM 
And  shcath'd  with  an  invulnerable  mind. 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurk'd  behind ; 
And  he,  as  one,  might  'midst  the  many  stand 
Unheeded,  searching  through  tlie  crowd  to  find 
Fit  speculation ;  such  as  in  strange  land 
He  found  in  wonder-works  of  God  and  Nature's  hand. 

XI. 

IWt  wlio  cai]  view  the  ripcuM  rose,  nor  seek 
To  \M'iXT  it?  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's  cheek. 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old  ? 
Who  can  contemplate  Fame  through  clouds  unfold 
Tlie  star  which  rises  o'er  her  steep,  nor  climb  i* 
Harold,  once  more  within  the  vortex,  roll'd 
On  with  the  giddy  circle,  chasing  Time, 
Yet  Mith  a  nobler  aim  than  in  \m  youth'^  fond  prime. 
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But  soon  he  knew  himself  the  most  unfit 
Of  men  to  herd  with  Man ;  with  whom  he  held 
Little  in  common ;  untaught  to  submit 
His  thoughts  to  others^  though  his  soul  was  quell'd 
In  youth  by  his  own  thoughts ;  still  uncompelFd^ 
He  would  not  yield  dominion  of  his  mind 
To  spirits  against  whom  his  own  rebelled; 
Proud  though  in  desolation ;  which  could  find 
A  Ufe  within  itself,  to  breathe  without  mankind. 

XIII. 

Where  rose  the  mountains,  there  to  him  were  friends; 
Where  roll'd  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home ; 
Where  a  blue  sky,  and  glowing  clime,  extends. 
He  had  tlie  passion  and  the  power  to  roam ; 
The  desert,  forest,  cavern,  breaker's  foam. 
Were  unto  him  companionship ;  they  spake 
A  mutual  language,  clearer  than  the  tonic 
Of  his  land's  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  forsake 
For  Nature's  pages  glassed  by  sunbeams  on  the  lake. 

XI  r. 
Like  the  Chaldean,  he  could  watch  the  stars. 
Till  he  had  peopled  them  with  beings  bright 
As  their  own  beams ;  and  earth,  and  earth-born  jars. 
And  human  frailties,  were  forgotten  quite : 
Could  he  have  kept  his  spirit  to  that  flight 
He  had  been  happy;  but  this  clay  will  sink 
Its  spark  immortal,  envving  it  the  light 
To  which  it  mounts,  as  if  to  break  the  link 
Tliat  keeps  us  from  yon  he«iven  whicli  woos  us  to  its  brink. 
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But  in  Man's  dwellings  he  became  a  thing  * 
Bestless  and  worn^  and  stern  and  wearisome, 
DroopM  as  a  wild-bom  falcon  with  clipt  wing^ 
To  whom  the  boundless  air  alone  were  home : 
Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  overcome. 
As  eagerly  the  barr'd-up  bird  will  beat 
His  breast  and  beak  against  liis  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  tinge  his  plumage,  so  the  heat 
Of  his  impeded  soul  would  through  his  bosom  eat. 

XVI. 

Self-exiled  Harold  wanders  forth  again. 
With  nouglit  of  hope  left,  but  with  less  of  gloom  ; 
.  The  very  knowledge  that  he  lived  in  vain. 
That  all  was  over  on  this  side  the  tomb, 
Had  made  Despair  a  smilingness  assume, 
Which,  though  'twere  wild, — as  on  the  plundered  wreck 
When  mariners  would  madly  meet  their  doom 
With  draughts  intemperate  on  the  sinking  deck, — 
Did  yet  inspire  a  cheer,  which  he  forbore  to  check. 

XVII. 

Stoj) ! — for  thy  tread  is  on  an  Empire's  dust ! 
An  Earthquake's  spoil  is  sepulchred  below ! 
Is  the  spot  mark'd  with  no  colossal  bust  ? 
^'or  column  trophicd  for  triumphal  show  ? 
None ;  but  the  moral's  truth  tells  simpler  so, 
As  the  ground  was  before,  thus  let  it  be;— 
How  that  red  rain  hath  made  tlie  harvest  grow ! 
And  is  this  all  the  world  has  gain'd  by  thet», 
Thou  first  and  last  of  fields  !  kiiitr-makinir  Victory  ? 
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And  Harold  stand?  upon  this  place  of  skulls^ 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo  ! 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  whicli  gave  annuls 
Its  gifts,  transferring  fame  as  fleeting  too !  * 
In  "pride  of  place  "  here  last  the  eagle  flew/ 
Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  plain. 
Pierced  by  the  shaft  of  banded  nations  through ; 
Ambition's  life  and  labours  all  were  vain ; 
He  wears  the  shattered  links  of  the  world's  broken  chain. 


XIX. 


Fit  retribution  !  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters; — but  is  Earth  more  free? 
Did  nations  combat  to  make  One  submit ; 
Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  true  sovereignty  ? 
What !  shall  reviving  Thraldom  again  be 
The  patchM-up  idol  of  enlightened  days  ? 
Shall  we,  who  struck  the  Lion  down,  shall  we 
Pay  the  Wolf  homage  ?  profiering  lowly  gaze 
And  servile  knees  to  tlirones  ?     No ;  prove  before  ye 


praise ! 


XX. 


If  not,  o'er  one  fallen  despot  boast  no  more  ! 
In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  furrowed  with  hot  tears 
For  Europe's  flowers  long  rooted  up  before 
The  trampler  of  her  vineyards ;  in  vain  years 
Of  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fears. 
Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  by  the  accord 
Of  rouscd-up  millions ;  all  that  most  endears 
Glorv,  is  when  the  mvrtle  wreathes  a  sword 
Such  as  Harmodius  *  drew  on  Athens'  tyrant  lord. 
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Tliere  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  night. 
And  Belgium's  capital  had  gathered  then 
Her  Beauty  and  her  Chivalry,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shone  o'er  fair  women  and  brave  men  ; 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily ;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell. 
Soft  eyes  looked  love  to  eyes  which  spake  again. 
And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage  bell ;  * 
But  hush  !  hark !  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a  rising  knell ! 

XXII. 

Did  ye  not  hear  it  ? — No ;  'twas  but  the  wind. 
Or  the  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street ; 
On  with  the  dance  I  let  joy  be  unconfined ; 
No  sleep  till  mom,  wlicn  Youth  and  Pleasure  meet 
To  chase  the  glowing  Hours  with  flying  feet — 
But  hark  I — that  heavy  sound  breaks  in  once  more, 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat ; 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  before  ! 
Arm !  Arm !  it  is — it  is — the  cannon's  opening  roar ! 

XXIII. 

Witliin  a  window'd  niche  of  that  high  hall 
Sate  Brunswick's  fated  chieftain ;  he  did  hear 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  the  festival. 
And  caught  its  tone  with  Death's  prophetic  car ; 
And  when  they  smiled  because  he  deeni'd  it  near. 
His  heart  more  truly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  stretch'd  his  father  on  a  bloody  bier. 
And  roused  the  vengeance  blood  alone  could  quoll ; 
He  rush'd  into  Ihe  field,  and,  foremost  ligliting,  fell/ 
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Ah  !  tiicii  ami  there  was  Imrrjiiiij  to  and  fro. 
And  gatiiering  tears,  and  tremblings  of  distress. 
Anil  cliceks  all  pale,  wiiicli  but  an  hour  ago 
Blusli'd  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness ; 
And  there  were  sudden  {lartingd,  such  as  press 
'I'he  life  from  out  jrouiig  hearts,  and  choking  siglia 
Wiiieli  ne'er  might  be  repeated ;  who  could  gue^ 
If  ever  more  sliould  meet  those  mutual  eyes, 
Siiiee  upon  night  so  sweet  such  nwful  morn  could  rise 


And  there  was  mounting  in  hut  liaste :  the  steed, 
The  mustering  squadron,  and  the  clattering  car, 
Went  pouring  forward  with  impetuous  siwed. 
And  swiftly  forming  in  the  ranks  of  warj 
And  (he  deep  thunder  peal  on  pcul  afar; 
Ami  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drum 
Roused  up  the  soldier  ere  the  morning  star ; 
Wliile  throng'd  the  citizens  with  terror  dumb, 
Otwiiispering,  with  white  lips — "The  foe!  Tiiey  come  I  they  come!' 


And  wild  and  high  the  "Cameron's  gathering  "  rose ! 
The  war-note  of  Locliiel,  which  AJbyn's  hills  * 
Have  heard,  and  heard,  too,  have  her  Saxon  foes  : — 
lluw  in  the  noon  of  night  tliat  pibroch  tiirills, 
Savage  and  shrill  I     But  with  the  breath  which  j11Is 
'llieir  mountain- pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers 
With  the  tierce  native  daring  which  instils 
The  stirring  memory  of  a  thousand  years, 
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And  Ardennes  **  waves  al>ove  them  her  green  leaves^ 
Dewy  with  nature's  tear-drops,  «s  they  pass. 
Grieving,  if  aught  inanimate  e'er  grieves. 
Over  the  unretuniing  brave, — alas ! 
Ere  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass 
Which  now  beneath  them,  but  above  shall  grow 
In  its  next  verdure,  when  this  fiery  mass 
Of  living  valour,  rolling  on  the  foe 
And  buniing  with  high  hope,  sliall  moulder  cold  and  low. 

XXVIII. 

Last  noon  beheld  them  full  of  lusty  life. 
Last  eve  in  Beauty's  circle  proudly  gay, 
The  midnight  brought  the  signal-sound  of  strife. 
The  morn  the  marshalling  in  arms, — the  day 
Battle's  magnificently-stern  array ! 
The  thunder-clouds  close  o'er  it,"  which  when  rent 
The  earth  is  cover' d  thick  with  other  clay, 
Which  her  own  clay  shall  cover,  heap'd  and  pent, 
Rider  and  horse, — friend,  foe, — in  one  red  burial  blent  I 

XXIX. 

Their  praise  is  hymn'd  by  loftier  harps  than  mine ; 
Yet  one  I  would  select  from  that  proud  throng. 
Partly  because  they  blend  me  with  his  line. 
And  partly  that  I  did  his  sire  some  wrong,** 
And  partly  that  bright  names  will  hallow  song; 
And  his  was  of  tho  brave^it,  and  when  shower'd 
The  deuth-bolts  deadliest  the  thinnM  files  alonsr. 
Kven  where  the  thickest  of  war's  tempest  lower'd. 
They  rcach'd  no  nobler  breast  than  tliinc^,  young,  gallant  Howard!" 
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Tlierc  have  been  tears  aud  breaking  hearts  far  thee, 

And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  such  to  give ; 

But  when  I  stood  beneath  the  fresh  green  tree, 

■T/fhich  living  waves  where  thou  didst  cease  to  Hve, 

Aud  saw  around  me  tlie  wide  field  revive 

With  fruits  and  fertile  )iromtse,  and  tlie  Spring 

Come  forth  her  work  of  gladness  to  contrive, 

With  nil  her  reckless  birds  upon  the  wing, 

lum'd  from  all  she  brought  to  tliose  she  could  not  briiif 


PI  tura'd  to  thee,  to  tbousuuils,  of  whom  each 
And  one  aa  all  a  ghastly  gap  did  make 
In  bis  own  kiud  and  kindred,  whom  to  teach 
Forgetful ness  were  mercy  for  tlieir  sake ; 
The  Archangel's  trump,  not  Glory's,  must  awake 
Those  whom  they  thir=t  for;  tliough  the  sound  of  Fame 
May  for  a  moment  soothe,  it  cannot  slake 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
So  honour'd  but  assumes  a  stronger,  bitterer  claim. 


I 


Tliey  mourn,  but  smile  at  length;  atiil,  smiling,  mourn: 
Tlie  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fall ; 
The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be  lorn  ; 
nie  rooi'-trec  sinks,  but  moulders  on  the  hall 
III  massy  hoariness  ;  the  ruin'd  wall 
Stands  when  its  wind-worn  battlements  are  gone ; 
Tlie  bars  survive  the  captive  they  enthral ; 
The  day  drags  through  though  storms  keqt  out  t!ic  sun ; 
thus  the  lu'art  will  hrenk,  yet  brokonlv  live  on  ; 
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Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  wliich  the  glun 
In  every  fragment  multiplies ;  and  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was. 
The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it  breaks ; 
And  thus  the  heart  will  do  which  not  forsakes. 
Living  in  shattered  guise ;  and  still,  and  cold, 
And  bloodless,  with  its  sleepless  sorrow  aches. 
Yet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old, 
Showing  no  visible  sign,  for  such  things  are  untold* 

XXZIT. 

Tliere  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair. 
Vitality  of  poison, — a  quick  root 
Which  feeds  these  deadly  branches ;  for  it  were 
As  nothing  did  we  die ;  but  Life  will  suit 
Itself  to  Sorrow's  most  detested  fruit. 
Like  to  the  apples  •  on  the  Dead  Sea's  shore. 
All  ashes  to  the  taste :  Did  man  compute 
Existence  by  enjoyment,  and  count  o'er 
Such  hours  *gaiust  years  of  life, — say,  would  he  name  threescoie? 

XXXT. 

The  Psalmist  number'd  out  the  years  of  man : 
They  are  enough ;  and  if  thy  tale  be  true, 
Tiiou,  who  didst  grudge  him  even  that  fleeting  span. 
More  than  enough,  thou  fatal  Waterloo! 
Millions  of  tongues  record  thee,  and  anew 
Their  children's  lips  shall  echo  them,  and  say — 
'*'  Here,  where  the  sword  united  nations  drew. 
Our  countrymen  were  warring  on  that  day!" 
And  this  is  much^  and  all  which  will  not  pass  away. 
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N 


Tliere  sunt  the  greatest,  nor  tiie  worst  of  men, 

■Whose  spirit,  antithetically  raintj 

Oiie  moment  of  the  mightiest,  and  again 

On  little  objects  with  tike  firmness  fixt ; 

Extreme  in  all  things !  hadst  thou  beuii  betwixt, 

Tliy  tliroue  had  still  been  thine,  or  never  been ; 

For  daring  made  thy  rise  as  full :  thou  scek'st 

Even  now  to  re-assume  the  imperial  mien, 

gd  shake  again  the  world,  the  Tliuiitlurer  of  the  scene ! 


Conqueror  and  captive  of  the  earth  art  thou  t 
She  trembles  at  thee  still,  and  thy  wild  name 
Was  ne'er  more  bruited  in  men's  minds  than  now 
That  thou  art  nothing,  save  the  jest  of  I'ame, 
Who  woo'd  thee  once,  thy  vassal,  and  became 
The  flatterer  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thou  wert 
A  god  unto  thyself;  iiur  less  the  same 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  all  inert, 
IIVllO  dcan''d  thee  for  a  time  whate'er  ll)ou  didst  assert. 


Oh,  more  or  less  than  man — in  higli  or  low, 
Ualtling  with  nations,  flying  from  the  field  ; 
Now  making  monarohs'  necks  thy  footstool,  now 
More  than  tliy  meanest  soldier  taught  to  yield  ; 
An  empire  thou  couldst  crush,  command,  rebuild, 
Ihit  govern  not  thy  pettiest  piissioii,  nor. 
However  deejily  in  men's  spirits  skill'd. 
Look  tlmiugh  thine  own,  nor  curb  the  lu:^t  of  war, 
■k-arii  ihit  tempted  t'ule  will  li-an>  ihi.'  lnlUrst  sla 
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XXXI  z. 

Yet  well  thy  soul  hath  brookM  the  turning  tide 
With  that  untaught  innate  philosophy, 
Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride. 
Is  gall  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
When  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by. 
To  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast  smiled 
With  a  sedate  and  all-enduring  eye  ;— 
When  Fortune  fled  her  spoiled  and  favourite  child. 
He  stood  unbowM  beneath  the  ills  upon  him  piled* 

XL. 

Sager  than  in  thy  fortunes ;  for  in  them 
Ambition  steel'd  thee  on  too  far  to  show 
That  just  habitual  scorn,  which  could  contemn 
Men  and  their  thoughts ;  'twas  wise  to  feel,  not  so 
To  wear  it  ever  on  thy  lip  and  brow. 
And  spurn  the  instruments  thou  wert  to  use 
Till  they  were  turn'd  unto  thine  overthrow ; 
'Tis  but  a  worthless  world  to  win  or  lose  ; 
So  hath  it  proved  to  thee,  and  all  such  lot  who  choose. 

xu. 
If,  like  a  tower  upon  a  headlong  rock, 
Tliou  hadst  been  made  to  stand  or  fall  alone. 
Such  scorn  of  man  had  helpM  to  brave  the  shock ; 
But  men's  thoughts  were  the  steps  which  paved  thy  throne, 
TAeir  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone ; 
Hie  part  of  Philip's  son  was  thine,  not  tlien 
(Unless  aside  thy  purple  had  been  thrown) 
Like  stern  Diogenes  to  inork  at  men ; 
l?or  sceptred  cynics  earth  were  fur  too  wide  a  den,* 
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But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  b  a  hell, 
Aud  liere  liatli  been  Ihy  bane  ;  tliere  is  a  fire 
And  motion  of  llie  soul  wliich  will  not  dwell 
III  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire 
Itejond  the  fitting  medium  of  desire ; 
And,  but  oiice  kindled,  queiicliles^s  evermore, 
I'rejs  upon  high  adventure,  nor  con  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core, 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears,  to  uil  wlio  ever  bore. 


^^K^is  makes  the  niadTiicti  who  liuve  made  men  mad 
^^f  By  their  contagion  ;  Conquerors  and  Kings, 
Founders  of  sects  and  systems,  to  whom  add 
Suphiits,  Bardf,  Statesmen,  all  unquiet  things 
Wliich  stir  too  strongly  the  soul's  secret  springs. 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they  fool ; 
Knvied,  yet  how  unenviable  !  Mhat  stings 
Are  theirs  I  One  breast  laid  open  were  n  school 
Wliich  would  uuteaeh  mankind  l.iie  lust  to  shine  or  rule 

ITIicir  brealli  is  iigilalioii,  inid  llieir  hfe 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride,  to  sink  »t  la.'t. 
And  yet  so  nursed  and  bigoted  to  strife, 
That  should  their  days,  surviving  perils  past. 
Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
"With  sorrow  and  supineness,  and  so  die  ; 
Kven  03  a  flame  unfed,  which  runs  to  wust« 
With  its  own  flickering,  or  a  sword  hud  by, 
^cb  eals  into  itself,  and  rusls  ingluriousl^-. 
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XLT. 

He  who  ascends  to  mouutiin-tops,  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow ; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind, 
Alust  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
Though  high  above  the  sun  of  glory  glow. 
And  far  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  temi)ests  on  his  naked  head. 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  summits  led. 

ZLYI. 

Away  with  these !  true  Wisdom's  world  will  be 
Within  its  own  creation,  or  in  thine. 
Maternal  Nature  !  for  who  teems  like  thee. 
Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  majestic  Rhine  ? 
There  Harold  gazes  on  a  work  divine, 
A  blending  of  all  beauties ;  streams  and  dells, 
Fruit,  foliage,  crag,  wood,  cornfield,  mountain,  vine. 
And  chieiless  castles  breathing  stern  farewells 
From  gray  but  leafy  walls,  where  Ruin  greenly  dwells. 

ZLVII. 

And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a  lofty  mind. 
Worn,  but  unstooping  to  the  baser  crowd. 
All  tenantless,  save  to  the  crannying  wind. 
Or  holding  dark  communion  with  the  cloud. 
There  was  a  day  when  they  were  young  and  proud ; 
Banners  on  high,  and  battles  j)assM  bchAv  ; 
Jhit  they  who  fought  an*  in  a  bloody  shroud, 
And  those  which  waved  are  shrcdlcss  dust  ere  now. 
And  the  bleak  battlements  shall  bear  no  future  blow. 


CHILDB   HASOLD'S   I'lLlJUUIAGE. 


BenentU  these  bat  Heme  nts,  witliin  tliose  wiills. 
Power  dwelt  amidst  iter  piissioiia  ;  in  proud  slate 
Each  robber  chief  upheld  his  armed  balls. 
Doing  his  evil  will,  nor  less  elate 
Tiian  mightier  heroes  of  q  longer  dat£. 
\7hut  want  these  outlaws"  conquerors  should  have 
But  History's  purchased  page  to  call  them  great? 
A  wider  sjMice,  au  ornamented  grave? 
Tbeir  hopes  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were  full  is  brave. 


^■int 

^  Ami 


their  baroniol  feuds  and  single  fields, 
lat  deeds  of  prowess  unrecorded  died ! 
And  Love,  which  lent  a  blazon  to  their  shields, 
With  emblems  well  devised  by  amorous  pride. 
Through  all  the  mail  of  iron  hearts  would  glide; 
But  still  their  flame  was  fierceness,  and  drew  ou 
Keen  contest  and  destruction  near  allied. 
And  many  a  tower  for  some  fair  mischief  won, 
IV  the  discolour'd  Rhine  beneath  its  ruin  ran. 


But  TIiou,  exulting  and  abounding  river  I 
Unking  thj  waves  a  blessing  as  they  Sow 
llirough  banks  whose  beauty  would  endure  for  ever 
Could  man  but  leave  thy  bi-ight  creation  so, 
Nor  its  fair  promise  from  the  surface  mov 
With  the  sharp  scythe  of  conflict,— then  to  see 
Thy  valley  uf  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 
Earth  paved  like  Heaven ;  and  to  seem  such  to  me, 
Even  DOW  what  wants  (by  slream  ? — liiat  it  should  Lethe  \k. 
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u. 

A  thousand  battles  have  assail'd  thy  banks, 
But  these  and  half  their  fame  have  pass'd  away, 
And  Slaughter  heap'd  on  higli  liis  weltering  ranks : 
'llieir  very  graves  are  gone,  and  what  are  they  ? 
Thy  tide  wasli'd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday. 
And  all  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clear  stream 
Glass'd,  with  its  dancing  light,  the  sunny  ray ; 
But  o'er  the  blackened  memory's  blighting  dream 
Thy  waves  would  vainly  roll,  all  sweejjing  as  they  seem. 

LII. 

Thus  Harold  inly  said,  and  pass'd  along. 
Yet  not  insensible  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  early  song 
In  glens  which  might  have  made  even  exile  dear : 
Though  on  his  brow  were  graven  lines  austere. 
And  tranquil  sternness,  which  had  ta'en  the  place 
Of  feelings  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 
Joy  was  not  always  absent  from  his  face. 
But  o'er  it  in  such  scenes  would  steal  with  transient  trace. 

LIII. 

Xor  was  all  love  shut  from  him,  though  his  days 
Of  passion  had  consumed  themselves  to  dust. 
It  is  in  vain  that  we  would  coldly  gaze 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us ;  the  heart  must 
Leap  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgust 
llath  wean'd  it  from  all  worldlings  :  thus  he  felt. 
For  there  wjis  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet  trust 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  which  his  own  would  mclt» 
And  in  its  tenderer  hour  on  that  his  bosom  dwelt. 
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And  he  haJ  learn'd  to  love,— I  know  not  ivliy, 
i'or  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  of  mood, — 
The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  infancy, 
Even  in  its  earliest  nurture ;  what  subdued, 
'   To  change  tike  this,  a  mind  so  far  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man,  it  little  boots  to  know  ; 
Eut  thus  it  was;  and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  nijip'c)  aflections  have  to  grow, 
II  Lim  this  glowM  when  all  h('.'<ide  had  ceased  to  glow. 


And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been  said. 
Which  unto  hia  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
llian  the  church  links  withal ;  and,  though  unwed, 
Tial  love  was  pure,  and,  far  above  disguise. 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortjd  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
By  peril,  dreaded  most  in  female  eyes ; 
But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 
JTell  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent  greetings  pour  I 


The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfela  "  ^A' 

Frowns  o'er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine, 
AVhose  breast  of  waters  broadly  awella 
Between  the  banks  which  bear  the  vine, 
And  hills  all  rich  with  hlossom'd  trees, 
And  fields  which  promise  corn  and  wine, 
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And  scattered  cities  crowning  these^ 
\Miose  far  white  walls  along  them  shine. 
Have  strewM  a  scene,  wliich  I  should  see 
With  double  joy  wert  tAou  with  me."* 


And  peasant  girls,  with  deep  blue  eyes. 

And  hands  which  offer  early  flowers. 

Walk  smiling  o'er  this  paradise ; 

Above,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 

Tlirough  green  leaves  lift  their  walls  of  gray; 

And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lowers. 

And  noble  arch  in  proud  decay. 

Look  o'er  this  vale  of  vintage-bowers ; 

But  one  tiling  want  these  banks  of  Rliine,^ 

Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine  I 


8. 

I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me ; 
Though  long  before  thy  hand  they  touch, 
I  know  tliat  they  must  withered  be, 
But  yet  reject  them  not  as  such ; 
For  I  have  cherish'd  them  as  dear. 
Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye. 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here, 
When  thou  behold'st  them  drooping  nigh. 
And  know'st  them  gathered  by  the  lUiine, 
And  offcr'd  from  my  heart  to  thine  I 
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The  river  nobly  fonma  and  flons, 

The  cliami  of  this  enchanted  ground. 

And  all  its  thousand  turns  discio-ie 

Some  freslier  beauty  varjang  round  : 

The  liaughtiest  breast  its  wish  might  bound 

Tlirough  life  lo  dwell  delighted  here ; 

Nor  could  on  earth  a  spot  be  found 

To  nature  and  to  me  so  dear. 

Could  thy  dear  e^es  in  following  mine 

Still  sweeten  more  these  banks  of  Rhine  ! 


b Teai 

^KLau 

K  His 


hj  Coblentz,  on  a  rise  of  gentle  ground, 

lliere  is  a  small  and  simple  pyramid, 

Crowning  the  summit  of  the  veidnnt  mouud ; 

fieneatli  its  base  are  heroes'  ashes  hid. 

Our  enemy's — but  let  not  that  forbid 

Honour  to  Marccau  !  o'er  whose  early  tomb 

Tears,  big  tears,  gush'd  from  the  rough  soldier's  liil. 

Lamenting  and  yet  envying  such  a  doom, 

ig  for  Trance,  nhose  rigiits  lie  battled  to  resume. 


Brief,  brave,  and  glorious  was  hia  young  career, — 
His  mourners  were  two  ho»tg,  Jiis  friends  and  foes ; 
And  fitly  may  the  stranger  lingering  liere 
Pray  for  hia  gallant  spirit's  briglit  repose ; 
for  he  was  freedom's  champion,  one  of  those. 
The  few  in  number,  who  had  not  o'eratept 
The  charter  to  chastise  which  she  bestows 
Oh  such  OS  wield  her  weapons;  he  had  kept 
whiteness  of  liis  snuj,  ;iii(l  tliiis  nini  o'er  Jiiin  nept." 


110  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILORIMAaB.  [cino 

Lvin. 
Here  Ehreiibreitstein,"  with  her  shattcr'd  wall 
Black  with  tlie  miner's  blasts  upon  her  height 
Yet  shows  of  what  she  was^  when  shell  and  ball 
Rebounding  idly  on  her  strength  did  light : 
A  tower  of  victory !  from  whence  the  flight 
Of  baffled  foes  was  watch'd  along  the  plain  : 
But  Peace  destroyed  what  War  could  never  blight, 
And  laid  those  proud  roofs  bare  to  Summer's  rain — 
On  which  the  iron  shower  for  years  had  pour'd  in  vain. 

LIX. 

Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Rhine  !     How  long  delighted 
The  stranger  fain  would  Unger  on  his  way ! 
Thine  is  a  scene  alike  where  souls  united 
Or  lonely  Contemplation  thus  might  stray ; 
And  could  the  ceaseless  vultures  cease  to  prey 
On  self-condemning  bosoms,  it  were  here. 
Where  Nature,  nor  too  sombre  nor  too  gay. 
Wild  but  not  rude,  awful  yet  not  austere. 
Is  to  the  mellow  Earth  as  Autumn  to  the  year. 

LX. 

Adieu  to  thee  again  I  a  vain  adieu  ! 
There  can  be  no  farewell  to  scene  like  thine; 
The  mind  is  coloured  by  thy  every  hue ; 
And  if  reluctantly  the  eyes  resign 
Their  cherished  gaze  upon  tliee,  lovely  Rhine  ! " 
'Tis  with  the  tliankful  gliincc  of  parting  praise ; 
More  mighty  spots  may  rise— more  glaring  shine. 
But  none  unite  in  one  attaching  maze 
The  brilliant,  fair,  and  soft, — tlie  glories  of  old  days, 
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fOf 


negligently  LTsrid,  tiie  fruitrul  blooui 
comfng  ripeness, 


the 


iThe  rolling  stream,  the  precipice's  gloom. 
The  forest" s  growth,  and  Gothic  walls  between, 
Tlie  wild  rocks  shaped,  as  thej  had  turrets  been, 
In  mockery  of  man's  art ;  and  these  withnl 
A  race  of  faces  lioppy  as  the  scene, 

I  Whose  fertile  bounties  here  extend  to  all, 

^^Hltill  springing  o'er  thy  banks,  though  Empires  near  them  fnU. 

^^^I'Bat  these  recede.     Above  me  are  the  Alps, 

^^^f  Hie  palaces  of  Nature,  whose  vast  walls 

P  Have  pinnacleii  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalps, 

1;  And  throned  Eternity  in  icy  halls 

l'  Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  fulls 

|i  The  avalanche — the  tbunderbolt  of  snow  ! 

All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals, 

Gather  around  these  summits,  as  to  show 
How  Earth  may  pierce  to  Henven,  yet  leuve  vaiu  man  butuw. 

^^^V  But  ere  these  matchless  heights  1  dare  to  scan, 
^^^H  There  is  a  spot  should  not  be  poss'd  in  vain, — 
^^^H  Uorat  S  the  proud,  the  patriot  field !  where  man 
^^^"    May  gaze  on  ghastly  trophies  of  the  slain, 
[  Nor  blush  for  those  who  conquer'd  on  tliat  plain ; 

Here  Burgundy  bequeath'd  iiis  tombless  host, 
^  A  bony  heap,  through  ages  to  remain. 

Themselves  their  monument; — the  Stygiau  coast 
IJAscinucurca  ihey  roain'il,  and  shrieVil  ciirh  waniifHng  g)iost." 
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LOT. 

While  Waterloo  with  Cannae's  carnage  vies, 
Morat  and  Marathon  twin  names  sliall  stand; 
They  were  tme  Glory's  stainless  victories. 
Won  by  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
Of  a  proud,  brotherly,  and  civic  band. 
All  uubought  champions  in  no  princely  cause 
Of  vice-entail'd  Corruption ;  they  no  land 
Doomed  to  bewail  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
Making  kings'  rights  divine,  by  some  Draconic  clause. 

LXT. 

By  a  lone  wall  a  lonelier  column  rears 
A  gray  and  grief- worn  aspect  of  old  days ; 
'Tis  the  last  remnant  of  the  rack  of  years. 
And  looks  as  with  the  wild-bewilder'd  gaze 
Of  one  to  stone  converted  by  amaze. 
Yet  still  with  consciousness ;  and  there  it  stands 
Making  a  marvel  that  it  not  decays. 
When  the  coeval  pride  of  human  hands, 
Levelled  Aventicum,**  hath  strew'd  her  subject  lauds. 

LXVI. 

And  there — oh !  sweet  and  sacred  be  the  name ! — 
Julia — the  daughter,  the  devoted — gave 
Her  youth  to  Heaven ;  her  heart,  bcneatli  a  chiim 
Nearest  to  Heaven's,  broke  o'er  a  father's  grave. 
Justice  is  sworn  'gainst  tears,  and  hers  would  crave 
The  life  she  lived  in ;  but  the  judge  was  just, 
And  then  she  died  on  him  she  could  not  save. 
Tlieir  tomb  Wiis  simple,  and  without  a  bust, 
And  hold  within  thoir  urn  one  mind,  one  heart,  one  (lii>t.^ 
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I.XVII. 


But  these  are  deeds  which  should  not  pass  away. 
And  names  tliat  must  uot  wither^  though  the  earth 
Forgets  her  empures  with  a  just  decay, 
The  enslavers  and  the  enslaved,  their  death  and  birtii ; 
The  higli,  the  mountain-majesty  of  worth 
Should  be,  and  shall,  survivor  of  its  woe. 
And  from  its  immortality  look  forth 
In  tiie  sun's  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  snow,* 
Imperishably  pure  beyond  all  things  below. 

« 

LXVIII. 

Lake  Leman  woos  me  with  its  crystal  face. 
The  mirror  where  the  stars  and  mountains  view 
llie  stillness  of  their  aspect  in  each  trace 
Its  clear  depth  yields  of  their  far  height  and  hue : 
There  is  too  much  of  man  here,  to  look  tlurough 
With  a  fit  mind  the  might  which  I  behold ; 
But  soon  in  me  shall  Loneliness  renew 
Tlioughts  hid,  but  uot  less  cherish'd  than  of  old. 
Ere  mingling  with  the  herd  had  pemiM  me  in  their  fold. 

LXIX. 

To  fly  from,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind : 
All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil. 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 
In  the  hot  throng,  where  we  become  the  spoil 
Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  long 
We  may  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil, 
in  wretched  interchange  of  wrojig  for  wroj»g 
Midst  a  contentious  world,  striving  where  none  are  strong. 
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LXX. 

There,  in  a  moment,  we  may  plunge  our  years 
In  latal  penitence,  and  in  the  blight 
Of  our  own  soul  turn  all  our  blood  to  tears. 
And  colour  things  to  come  with  hues  of  Night ; 
The  race  of  life  becomes  a  hopeless  flight 
To  those  that  walk  in  darkness :  on  the  sea. 
The  boldest  steer  but  where  their  ports  invite ; 
But  there  are  wanderers  o^er  Eternity 
Whose  bark  drives  on  and  on,  and  anchor'd  ne'er  shall  be. 

r 

LXXI. 

Is  it  not  better,  then,  to  be  alone. 
And  love  Earth  only  for  its  eartlily  sake  ? 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone," 
Or  the  pure  bosom  of  its  nursing  lake, 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  infant  her  own  care. 
Kissing  its  cries  away  as  these  awake ; — 
Is  it  not  better  thus  our  lives  to  wear, 
Than  join  the  crushing  crowd,  doomM  to  inflict  or  bear  ? 

LXXII. 

I  live  not  in  myself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me ;  and  to  me 
High  mountains  are  a  feeling,'  but  tiie  hum 
Of  human  cities  torture  :  I  can  see 
Nothing  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  he 
A  link  reluctant  in  a  fleshly  chain, 
ClassM  among  creature?,  when  the  soul  can  flee. 
And  with  tlie  sky,  the  peak,  the  heaving  plain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  niint^^K*,  and  not  in  vain. 
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I  And  thus  I  am  absotb'd,  and  this  is  life; 
I  look  upon  tlie  peopled  desert  past, 
Jis  on  a  place  of  agony  and  strife, 
Wliere,  for  some  sin,  to  sorrow  I  was  cast. 
To  act  and  suffer,  but  remount  at  last 
T/Fith  a  fresh  piuion ;  which  I  feel  to  spring, 
Tiiough  joung,  yet  waxing  vigorous  as  the  blast 
Whicli  it  would  coite  with,  on  delighted  wing, 
Spuniing  the  clay-cold  bonds  which  round  our  being 


^m-  And  when,  at  length,  the  mind  shall  be  all  fr^e 
from  what  it  hates  iu  this  degraded  form, 
Reft  of  lis  carnal  life,  save  what  shall  be 
Eiislent  happier  in  the  fly  and  worm, — 
When  elements  to  elements  conform. 
And  dust  is  as  it  should  be,  shall  I  not 
Feel  all  I  see,  less  dazzling,  but  more  warm  ? 
Tlie  bodOess  Ihauglit  ?  the  Spirit  of  each  spot  ? 
Of  which,  even  now,  I  share  at  times  the  immortal  lot  ? 


Are  not  the  mouutains,  waves,  and  skies,  a  pert 

Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  them  ? 

Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 

With  a  pure  passion  ?  should  1  not  contemn 

All  objects,  if  compared  with  the»c  ?  and  sinn 

A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  tlian  forego 

Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phtrgm 

Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  tnrii'd  below, 

Iting  upon  the  ground,  with  l Uxuglils  aliick  dan^  not  ((Inw  t 
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LXXTI. 

Bat  thid  is  not  my  theme ;  and  I  return 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  find  contemplation  in  the  urn, 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  all  fire, 
A  native  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  clear  air  for  a  while — a  passing  guest. 
Where  he  became  a  being, — whose  desire 
Was  to  be  glorious ;  Hwas  a  foolish  quest, 
Tlie  which  to  gain  and  keep,  he  sacrificed  all  rest 

LXXTII. 

Here  the  self-torturing  sophii^t,  wild  fioussean, 
The  apostle  of  alHictiou,  he  who  threw 
Enchantment  over  passion,  and  &om  woe 
Wrung  overwhelming  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  whicli  made  him  wretched ;  •  yet  he  knew 
How  to  make  madness  beautiful,  and  cast 
O'er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts,  a  heavenly  hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  dazzling  as  they  past 
The  eyes,  which  o'er  them  shed  tears  feelingly  Tind  fast. 

LXZYHI. 

His  love  was  passion's  essence  : — as  a  tree 
On  fire  by  lightning,  with  ethereal  flame 
Kindled  he  was,  and  blasted ;  for  to  be 
Thus,  and  enamour'd,  were  in  him  the  same. 
But  his  was  not  the  love  of  living  dame. 
Nor  of  the  dead  who  ri.«o  upon  our  dreams, 
But  of  ide«al  beauty,  which  borame 
In  him  existence,  and  o'erflowing  t(»ems 
Along  his  burning  page,  distemprr'd  thoiiurli  it  sotMns. 
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m»  breatlicd  itself  to  life  in  Julie,  liU 
Invested  lier  wiLli  all  that's  wild  aiid  sweet ; 
Tliia  hollow'd,  too,  the  memorable  kias" 
Which  every  morn  hia  fever'd  lip  would  greet, 
i'Tom  hers,  who  but  with  friendship  hia  would  tna^t ; 
liut  to  that  geutle  touch,  through  brain  and  brenst 
yiash'd  the  thrill'd  spirit's  love- devouring  heat ; 
111  that  absorbiug  si[;h  perchance  more  blest 
L'lliLm  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  tbey  seek  posst-st.. 


Ilia  life  was  one  long  war  with  aelf-souglit  foes. 
Or  friends  by  him  self-bauisli'd ;  for  his  mind 
Had  grown  Suspicion's  sanctuary,  and  chose. 
For  its  own  cruel  sacrifice,  the  kind," 
'Gainst  whom  he  raged  with  fury  strange  and  blind. 
Hut  he  was  phrensied, — wherefore,  who  may  know  P 
Since  cause  might  be  which  skill  could  never  find; 
liut  be  was  phrensied  by  disease  or  vme, 
To  that  worst  pitch  of  all,  which  nears  a  reasoning  show. 


For  then  he  wae  inspired,  and  from  him  came. 
As  from  the  Pytliiau's  mystic  cave  of  yore, 
lliose  oracles  which  set  the  world  in  flame. 
Nor  ceased  to  burn  till  kingdoms  were  no  more : 
Did  he  not  this  for  i'rance  ?  which  lay  before 
Bow'd  to  the  inborn  tyraimy  of  years  ? 
Broken  and  trembling  to  the  yoke  she  bore. 
Till  by  the  voice  of  liim  and  his  compeers, 
loused  up  to  loo  much  wrath,  wliifli  iullous  o'L-rgn 
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XJCXXU. 

They  made  themselves  a  fearful  monument  I 
I'lie  wreck  of  old  opinions — ^things  which  grew. 
Breathed  from  the  birth  of  time  :  the  veil  they  rent. 
And  what  behind  it  lay,  all  earth  shall  view. 
But  good  with  ill  they  also  overthrew. 
Leaving  but  ruins,  wherewith  to  rebuild 
Upon  the  same  foundation,  and  renew 
Dungeons  and  thrones,  which  the  same  hour  refill^. 
As  heretofore,  because  ambition  was  self-willM. 

LXXXIU. 

But  this  will  not  endure,  nor  be  endured  ! 
Mankind  liave  felt  their  strength,  and  made  it  felt. 
They  might  have  used  it  better,  but,  allured 
By  their  new  vigour,  sternly  have  they  dealt 
On  one  another ;  pity  ceased  to  melt 
With  her  once  natural  charities.     But  they. 
Who  in  oppression's  darkness  caved  had  dwelt. 
They  were  not  eagles,  nourished  with  the  day ; 
What  marvel  then,  at  times,  if  they  mistook  their  prey  f 

LXXXIV. 

What  deep  wounds  ever  closed  without  a  scar  ? 
The  heart's  bleed  longest,  and  but  heal  to  wear 
That  which  disfigures  it;  and  they  who  war 
With  their  own  hopes,  and  have  been  vanquished,  bear 
Silence,  but  not  submission  :  in  his  lair 
Fix'd  Passion  holds  his  breath,  until  the  hour 
Which  shall  atone  for  years ;  none  need  despair : 
It  came,  it  cometh,  and  will  come, — the  power 
To  punish  or  forgive — in  one  \\v  shall  be  slower. 
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Clfar,  placid  Leman  !  thv  contrasted  lake," 
With  tlie  wild  world  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 
Which  warns  me,  with  its  stillness,  to  forsake 
Earth's  troubled  waters  for  a  purer  spring, 
'lliis  quiet  sail  is  as  a  noiseless  wing 
To  waft  me  from  distraction ;  once  I  loved 
Torn  ocean's  roar,  but  thy  soft  murmuring 
Sounds  sweet  as  if  a  Sister's  voice  reproved, 
it  I  with  slern  delights  should  e'er  liave  been  so  moved. 


It  is  the  hush  of  night,  and  all  between 
Thy  margin  and  the  mountains,  dusk,  yet  clear, 
Mellow'd  and  mingling,  yet  distinctly  seen. 
Save  darken'd  Jura,  wliose  cnpt  heights  appear 
Precipitously  at<ep ;  and  drawing  near. 
There  breathes  a  living  fragrance  from  the  shore. 
Of  flowers  yet  fre^li  with  childhood  ;  on  the  ear 
Drops  the  liglit  drip  of  the  suspended  oar, 
chirps  the  grasshopper  one  good -night  carol  mo-c 


Be  is  an  evening  reveller,  who  makes 
i  His  life  an  infancy,  and  sings  his  Gil ; 
i  At  intervals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brakes 

Starts  into  voice  a  moment,  then  is  stdl. 

There  seems  a  floating  whisper  on  the  hill. 

But  that  is  fancy,  for  the  starlight  dews 
I  All  silently  their  tears  of  love  instil, 
I  Wepping  themselves  away,  tili  they  infuse 

Eep  iutu  Nature's  breast  the  "piril  of  licr  lim  -. 
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Ye  stars !  which  are  the  poetry  of  heaven ! 
If  in  joor  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  fate 
Of  men  and  empires, — ^'tis  to  be  forgiven, 
Tliat  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great. 
Our  destinies  o'erlcap  their  mortal  state. 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  you ;  for  ye  are 
A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  us  such  love  and  reverence  from  afar, 
Tliat  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  have  named  themselves  a  star. 

l.T«Tf1C. 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  still — though  not  in  sleep. 
But  breathless,  as  we  grow  when  feeling  most ; 
And  silent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep : — 
All  lieaven  and  earth  are  still :  From  the  high  host 
Of  stars,  to  the  lull'd  lake  and  mountain-coast, 
All  is  concentered  in  a  life  intense, 
AVhcre  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  is  lost. 
But  hath  a  part  of  being,  and  a  sense 
Of  that  which  is  of  all  Creator  and  defence. 

xc. 
Then  stirs  the  feeling  infinite,  so  felt 
In  solitude,  where  we  are  leaH  alone ; 
A  truth,  which  through  our  being  then  doth  melt. 
And  purifies  from  self:  it  is  a  tone. 
The  soul  and  source  of  music,  which  makes  known 
Eternal  harmony,  and  sheds  a  charm 
Like  to  the  fiii)lc(l  Cvtiierea's  zone. 
Binding  all  things  witii  beauty ; — 'twould  disarm 
The  spectre  Death,  hud  he  substantial  power  to  harm. 
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Nut  vaiiily  did  the  early  Persian  make 

His  altar  the  liigii  places,  and  ti)e  peak 

Of  eartb-o'erguzing  mountains,"  and  tliua  tuke 

A  fit  and  onwall'd  temple,  there  to  seek 

Tiie  Spirit,  in  whose  honour  slirines  are  weak, 

ITpreur'd  of  human  hands.     Come,  and  compare 

Columns  and  idol-dwt-llings,  Goth  or  Greek, 

iWilh  Kature's  realms  of  worship,  earth  and  air, 
jr  lis  on  fond  abodes  to  circumscribe  thy  pray'r  ! 
i 


*  Til 


'Rk  sky  is  changed  ! — and  such  a  change  I   Oh  ni^'iit 
And  storm,  and  darkness,  ye  are  wondrous  strong, 
I'ct  lovely  in  your  strength,  as  is  the  light 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman  I     Far  along, 
Ytam  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
Leaps  the  live  thunder!     Kot  from  one  lone  cloud. 
But  every  mouiitain  now  hath  found  a  tongue, 
Aud  Juru  answers,  through  her  misty  sliroud, 
to  the  joyous  Alps,  wlio  call  to  her  aloud  I 


N 


And  this  is  in  the  night : — Most  glorious  night ! 
Thou  Wert  not  sent  fur  slumber  I  let  me  be 
A  sharer  in  thy  fierce  and  far  deligjit, — 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee ! 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea. 
And  the  big  rain  comes  dancing  to  the  earth ! 
And  now  again  'tis  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain-mirtli, 
if  they  did  rejoice  o'er  a  young  carthqunkc's  birth. 
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Now,  where  the  swift  Rhone  cleaves  his  waj  beiweeu 
Heights  which  appear  as  lovers  who  have  parted 
In  hate,  whose  mining  depths  so  intervene. 
That  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken-hearted ; 
Thoagh  in  their  souls,  which  thns  each  other  thwarted. 
Love  was  the  very  root  of  the  fond  rage 
Wliich  blighted  their  life's  bloom,  and  then  departed : — 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  years  all  winters, — war  within  themselves  to  wage  : 

xcv. 

Now,  where  the  quick  Klioiie  thus  hath  cleft  his  way. 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'en  his  stand  : 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  play. 
And  fling  their  thunder-bolts  from  hand  to  liand. 
Flashing  and  cast  around  :  of  all  the  band. 
The  brightest  through  these  parted  hills  hath  fork'd 
His  lightnings, — as  if  he  did  understand. 
That  in  such  gaps  as  desolation  workM, 
There  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever  therein  lurk'd. 

ZOTI. 

Sky,  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings  I  ye  I 
With  night,  and  clouds,  and  thunder,  and  a  soul 
To  make  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 
Things  that  have  made  me  watchful ;  the  far  roil 
Of  your  departing  voices,  is  tiie  knoll 
Of  what  in  me  is  sleepless, — if  I  rest* 
But  where  of  ye,  O  tempests  !  is  the  goal  ? 
Are  ve  like  those  within  the  human  breast  P 
Or  do  ye  find,  at  length,  like  eagles,  some  high  nest  ? 
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XOTU. 

Could  I  embody  and  unbosom  now 
That  which  is  most  within  me, — could  I  wreak 
My  thoughts  upon  expression,  and  thus  throw 
Soul,  heart,  mind,  passions,  feelings,  strong  or  weak. 
All  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  seek. 
Bear,  know,  feel,  and  yet  breathe — ^into  one  word, 
And  that  one  word  were  Lightning,  I  would  speak ; 
But  as  it  is,  I  live  &nd  die  unheard, 
With  a  most  voiceless  thought,  sheathing  it  as  a  sword. 

ZCVIII. 

The  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mom. 
With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  bloom. 
Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playful  scorn. 
And  living  as  if  earth  contain^  no  tomb, — 
And  glowing  into  day :  we  may  resume 
The  march  of  our  existence :  and  thus  I, 
Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Leman  I  may  find  room 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 
Iduch,  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  pondered  fittingly. 

xcix. 
Clarens  !  sweet  Clarens"  birthplace  of  deep  Love ! 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate  thougiii  ; 
Thy  trees  take  root  in  Love ;  the  snows  above 
The  very  Glaciers  have  his  colours  caught. 
And  sun-set  into  rose-hues  sees  them  wrought" 
By  rays  which  sleep  there  lovingly :  the  rocks. 
The  permanent  crags,  tell  here  of  Love,  who  souglit 
Li  them  a  refuge  from  the  worldly  shocks. 
Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  hope  that  woos,  iheii  rnockit. 
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Qarens !  by  heavenly  feet  thy  paths  are  trod, — 
Undying  Love's,  wlio  here  ascends  a  throne 
To  which  the  steps  are  mountains ;  where  the  god 
Is  a  pervading  life  and  light, — so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest ;  o'er  the  flower 
Uis  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  breath  hath  blown. 
His  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  power 
Passes  the  strengtli  of  storms  in  their  most  desolate  hour. 

CI. 

A!I  things  are  here  of  Aim  ;  from  the  black  pines^ 
Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  roar 
Of  torrents,  where  he  listeneth,  to  the  vines 
Wliich  slope  his  green  path  downward  to  the  shore, 
Where  the  bow'd  waters  meet  him,  and  adore. 
Kissing  his  feet  with  murmurs ;  and  the  wood, 
llie  covert  of  old  trees,  with  trunks  all  hoar. 
But  light  leaves,  young  as  joy,  stands  where  it  stood. 
Offering  to  liim,  and  liis,  a  populous  solitude. 

CII. 

A  populous  solitude  of  bees  and  birds. 
And  fairy-form'd  and  many-colour'd  tlmigs, 
Who  worship  liiui  with  notes  more  sweet  than  words, 
And  innocently  open  their  glad  wings. 
Fearless  and  full  of  life  :  the  gush  of  springs, 
And  fall  of  lofty  fountains,  and  the  bend 
Of  stirring  branches,  and  the  bud  which  brings^ 
Tlie  swiftest  thought  of  beauty,  here  extend. 
Mingling,  and  made  by  Love,  unto  one  mighty  end. 
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He  who  hath  laved  nol,  here  would  learn  tluit  lore, 
And  make  bis  heart  a  spirit;  he  who  knows 
'lliat  tender  mystery,  will  love  tJie  more; 
^or  tliis  is  Love's  recess,  where  vain  men's  woes. 
And  the  world's  waste,  have  driven  him  far  from  tliose. 
For  'tis  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ; 
He  stands  not  still,  but  or  decnys,  or  grows 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  wliicli  may  vie 
Willi  tlie  immortal  lights,  in  its  et«mity ! 

^^^VTwas  not  for  fiction  chose  Rousseau  this  spot, 
^^^B^opling  it  with  affections ;"  but  he  found 
^^^Dt  was  the  scene  which  passion  must  allot 
^^^KTo  the  mind's  purified  beings;  'twas  the  ground 
I  Where  early  Love  his  Psyche's  zone  unbound. 

And  liftllow'd  it  with  loveliness :  'tis  lone, 
And  Konderful,  an<l  deep,  and  hath  a  sound. 
And  sense,  and  siglit  of  sweetness;  here  tlie  Bhone 
Hath  spread  himself  a  couch,  the  Alps  have  rear'd  n  throne. 


Lausanne  !  and  Femey  1  ye  have  been  the  abodes 
Of  names  which  unto  you  bequeath'd  a  name ;" 
Mortals,  who  sought  and  found,  by  dangerous  roads, 
A  path  to  perpetuity  of  fame  : 
lllcy  were  gigantic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
Was,  Titan-like,  on  daring  doubts  to  pile 
thoughts  which  should  call  down  thunder,  and  the  flame 
t  Heaven  again  assail'd,  if  Heaven  the  while 

n  and  man's  research  could  deign  do  innri'  (liiiri  smile 
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OVL 

The  one  was  fire  and  fickleness,  a  child 
Most  mutable  in  wishes,  but  in  mind 
A  wit  as  various, — gay,  grave,  sage,  or  wild, — 
Historian,  bard,  philosopher,  combined ; 
He  multipUed  himself  among  mankind. 
The  Proteus  of  their  talents :  But  his  own 
Breathed  most  in  ridicule, — which,  as  the  wind. 
Blew  where  it  listed,  laying  all  things  prone, — 
Now  to  overthrow  a  fool,  and  now  to  shake  a  tlirone. 

OVII. 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  exhausting  thought. 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year, 
In  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought. 
And  shaped  his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe. 
Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solenm  sneer ; 
The  lord  of  irony, — that  master-spell. 
Which  stung  his  foes  to  wrath,  which  grew  fron)  frar 
And  doomM  him  to  the  zealot's  ready  Hell, 
Which  answers  to  all  doubts  so  eloquently  well. 

CVIII. 

Yet,  peace  be  with  their  ashes, — for  by  them, 
If  merited,  the  penalty  is  paid; 
It  is  not  ours  to  judge, — far  less  condemn ; 
The  hour  must  come  when  such  things  shall  be  made 
Known  unto  all,  or  hope  and  dread  allay'd 
By  slumber,  on  one  pillow,  in  the  dust. 
Which,  thus  much  we  are  sure,  must  lie  decayed ; 
And  when  it  shall  revive,  as  is  our  trust, 
^Vill  be  to  be  forgiven,  or  suffer  what  is  just. 


liT 
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But  let  me  qiiit  man's  works,  again  to  read 

His  Maker's,  spread  around  me,  and  auspeml 

Tliis  page,  which  from  my  reveries  I  feed. 

Until  it  seems  prolonging  without  end. 

The  clouds  above  me  to  the  white  Alps  tend. 

And  I  must  pierce  lliem,  and  survey  whate'er 

May  be  permitted,  as  my  9t«ps  I  bend 

To  their  most  great  and  growing  region,  wliere 

The  earth  to  her  erabrate  compels  the  powers  of  air. 

Italia !  too,  ItaUa !  looking  on  tiiee, 

Full  flashes  on  the  soul  the  light  of  ages. 

Since  the  fierce  Carthaginian  almost  won  Ihee, 

[1 

To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefs  and  sages 

Who  glorify  thy  consecrated  pages ; 

Thou  wert  the  throne  and  grave  of  empires ;  still. 

The  fount  at  which  the  panting  mind  assuages 

Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  quaffing  there  her  fill. 

Flows  from  the  eternal  source  of  Kome's  imiierial  liiii. 

■i 

Tliua  far  have  I  proceeded  in  a  tlieme 

Kenew'd  with  no  kind  auspices :— to  feel 

We  are  not  what  we  have  been,  and  to  deem 

^Ve  are  not  what  we  should  be,  and  to  steel 

The  heart  against  itself;  and  lo  conceal. 

With  a  proud  caution,  love,  or  hate,  or  aught;— 

Passion  or  feeling,  purpose,  grief,  or  zeal, — 

Which  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  our  thought, 

^|*alem  task  of  soul :— Nti  mnrter,— i(  is  Uiutrhi, 

i 
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And  for  these  words,  thus  woven  iuto  song. 
It  may  be  tliat  they  are  a  harmless  wile, — 
Tlie  colouring  of  the  scenes  which  fleet  along, 
Which  I  would  seize,  in  passing,  to  b^uile 
My  breast,  or  that  of  others,  for  a  while. 
Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth,  but  I  am  not  . 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile, 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone, — remembered  or  forgot. 


OXEII. 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me ; 
I  have  not  flattered  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow*d 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee. 
Nor  coin'd  my  cheek  to  smiles,  nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such ;  I  stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them ;  in  a  sliroud 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts,  and  still  co'«i*d 
Had  I  not  filed*  my  mind,  which  thus  itself  subdued. 

CXXT. 

I  luive  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me, — 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes ;  I  do  believe. 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things,  hopes  which  will  not  deceive, 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing ;  I  would  also  deem 
O'er  others'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve ;  ** 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem. 
That  goodness  is  no  name,  and  ha]>piness  no  dream. 
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OXT. 

My  daughter  I  with  thy  name  this  song  begun ; 
My  daughter  1  with  thy  name  thus  much  shall  end ; 
I  see  thee  not^  I  hear  thee  not,  but  none 
Can  be  so  wrapt  in  thee;  thou  art  the  friend 
To  whom  the  shadows  of  far  years  extend  : 
Albeit  my  brow  thou  never  should'st  behold, 
My  voice  shall  with  thy  future  visions  blend. 
And  reach  into  thy  heart,  when  mine  is  cold, 
A  token  and  a  tone,  even  from  thy  father's  mould.^ 

OXVI. 

To  aid  thy  mind's  development,  to  watch 
Thy  dawn  of  little  joys,  to  sit  and  see 
Almost  thy  very  growth,  to  view  thee  catch 
Knowledge  of  objects, — wonders  yet  to  thee  I 
To  hold  thee  lightly  on  a  gentle  knee. 
And  print  on  thy  soft  cheek  a  parent's  kiss, — 
This,  it  should  seem,  was  not  reserved  for  me; 
Yet  this  was  in  my  nature :  as  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  there,  yet  sometliing  like  to  this. 

oxvn. 
Yet,  though  dull  Hate  ns  duty  should  be  tauglit, 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  my  name 
Should  be  shut  from  thee,  as  a  spell  still  frauglit 
With  desolation,  and  a  broken  claim : 
Though  the  grave  closed  between  us, — ^'twere  the  same, 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  to  drain 
My  blood  from  out  thy  being  were  an  aim. 
And  an  attainment, — all  would  be  in  vain, — 
Still  thou  would'st  love  me,  still  that  more  than  life  retain. 

VOL.  I.  K 


U>v  CHQJV  HUMUfS  nUSmnUGK,  Ian» 


The  cLild  of  lore,  thoo^  bom  in  fainenesi^ 
And  mmmcd  in  conTdflon.    OfthTsire 
Tneae  were  the  ekments,  ind  thine  no  kas. 
As  Tet  sneh  are  around  thee,  bat  thr  fire 
Snail  be  more  tempered,  and  thj  hope  far  higher. 
Sweet  be  th j  cradled  slambas !    (Xer  the  sea 
And  from  tlie  mountains  where  I  now  reqoK^ 
Fain  woold  I  waft  such  Ueasing  opon  thee. 
As.  with  a  sig^  I  deem  tboa  m'irht'st  hare  been  to  met 
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*'^^ato  ho  Toscana,  Lombardia,  fiomagna, 
Qael  Monte  che  diTide,  e  quel  che  serra 
Italia,  e  an  mare  e  V  altro^  che  la  bagna." 

Arioito,  Saiira  iii. 
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INTEODUCTION  TO   CAKTO  IV. 


The  first  Canto  of  Childe  Harold  treats  chiefly  of  Spain,  the  seeond  of  Greeca^ 
the  third  of  the  Bhine  and  Switierland.  In  the  antiunn  of  1816  Lord  Byroa 
removed  to  Italy,  and  it  is  to  Italy  that  he  devoted  the  fourth  Ganto, — whieh  in 
the  opinion  of  many  is  the  noblest  effort  of  his  genios.  It  was  hegon  at  Venice 
in  June,  1817,  and  there  finished  in  January,  1818  ;  and  having  been  bought  for 
2000  guineas,  and  shortly  afterwards  published,  carried  the  author's  &me  to  its 
n'lmost  height.  The  decaying  prisons  and  palaces  of  Yenioe,  the  ruins  and  rdka 
ot  ancient  Rome,  the  contrast  between  what  they  were  and  what  they  had  been, 
were  eminently  adapted  for  majestic  description  and  mournful  moral iang.  His 
contemplations  had  gone  on  increasing  in  power,  and  the  fourth  Canto— the  most 
thtmghtful,  and  the  most  solemn  of  all  his  pieces — would  alone  justify  the  inscrip- 
tion on  his  tombstone — ''Here  lies  the  Author  of  Childe  IIarold*s  Pilgrimage.** 
The  defects  of  the  poem,  taken  as  a  whole,  are  not  very  serious.  In  places  it  is 
oliecure  ;  the  language  is  sometimes  a  little  laboured  and  exaggerated  ;  a  fcw  of 
the  sentiments  are  repeated  ;  and  for  all  its  conciseness  of  phrase,  the  incidenti 
arc  occasionally  dwelt  on  too  long.  There  was  one  subject  to  which  his  perpetual 
rcciim>nce  only  kept  alive  interest.  As  the  lyre  of  Anacreon,  whatever  topic 
he  tried  reverted  to  love,  so  every  theme  conducted  Lord  Byron  to  his  sorrows 
and  wn)ng8.  He  often  alludes  to  the  pride  of  a  heart  wbich  would  rather  Uvak 
thnii  reveal  its  woes,  but  in  truth  his  passions  found  vent  in  verse,  and  he  con- 
fidt^l  them  to  the  public,  even  while  daring  its  decrees.  The  most  general 
tibjcotiun  made  to  the  poem  was  its  sombre  misanthropy.  He  held,  with  Horace 
WaliK>le,  that  lite  is  a  comedy  to  those  who  think,  and  a  tragedy  to  those  who 
fK'l.  Man  was  but  miserable  dust  and  ashes ;  honour  and  friendship  but  a  name ; 
all  pursuits  but  vanity  and  vexation,  and  he  argued  that  Solomon  and  a  host  of 
divines  had  declared  the  same.  But  Lord  Byron  did  not  show  the  emptincua  iif 
earth  that  he  might  lead  to  the  skies,  nor  expose  the  frailty  of  our  natures  that 
wc  might  tolerate  it  in  others  and  subdue  it  in  ourselves.  His  was  that  dreary, 
blighting  philosophy 

•'  Which  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb. 
And  cauuot  hoi>c  for  rost  before." 

A  multitude  of  imitators  borrowed  his  creed  and  personated  hit  character. 
Tlicy  imagined  thi-y  Ix'oamc  more  intc>n.>8ting  by  sceiniiig  to  be  miserable,  antl  that 
prvti'iiding  to  despise  the  world  was  to  place  thcmiselvcs  alM/VO  it.  These  affd-ta- 
tionH  have  lung  since  ]>assed  away,  and  however  much  his  readers  may  still  be 
carried  along  by  the  dark  heavings  of  his  tein|K;btuous  soul,  tliey  stand  afe  at  tht 
conclusion  ui»on  the  finn-»!t  shore. 
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Mr  DEAR  HoSHOCSE, 
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After  an  mtervnl  of  eight  years  between  the  compositioit  of  the 
6nt  and  last  cantos  of  Childe  Harold,  the  couclusion  of  the  poem  is  about 
to  be  Biibmitt«d  t^i  the  public.  In  parting  nitU  aci  old  a  friend,  it  is  nut 
pxlr&ordiDBTf  that  I  should  recur  to  one  still  older  nnd  better, — til  one 
who  btM  beheld  the  birth  and  death  of  the  other,  and  to  whom  I  am  for 
more  indebted  for  the  social  advantages  of  an  enlightened  friendship, 
than — thongh  iiot  ungrateful — I  can,  or  could  be,  to  Cliilde  Harold,  for 
anj  public  favDur  reflected  tliruugli  the  poem  on  the  poet, — to  one,  whom 
I  li&re  known  long,  and  aeoompauied  far,  whom  I  have  found  wakeful 
OTer  my  aicknea  and  kind  in  my  sorrow,  gliid  in  my  proaperity  and  firm 
in  my  adversity,  true  in  counsel  and  trusty  iu  peril, — to  a  friend  often 
tried  and  nerer  found  wanting  ; — to  yourself. 

Id  so  doing,  I  recur  from  fiction  to  truth  ;  and  in  dedicating  to  you  in 
its  complete,  or  at  least  concluded  state,  a  poetical  work  which  is  the 
longest,  the  moet  thoughtful  and  comprehensive  of  my  compositions,  I 
wiab  to  do  honour  to  myself  by  the  record  of  many  years'  intimacy  with  a 
man  of  learning,  of  talent,  of  steadiness,  and  of  houour.  It  is  not  fur 
minds  like  ours  to  give  or  to  receive  flattery  ;  yet  the  praises  of  sincerity 
have  ever  heen  permitted  to  the  voice  of  friendship  ;  and  it  is  not  for  you, 
unr  even  for  othei-s,  but  lo  relieve  a  heart  which  has  not  elsewhere,  or 
lately,  been  so  much  accustomed  to  the  encounter  of  good-will  as  to 
wittiatand  the  shock  firmly,  that  I  thus  attempt  to  coiumemorato  your 
gwni  igiialities,  or  rather  the  advantages  which  I  have  derived  from  their 
exertion.  Even  the  recurrence  of  the  date  of  this  letter,  the  aimiversory 
of  the  most  uufurtuuiLte  day  of  uiy  past  existence,*  but  which  cannot 
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poiBou  my  future  while  I  retain  the  resource  of  your  friendBhip^  and  of 
my  own  faculties,  will  henceforth  have  a  more  agreeable  recollection  for 
both,  inasmuch  as  it  will  remind  us  of  this  my  attempt  to  thank  yon  for 
an  indefatigable  regard,  such  as  few  men  have  experienced,  and  no  one 
could  experience  without  thinking  better  of  his  species  and  of  himael£ 

It  has  been  our  fortune  to  traver^  together,  at  various  periods,  the 
countries  of  chivalry,  history,  and  fable — Spain,  Greece,  Asia  ^nor,  and 
Italy;  and  wViit  AthcrjB  and  Constantinople  were  to  us  a  few  yean 
ago,  Venice  and  Bome  have  been  more  recently.  The  poem  also,  or  the 
])ilgrim,  or  both,  have  accompanied  me  from  first  to  last ;  and  perhaps  it 
may  be  a  pardonable  vanity  which  induces  me  to  reflect  with  complacency 
on  a  composition  which  in  some  degree  connects  me  with  the  spot  where 
it  was  produced,  and  the  objects  it  would  fain  describe ;  and  however 
unworthy  it  may  be  deemed  of  those  magical  and  memorable  abodes, 
however  short  it  may  fall  of  our  distant  conceptions  and  immediate 
impressions,  yet  as  a  mark  of  respect  for  what  is  venerable,  and  of  feeling 
for  what  is  glorious,  it  has  been  to  me  a  source  of  pleasure  in  the 
production,  and  I  part  with  it  with  a  kind  of  regret,  which  I  hardly 
suspected  that  events  could  have  left  me  for  imaginary  objects. 

With  regard  to  the  conduct  of  the  last  canto,  there  will  be  found  len  of 
the  pilgrim  than  in  any  of  the  preceding,  and  that  little  slightly,  if  at  all, 
separated  from  the  author  speaking  in  his  own  person.  The  fact  is,  that  I 
had  become  weary  of  drawing  a  line  which  every  one  seemed  determined 
not  to  perceive  :  like  the  Chinese  in  Goldsmith^s  ''Citizen  of  the  Wot  Id,** 
whom  nobody  would  believe  to  bo  a  Chinese,  it  was  in  vain  Uiat  I 
asserted,  and  imagined  that  I  had  drawn,  a  distinction  between  the  author 
and  tlie  pilgrim  ;  and  the  very  anxiety  to  preserve  this  difference,  and 
di8apix)iutment  at  finding  it  unavailing,  so  far  crushed  my  efforts  in  tlie 
composition,  that  I  determined  to  abandon  it  altogether— and  have  done 
so.  The  opinions  which  have  been,  or  may  be,  foi'med  on  that  subject  are 
jiotp  a  matter  of  indilference  :  the  work  is  to  depend  on  itself,  and  not  on 
tlie  writer  ;  and  the  author,  who  has  no  resources  in  his  own  mind  boyoud 
the  reputation,  transient  or  permanent,  which  is  to  arise  from  his  literary 
efforts,  deserves  the  fate  of  authors. 

In  the  course  of  the  following  canto  it  was  my  intention,  cither  in  the 
text  or  in  the  notes,  to  have  touched  upon  the  present  state  of  Italian 
literature,  and  (>erha{)s  of  manners.  But  the  text,  witliin  the  limita  I 
proposed,  I  soon  found  hardly  Kufiicient  for  the  labyrinth  of  external 
objects,  and  the  consequent  reflections  :  and  for  the  whole  of  the  notes, 
excepting  a  few  of  the  shortest^  I  nni  indebted  to  yourself,  and  these  wvre 
necessarily  limited  to  the  elucidatiuu  of  the  ti'Xt. 
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U  is  »Uo  A  delicate,  and  no  very  grateful  task,  to  dissert  npun  t)ie 
literoiture  and  moimeTs  of  a  natioa  so  dissimilar;  and  requires  an 
BttetilJon  and  impartiality  wliich  would  induce  us, — tliougli  perLaps  no 
inattentive  observurs,  nor  ignorant  oF  the  language  or  custuma  of  tlie 
people  amongst  wliom  we  have  recently  abode — to  distrnst,  or  at  least 
defer  our  judgment,  and  move  narrowly  examine  our  information.  Tlie 
•tate  of  literary,  as  well  as  political  party,  appears  to  run,  or  to  have  run, 
so  high,  tliat  for  a  stranger  to  steer  impartiidly  between  them  is  nest  to 
impoaaible.  It  niny  be  enough,  then,  at  least  for  my  purpose,  to  qiiot« 
from  their  own  beautiful  language — "  Mi  pare  cbe  iu  uu  paeae  tntto 
poetico,  che  vanta  la  lingua  la  piil  nobile  ed  insictoe  la  piil  dolce,  tutta 
tntte  le  vie  cllverse  si  posaono  tentore,  e  die  sluche  lu  patria  di  Alfieri  e  d* 
Monti  non  ha  perdato  1'  aiitico  valore,  In  tutte  essa  dovrebbe  esseru  In 
prima,"  Italy  has  great  names  still — Canova,  Monti,  Ugo  foscolo, 
FlDdemcmte,  Visconti,  Morelli,  Cicognara,  Albrieii,  Mezzophanti,  Mai, 
Muatoxidi,  Aglietti,  and  Vacca,  will  secure  to  the  present  geuemlion  nn 
hoiioorable  place  iu  most  of  the  departments  of  Art,  Suiuoue,  and  Belles 
Lettres  ;  and  in  some  the  very  highest — Europe — the  World — has  but 
one  Canova. 

It  has  been  somewhere  said  by  Alfieri,  that  "La  planta  uomo  nasce  piik 
robusta  in  Italia  che  in  quahmque  altra  terra— e  che  gli  stessi  atroei 
delitti  che  vi  si  eommettuuo  ne  sono  ima  prova."  Without  suhscribing  to 
the  latter  part  of  his  propoailJon,  a  dangerous  doctrine,  the  truth  of  which 
may  be  disputed  on  better  grounds,  namely,  that  thn  Italians  are  in  no 
renpect  more  ferocious  than  theii-  neighboura,  that  man  must  be  wilfully 
blind,  or  ignorontly  heedless,  who  is  not  struck  with  the  extraordinary 
capndtyof  this  people,  or,  if  such  a  word  be  admissible,  their  capaiUUiei, 
tbe  facility  of  their  acquisitions,  the  rapidity  of  their  conceptions,  the  fire 
of  their  genius,  their  sense  of  beauty,  and,  amidst  all  the  diaadvautngea 
of  repealed  revolutions,  the  desolation  of  battles,  and  the  despair  of  ages, 
llieir  still  onqueuched  "longing  after  immortality," — the  immortality  of 
independence.  And  when  we  ourselves,  in  riding  round  the  walls  of 
IConie,  beard  tbe  siiaple  lament  of  the  labourers'  chorus,  ^  Roma  !  Bunia  ] 
ttoiua  !  Boma  non  i  piu  come  era  prima,"  it  was  difficult  not  to  contrast 
this  melancholy  dirge  with  the  bucchaual  roar  of  the  sougs  of  exultation 
•till  yelled  from  the  Loudon  taverns,  over  the  carnage  of  Mont  St.  Jeau, 
■ud  the  betrayal  of  Genoa,  of  Italy,  of  Fntoce,  and  of  tlie  world,  by  men 
wliMe  conduct  you  yourself  have  exposed  iu  a  work  worthy  of  the  better 
ia)-a  of  our  history.    For  me, — 
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What  Italy  has  gained  by  the  late  transfer  of  nations^  it  were 
for  Englishmen  to  enquire,  till  it  becomes  ascertained  that  England  has 
acquired  something  more  than  a  permanent  army  and  a  suspended  Habeas 
Corpus ;  it  is  enough  for  them  to  look  at  home.  For  what  they  have  done 
abroad,  and  especially  in  the  South,  **  Verily  they  icill  havi  their  reward,** 
and  at  no  very  distant  period. 

Wishing  you,  my  dear  Hobhouse,  a  safe  and  agreeable  return  to  that 
country  whose  real  welfare  can  be  dearer  to  none  than  to  yourself  I 
dedicate  to  you  this  poem  in  its  completed  state ;  *  and  repeat  once  more 
how  truly  I  am  ever 

Your  obliged 

And  affectionate  friend, 

BYBON. 

*  [Besides  the  notes  fSrom  the  pen  of  this  wisest  and  truest  of  Lord  Bynnk^u  fikndM, 
which  are  appended  to  the  poem,  Mr.  Hobhouse  published  a  Tolume  entitled  '*  His- 
torical lUuBtrations  of  tb9  Fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold.**  The  rolnme  and  the 
notes  are  both  written  with  unusual  elegance,  and  for  their  substaooe  we  have  the 
testimony  of  Lord  Byron,  thai  Mr.  Hobhouse  had  greater  knowledge  of  Bome  and  its 
environs  than  any  Knglishnian  sinoe  Gibbon.] 


CANTO  THE  FOURTH. 


I. 

I  STOOD  in  Venice^  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs  ;^ 
A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  hand : 
I  saw  from  out  the  wave  her  structures  rise 
As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand  t 
A  thousand  years  their  cloudy  wings  expand 
Around  me,  and  a  dying  Glory  smiles 
O'er  the  far  times^  when  many  a  subject  land 
Look'd  to  the  winged  Lion's*  marble  piles. 
Where  Venice  sate  in  state,  throned  on  her  hundred  isles  t 

II. 
She  looks  a  sea  Cybele,  fresh  from  ocean/ 
Sising  with  her  tiara  of  proud  towers 
At  airy  distance,  with  majestic  motion, 
A  ruler  of  the  waters  and  their  powers : 
And  such  she  was; — her  daughters  had  their  dowers 
from  spoib  of  nations,  and  the  exhaustless  East 
Pour'd  in  her  lap  all  gems  in  sparkling  showers. 
In  purple  was  she  robed,  and  of  her  feast 
Monarcbs  partook,  and  deem'd  their  dignity  increased. 
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m. 
In  Venice  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more/ 
And  silent  rows  the  songless  gondolier ; 
Her  palaces  are  crumbling  to  the  shore. 
And  music  meets  not  always  now  the  ear : 
Those  days  are  gone — but  Beauty  still  is  here. 
States  fall,  arts  fade — but  Nature  doth  not  die. 
Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear. 
The  pleasant  place  of  all  festivity. 
The  revel  of  the  earth,  the  mas(|ue  of  Italy ! 

nr. 
But  unto  us  she  hath  a  spell  beyond 
Her  name  in  story,  and  her  long  array 
Of  mighty  shadows,  whose  dim  forms  despond 
Above  the  dogeless  city's  vanished  sway ; 
Ours  is  a  trophy  which  will  not  decay 
With  the  llialto ;  Shylock  and  the  Moor, 
And  Pierre,  can  not  be  swept  or  worn  away — 
The  keystones  of  the  arch !  though  all  were  o'er. 
For  us  lepeopled  were  the  solitary  shore. 

▼. 
The  beings  of  the  mind  are  not  of  clay ; 
Essentially  immortal,  they  create 
And  multiply  in  us  a  brighter  ray 
And  more  beloved  existence ;  that  which  Fate 
Proliibits  to  dull  life,  in  this  our  state 
Of  mortal  bondage,  by  these  spirits  supplied, 
First  exiles,  then  replaces  what  we  hate ; 
Watering  the  heart  wliose  early  flowers  have  died. 
And  with  a  fresher  growth  replenwhing  the  void. 
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Such  ia  the  refuge  of  our  youth  anil  age. 
The  first  from  Hope,  the  last  from  Vacancy ; 
And  this  worn  feeling  peoples  many  a  page, 
And,  may  be,  tliat  which  grows  beneath  mine  eye : 
Yet  there  are  things  whose  strong  reality 
Outshines  our  fairy-land  ;  in  shape  and  hues 
More  beautiful  than  our  fantastic  sky, 
And  the  strange  constellations  which  the  Muse 
I  O'er  her  wild  universe  is  skilful  to  diffuse : 


I  saw  or  dream'd  of  such, — but  let  them  go, — 
They  came  like  truth,  and  disappear'd  like  dreams ; 
And  whatsoe'er  they  were — are  now  but  so  : 
I  could  replace  them  if  I  would ;  still  teems 
My  mind  with  many  a  form  which  aptly  seems 
Such  as  I  sought  for,  and  at  moments  found ; 
Let  these  too  go — for  waking  Reason  deems 
Such  ovcr-weening  phantasies  unsound, 
f  And  other  voices  speak,  and  other  sights  surround. 


I've  taught  me  other  tongues,  aud  in  strange  eyes 
Have  made  me  not  a  stranger;  to  the  mind 
WliicU  is  itself,  no  changes  bring  surprise ; 
Nor  is  it  harsh  to  make,  nor  hard  to  find 
A  country  with — ay,  or  without  mankind ; 
Tet  was  I  bom  where  men  are  proud  to  be, — 
Not  without  cause ;  and  should  I  leave  behind 
The  inviolate  island  of  the  sage  and  free, 
1  And  S'xk  me  out  a  home  by  a  remoter  sea. 
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Perhaps  I  loved  it  well;  and  should  I  lay 
My  ashes  in  a  aoil  which  is  not  mine, 
My  spirit  aliall  resume  it — if  wc  may 
Unbodied  choose  a  sanctuai'y.     I  twine 
My  hopes  of  being  remember'd  in  my  line 
With  my  land's  language  :  if  too  fond  and  far 
These  aspirations  in  their  scope  incline, — 
If  ray  fame  should  be,  as  my  fortunes  are. 
Of  hasty  growth  and  blight,  and  dull  Oblivion  bar 


My  name  from  out  the  temple  where  the  dead 
Are  honour'd  by  the  nations — let  it  be — 
And  light  the  laurels  on  a  loftier  head ! 
And  be  the  Spartan's  epitaph  on  me — 
"Sparta  hath  many  a  worthier  son  than  lie.'" 
Meantime  I  seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need; 
The  thorns  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
I  planted ;  they  have  torn  me,  and  I  bleed : 
I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from  such  a  seul. 


The  apouBelesB  Adriatic  mourns  her  lord ; 
And,  annual  marriage  now  no  more  renew'd. 
The  Bucentaur  lies  rotting  unrestored, 
Neglected  garment  of  her  widowhood  1  * 
St.  Mark  yet  se«s  bis  lion  where  he  stood' 
Stftnd,  but  in  mockery  of  his  wither'd  power. 
Over  the  proud  Place  where  an  Em^ieror  sued. 
And  mouarchs  gazed  and  envied  in  the  hour 
WUvii  Venice  was  ii  quccu  wilb  an  uucquall'il  do" 
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Ke  Suabian  saed,  and  nnw  tlie  Austrian  reigus — ' 
.  Emperor  tramples  where  an  ilmperor  knelt; 
Qgdoms  are  shrunk  to  provinces,  and  chains 
Clank  over  sceptred  cities;  nations  melt 
From  power's  high  pinnacle,  when  they  have  felt 
The  annshiue  for  a  wliile,  and  downward  go 
Like  lauwuie  looscn'd  from  the  mouotain's  belt; 
Oil  for  one  Itour  of  blind  old  Daiidolo  !* 
Th'  octogenarian  cliief,  Byzantium's  conquering  foe. 


^^pef{ 


Tore  St.  Mark  stiU  glow  Ids  steeds  of  brass, 
'5Tieir  gilded  collars  glittering  in  the  sun  ; 
But  is  not  Dona's  menace  come  to  pass  ?  '° 
Are  thej  not  bridled.^ — Venice,  lost  and  «ori. 
Her  tliirteen  hundred  jears  of  freedom  done. 
Sinks,  like  a  sea-weed,  into  whence  she  rose ! " 
Better  be  wlielm'd  beneath  the  waves,  and  shun. 
Even  in  destruction's  depth,  her  foreign  foes. 
From  whom  submission  wrings  an  infamous  repose. 


In  youth  she  was  all  glory, — a  new  Tyre ; 
Her  very  by-word  sprung  from  victory, 
llie  "  Planter  of  the  Lion,"  "  which  through  fire 
And  blood  she  bore  o'er  subject  earth  and  sea; 
Though  making  many  slaves,  herself  still  free. 
And  Europe's  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomite; 
"Witness  Troy's  rival,  Candia  !  "     Vouch  it,  ye 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  Lepauto's  light  I 
For  ve  aa'  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can  blight. 
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rr. 

Statues  of  glass — all  shiver'd — the  long  lile 
Of  her  dead  Doges  are  declined  to  dust ; 
But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  pile 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust ; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust. 
Have  yielded  to  the  stranger :  empty  halls. 
Thin  streets,  and  foreign  aspects,  such  as  must 
Too  oft  remind  her  who  and  what  enthrals,*' 
Have  flung  a  desolate  cloud  o'er  Venice'  lovely  walls. 

XTl. 

When  Athens*  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 
And  fetter*d  thousands  bore  the  yoke  of  war, 
Bedemption  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Muse," 
Her  voice  their  only  ransom  from  afar : 
See !  as  they  chant  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 
Of  the  overmastered  victor  stops,  the  reins 
Fall  from  his  hands,  his  idle  scimitar 
Starts  from  its  belt — he  rends  his  captive's  chains. 
And  bids  him  thank  the  bard  for  freedom  and  his  strains. 

XVII. 

Thus,  Venice,  if  no  stronger  claim  were  thine. 
Were  all  thy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot. 
Thy  choral  memory  of  the  Bard  divine. 
Thy  love  of  Tasso,  should  have  cut  the  knot 
Which  ties  thee  to  thy  tyrants ;  and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  nations, — most  of  all, 
Albion  I  to  thee :  the  Ocean  queen  should  not 
Abandon  Ocean's  childre:) ;  in  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  despite  thy  watery  walL 
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I  loved  her  Erom  iny  boyhood ;  slie  to  me 
Wm  as  a  fairy  city  of  the  heart, 
EisiDg  like  water-columns  from  tlie  sea, 
Of  joy  the  sojourn,  and  of  wealth  the  mart ; 
And  Otway,  BadcliiTo,  Schiller,  Shakspeare'a  art," 
Hail  stamp'd  her  image  in  me,  and  even  so. 
Although  I  found  her  thus,  we  did  not  part; 
Perchance  even  dearer  in  her  day  of  woe, 
Than  when  she  was  a  boast,  a  marvel,  and  a  show. 


I  can  repeople  with  the  past — and  of 
The  present  there  is  still  for  eye  and  thought. 
And  meditation  chasten'd  down,  enough ; 
And  more,  it  may  be,  than  I  hoped  or  sought ; 
And  of  the  happiest  moraents  which  were  wrought 
Within  the  web  of  my  existence,  some 
From  thee,  fair  Venice  I  have  tlieir  colours  caught : 
Tliere  ore  some  feelings  Time  can  not  benumb, 
Nor  Torture  shake,  or  mine  would  now  be  cold  and  dumb. 


Bnt  from  their  nature  will  llie  tanuen  grow" 
Loftiest  on  loftiest  and  least  shelCer'd  rocks, 
Rooted  in  barrenness,  where  nought  below 
Of  soil  supports  them  'gainst  the  Alpine  shocks 
Of  eddying  storms ;  yet  springs  the  trunk,  and  mocks 
The  iiowling  tempest,  till  its  height  and  frame 
Arc  worthy  of  the  mountains  from  whose  blocks 
Of  bleak,  gray  granite  into  life  it  came, 
An<i  grew  a  giant  tree  ; — the  mind  may  grow  the  same. 
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Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  sofierance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  bare  and  desolated  bosoms :  mute 
The  camel  labours  with  the  heaviest  load. 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence ;  not  bestow'd 
In  vain  should  such  example  be;  if  they. 
Things  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood. 
Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  ciay 
May  temper  it  to  bear, — it  is  but  for  a  day. 

XXII. 

All  suffering  doth  destroy,  or  is  destroyed. 
Even  by  the  sufferer ;  and,  in  each  event. 
Ends  :  Some,  with  hope  replenished  and  rebuoy'd. 
Return  to  whence  they  came — with  like  intent. 
And  weave  their  web  again ;  some,  bow'd  and  bent^ 
Wax  gray  and  ghastly,  withering  ere  their  time. 
And  perish  with  the  reed  on  which  they  leant ; 
Some  seek  devotion,  toil,  war,  good  or  crime. 
According  as  their  souls  were  formM  to  sink  or  climb. 

XXIII. 

But  ever  and  anon  of  griefs  subdued 
There  coniC4*  a  token  like  a  scorpion's  sting, 
Scjiroe  soon,  but  with  fresh  bittonioss  imbued ; 
And  slight  withal  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  would  fling 
Aside  for  ever :  it  mav  bo  a  sound  — 
A  tone  of  music — summer's  eve — or  spring — 
A  flower — the  wind — the  ocean — which  shall  wound. 
Striking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly  bound; 


And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  can  trace 
Home  to  its  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  mind. 
Bat  feel  the  shock  renew* d,  nor  can  efface 

r  The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  behiad, 

I  WhicU  out  of  things  familiar,  uudesign'd, 

'  When  least  we  deem  of  such,  calls  up  to  view 
The  spectres  whom  no  exorcism  can  bind, — 
The  cold,  the  changed,  perchance  the  dead — anew. 

The  raoum'd,  the  loved,  the  lost — too  many  I  jet  how  few! 


P 


But  my  soul  wanders ;  I  demand  it  back 
To  meditate  amongst  decay,  and  stand 
A  ruin  amidst  ruins ;  there  to  track 
Fall'n  states  and  buried  greatness,  o'er  a  land 
Wbicli  mas  the  mightiest  in  its  old  command, 
And  it  the  loveliest,  and  must  ever  be 
The  master-mould  of  Nature's  heavenly  hand ; 
Wherein  were  cast  the  heroic  and  the  free. 
The  beautiful,  the  brave,  the  lords  of  earth  atid  sea, 


Tiie  commonwealth  of  kings,  the  men  of  Rome  I 
And  even  since,  and  now,  fair  Italy  ! 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 
Of  all  Art  yields,  and  Nature  can  decree ; 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  thee  ? 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility ; 
Thy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  cannot  be  defaced. 
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XXVII. 

The  moon  is  up,  and  yet  it  is  not  night ; 
Sunset  divides  the  sky  with  her ;  a  sea 
Of  glory  streams  along  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  Friuli's  mountains  ;  Heaven  is  free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colours  seems  to  be, — 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  the  West, — 
Where  the  Day  joins  the  past  Eternity ; 
While,  on  the  other  hand,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floats  through  the  azure  air,  an  island  of  the  blest  1** 

xxnii. 
A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  reigns 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven ;  but  still 
Yon  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remains 
RoU'd  o'er  the  peak  of  the  far  Rhsetian  hill. 
As  Day  and  Night  contending  were,  until 
Nature  reclaimed  her  order :  gently  flows 
Tlie  deep-dyed  Brenta, — where  their  hues  instil 
The  odorous  purple  of  a  new -bom  rose. 
Which  streams  upon  her  stream,  and  glass'd  within  it  glows,^- 

ZXIX. 

Fill'd  with  the  face  of  heaven,  which,  from  afar. 
Gomes  down  upon  the  waters ;  all  its  hues. 
From  the  rich  sunset  to  the  rising  star. 
Their  magical  variety  difl*use : 
And  now  they  change ;  a  paler  shadow  strews 
Its  mantle  o'er  the  mountains ;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  imbues 
With  a  new  colour  as  it  gasps  away, 
The  last  still  loveliest,  till— 'tis  gone— and  all  is  gray. 
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ITliere  is  a  tomb  in  Arqua; — rear'd  in  air, 
Pillar'd  in  tlietr  aorcoplingus,  repose 
The  bones  of  Laura's  lover ;  here  repair 
Many  familiar  with  liis  well-sung  woes, 
Tlie  pilgrima  of  his  genius,     lie  arose 
To  raise  a  language,  and  his  land  reclaim 
From  the  dull  joke  of  her  barbaric  foes : 
Watering  the  tree  ffUich  bears  his  lady'a  name" 
With  his  melodious  tears,  lie  gave  himself  to  fame. 


Tliey  keep  hia  dust  in  Arqua,  where  he  died ; 

The  mountain -village  where  his  latter  dajs 
■  Went  down  the  vale  of  years;  and  'tis  their  pride- 
I  An  honest  pride — and  let  it  be  their  praise. 

To  offer  to  the  passing  stranger's  gaze 
I  His  mansioTi  and  his  sepulchre  ;  both  plain 

And  venerably  simple,  such  as  raise 

A  feeling  more  accordant  with  his  strain 
Than  if  a  pyramid  form'd  his  monumental  fane." 

^^^1  And  the  soft  quiet  hamlet  where  he  dwelt 
^^^B  Is  one  of  that  complexion  which  seems  made 
^^^1   For  those  who  their  mortality  have  felt, 
^^    And  sought  a  refuge  from  their  hopes  decaj'd" 
In  Ihe  deep  nrabroge  of  a  green  hill'a  ahade, 
Wliich  shows  a  distant  prospect  far  away 
Of  busy  cities,  now  in  vain  display'd. 
For  they  can  lure  no  further ;  and  the  rav 
Of  a  bright  sun  can  make  autlicicnt  holiday. 
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XXXIU. 

Developing  the  mountains,  leaves,  and  flowers. 
And  shining  in  the  brawling  brook,  where-by. 
Clear  as  its  current,  glide  the  sauntering  hours 
Witli  a  calm  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eje 
Idlesse  it  seem,  hath  its  morality. 
If  from  society  we  learn  to  live, 
'Tis  solitude  should  teach  us  how  to  die; 
It  hath  no  flatterers ;  vanity  can  give 
No  hollow  aid;  alone — man  with  his  God  must  strive 

XXXIV. 

Or,  it  may  be,  with  demons,  who  impair " 
The  strength  of  better  thoughts,  and  seek  their  prej 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day, 
And  loved  to  dwell  in  darkness  and  dismay. 
Deeming  themselves  predestined  to  a  doom 
Which  is  not  of  the  pangs  that  pass  away ; 
Making  the  sun  like  blood,  the  earth  a  tomb. 
The  tomb  a  hell,  and  hell  itself  a  murkier  gloom. 

XXXT. 

Terrara !  *  in  thy  wide  and  grass-grown  streets, 
Whose  symmetry  was  not  for  solitude. 
There  seems  as  'twere  a  curse  upon  the  seats 
Of  former  sovereigns,  and  the  antique  brood 
Of  Este,  which  for  many  an  age  made  good 
Its  strength  within  thy  walls,  and  was  of  yore 
Patron  or  tyrant,  as  the  changing  mood 
Of  petty  power  iniiiell'd,  of  thoi«e  who  wore 
The  wreath  which  Pnnte's  brow  alone  had  worn  before. 
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And  Tasso  is  their  glorj  and  their  sli»me. 
Bark  to  his  strain !  and  then  survey  his  i«ll ! 
And  see  how  dearly  earu'd  Torquato'a  fame  ; 
And  where  Alfonso  bade  his  poet  dwell: 

»The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 
'riie  insulted  miud  he  sought  to  quench,  and  blend 
With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 
Where  he  had  plunged  it.     Glory  without  end 
Scatt«r'd  the  clouds  away ;  and  on  that  name  attend 


I   Tlie  tears  and  praises  of  all  time;  while  thine 
Would  rot  iti  its  oblivion — in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted  line 
Is  sliaken  into  nothing — but  the  link 
'i'hoQ  furmest  in  his  fartuses  bids  us  tlunk 
Of  thy  poor  malice,  naming  thee  with  sconi : 
Alfonso  !  how  thy  ducal  pageants  slirink 
Trom  thee  I  if  in  another  station  born, 
Scarc«  fit  to  be  tiic  slave  of  him  thou  mad'st  to  motim  i 


Thov  t  forin'd  to  eat,  and  be  despised,  and  die. 
Even  as  the  beasts  that  perit^h,  save  that  thou 
Hodst  a  more  splendid  trough  and  wider  sty  : 
Jit!  with  a  glory  round  his  furrow'd  brow, 
Which  emanated  then,  and  dazzles  now. 
In  face  of  all  Ids  foes,  the  Cruscan  quire. 
And  Boilcan,  whose  rash  envy  could  allow  " 
No  strain  which  shamed  his  country's  creaking  lyre, 
i']i;it  whetstone  of  the  teeth — mouotoiiy  in  wire  1 
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XXXIX. 

Peace  to  Torqaato's  injured  shade  I  'twas  his 
In  life  and  death  to  be  the  mark  where  Wrong 
Aim'd  with  her  poison'd  arrows, — but  to  miss. 
Oh,  victor  unsurpassed  in  modem  song  1 
Each  year  brings  forth  its  millions ;  but  how  long 
The  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on. 
And  not  the  whole  combined  and  countless  throng 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine  ?  though  all  in  one 
Condensed  their  scattered  rays,  they  would  not  form  a  sum 

XL. 

Great  as  thou  art,  yet  paralleled  by  those. 
Thy  countrymen,  before  thee  born  to  shine. 
The  Bards  of  Hell  and  Chivalry  :  first  rose 
The  Tuscan  father's  comedy  divine; 
Then,  not  unequal  to  the  Florentine, 
The  southern  Scott,  the  minstrel  who  called  forth 
A  new  creation  with  his  magic  line. 
And,  like  the  Ariosto  of  the  North,* 
Sang  ladye-love  and  war,  romance  and  knightly  worth. 

xu. 
The  lightning  rent  from  Ariosto's  bust* 
The  iron  crown  of  laurel's  mimic'd  leaves ; 
Nor  was  the  ominous  element  unjust, 
For  the  true  laurel- wreath  which  Glory  weaves 
Is  of  the  tree  no  bolt  of  thunder  cleaves,* 
And  the  false  semblance  but  disgraced  his  brow  ; 
Yet  still,  if  fondly  Superstition  grieves. 
Know,  that  the  lightning  sanctifies  below  " 
Whatever  it  strikes ; — yon  head  is  doubly  sacred  now. 
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Italia  [  oil,  Italia  I  tliou  who  hast 
The  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 
A  funeral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past, 
Ou  thy  Bweet  brow  is  sorrow  plough'd  by  shame, 
And  annals  graved  in  ciiaracters  of  flame. 
Oh,  God !  that  thou  wert  in  thy  nakedness 
Leas  lovely  or  more  powerful,  aud  couldst  claim 
Thy  right,  and  awe  the  robbers  back,  who  press 
I  To  shed  thy  blood,  and  drink  the  tears  of  tliy  distress ; 


Then  might'st  thou  more  appal ;  or,  less  desired. 
Be  homely  and  be  peaceful,  undeplored 
Por  thy  destmctive  charms ;  then,  still  untired, 
Would  not  be  seen  the  armed  torrents  pour'd 
Uown  the  deep  Alps ;  nor  would  the  hostile  horde 
Of  many-nation'd  spoilers  from  the  Po 
Quail  blood  aud  wat«r  ^  uor  tlie  stranger's  sword 
Be  thy  sad  weapon  of  defeuce,  and  so, 
Victor  or  vanquish'd,  thou  the  shive  of  friend  or  foe." 


Wandering  in  youth,  I  traced  the  path  of  In'm," 
The  Roman  friend  of  Rome's  least-mortal  mind, 
The  friend  of  Tully ;  as  my  bark  did  skim 
'ITie  bright  blue  waters  with  a  fanning  wind, 
Came  Megara  before  me,  and  behind 
jEgina  lay,  Pira;us  on  the  right. 
And  Corinth  on  the  left ;  I  lay  reclined 
Along  the  prow,  and  saw  all  these  unite 
1  ruin,  even  as  he  had  seen  the  desolate  sight; 
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XLT. 

For  Time  hath  not  rebuilt  them^  but  uprear'd 
Barbaric  dwellings  on  their  shattered  site. 
Which  only  make  more  mournM  and  more  endeared 
The  few  last  rays  of  their  far-scatter'd  light. 
And  the  crush'd  relics  of  their  vanishM  might. 
The  Soman  saw  these  tombs  in  his  own  age. 
These  sepulchres  of  cities,  which  excite 
Sad  wonder,  and  his  yet  surviving  page 
The  moral  lesson  bears,  drawn  from  such  pilgrimage. 

XLYI. 

That  page  is  now  before  me,  and  on  mine 
His  countr/s  ruin  added  to  the  mass 
Of  perish'd  states  he  moumM  in  their  decline. 
And  I  in  desolation  :  all  that  teas 
Of  then  destruction  is  ;  and  now,  alas ! 
Borne — Eome  imperial,  bows  her  to  the  storm. 
In  the  same  dust  and  blackness,  and  we  pass 
The  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form,** 
Wrecks  of  another  world,  whose  ashes  still  are  warm. 

XLVII. 

Yet,  Italy !  through  every  other  land 
Thy  wrongs  shoidd  ring,  and  shall,  from  side  to  side;" 
Mother  of  Arts !  as  once  of  arms ;  thy  hand 
Was  then  our  guardian,  and  is  still  our  guide ; 
Parent  of  our  Religion !  whom  the  wide 
Nations  have  knelt  to  for  the  keys  of  heaven ! 
Europe,  repentant  of  her  parricide. 
Shall  yet  redeem  thee,  and,  all  backward  driven, 
Koll  the  barbarian  tide,  and  sue  to  be  forgiven. 
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But  Amo  nins  us  to  the  fair  wliite  walls, 
"W'liere  the  Etrurian  Athens  claims  and  keeps 
A  softer  feeling  for  her  fairy  halls. 
Girt  by  her  theatre  of  hills,  she  reupa 

EHer  com,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  Plenty  leaps 
I'o  laughing  life,  with  her  redundant  horn. 
Along  the  banks  where  smiling  Arno  sweeps 
Was  modem  Luxury  of  Commerce  bom. 
And  buried  Learning  rose,  redeeui'd  to 


new  mom. 


Tliere,  too,  the  Goddess  loves  in  stone,  and  fills " 
Q'he  air  around  with  beauty ;  we  inhale 
The  ambrosial  aspect,  which,  beheld,  instils 
Part  of  its  immortality ;  the  veil 
Of  heaven  is  half  undrawn ;  within  the  pale 
"We  stand,  and  in  that  form  and  face  behold 
"What  Mind  can  make,  when  Nature's  self  would  fail ; 
And  to  the  fond  idolaters  of  old 
Envy  the  innate  flush  which  such  a  soul  could  mould : 


"We  gaze  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where. 
Dazzled  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart" 
B«c]s  with  its  fulness ;  there — for  ever  there — 
Chaiu'd  to  the  chariot  of  triumphal  Art, 
We  stand  aa  captives,  and  would  not  depart. 
Away ! — there  need  no  words,  nor  terms  precise. 
The  paltry  jargon  of  the  marble  mart, 
Where  Pedantry  gulls  Folly — we  have  eyes : 
Hood,  pulse,  and  breast  confirm  the  Dardan  Shepherd's  prize 
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u. 
Appear'dst  thou  not  to  Paris  in  this  guise  P 
Or  to  more  deeply  blest  Anchises  ?  or. 
In  all  thy  perfect  goddess-ship^  when  lies 
Before  thee  thy  own  vanquished  Lord  of  War  ? 
And  gazing  in  thy  face  as  toward  a  star. 
Laid  on  thy  lap,  his  eyes  to  thee  upturn, 
Feeding  on  thy  sweet  cheek !  *  while  thy  lips  are 
With  lava  kisses  melting  while  they  bum, 
Showered  on  his  eyelids,  brow,  and  mouth,  as  from  an  urn  I 

LII. 

Glowing,  and  circumfused  in  speechless  love, 
Their  full  divinity  inadequate 
That  feeling  to  express,  or  to  improve. 
The  gods  become  as  mortals,  and  man's  fate 
Has  moments  like  their  brightest ;  but  the  weight 
Of  earth  recoils  upon  us ; — let  it  go ! 
We  can  recall  such  visions,  and  create. 
Prom  what  has  been,  or  might  be,  things  which  grow 
Into  thy  statue's  form,  and  look  like  gods  below. 

LIU. 

I  leave  to  learned  fingers,  and  wise  hands. 
The  artist  and  his  ape,  to  teach  and  tell 
How  well  his  connoisseurship  understands 
The  graceful  bend,  and  the  voluptuous  swell : 
Let  these  describe  the  undescribable : 
I  would  not  their  vile  breath  should  crisp  the  stream 
Wherein  that  image  shall  for  ever  dwell ; 
The  unruffled  mirror  of  the  loveliest  dream 
That  ever  left  the  sky  on  the  deep  soul  to  beam. 
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In  Santa  Croce'a  lioly  precincts  iie" 
Ashes  wliich  make  it  holier,  tlust  whicli  is 
Even  in  itself  an  immortality. 
Though  tliere  were  notliing  save  the  jiast,  utid  thiii, 
Tlie  particle  of  those  sublimities 
Which  have  relapsed  to  chaos  :  here  repose 
Aiigelo's,  Alfieri's  bones,  and  his," 
The  starry  Galileo,  with  his  woes ; 
Here  llachiavclii's  earth  rctarn'd  to  whence  it  rose." 

[ 

^^^H     liat  nrhere  repose  lliu  all  Etruscan  three — 
^^^H     Dante,  and  Petrarch,  and,  scarce  leas  than  they, 
^^^B     The  Bard  of  Fiosc,  creative  spirit  I  he 
^^^^      Of  the  Hundred  Tales  of  love — where  did  they  Iiiy 
Their  bones,  distinguish'd  from  our  common  clay 
In  death  as  hfe?     Are  they  resolved  to  dust, 
And  have  tlieir  country's  marbles  nonght  to  say  ? 
Could  not  her  quarries  funiisii  forth  one  bust  ? 
^^^Hpid  they  not  to  her  breast  tlicir  tiltnl  earth  entrust  p 


These  are  four  minds,  which,  like  the  elements, 

Might  furnish  forth  creation  : — Italy  ! 

Time,  which  hath  wrong'd  thee  with  ten  thoi'sand  rents 

Of  thine  imperial  garment,  shall  deny. 

And  hatli  denied,  to  every  other  sky. 

Spirits  which  soar  from  rniu  :  thy  decay 

Is  still  impregnate  with  divinity. 

Which  gilds  it  with  revivifying  ray; 

icb  aa  the  great  of  yore,  Caaova  is  to-day. 
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Lvn. 

Ungrateful  Florence  I  Dante  sleeps  afar^* 
Like  Scipio^  buried  by  the  upbraiding  shore  :* 
Thy  factions^  in  their  worse  than  civil  war. 
Proscribed  the  bard  whose  name  for  evermore 
Their  children's  children  would  in  vain  adore 
With  the  remorse  of  ages ;  and  the  crown** 
Which  Petrarch's  laureate  brow  supremely  wore. 
Upon  a  far  and  foreign  soil  had  grown. 
His  life,  his  fame,  his  grave,  though  rifled — ^not  thine  own. 

LVJII. 

Boccaccio  to  his  parent  earth  bequeathed  *" 
His  dust, — ^and  lies  it  not  her  great  among. 
With  many  a  sweet  and  solemn  requiem  breathed 
O'er  him  who  form'd  the  Tuscan's  siren  tongue? 
That  music  in  itself,  whose  sounds  are  song. 
The  poetry  of  speech  ?     No ; — even  his  tomb 
Uptom,  must  bear  the  hysena  bigot's  wrong, 
No  more  amidst  the  meaner  dead  find  room. 
Nor  claim  a  passing  sigh,  because  it  told  for  wiom  I 

LIX. 

And  Santa  Croce  wants  their  mighty  dust ; 
Yet  for  this  want  more  noted,  as  of  vore 
The  CfiBsar's  pageant,  shorn  of  Brutus'  bust. 
Did  but  of  Rome's  best  Son  remind  her  more  :** 
Happier  Haven na !  on  thy  hoary  shore, 
Fortress  of  falling  empire !  honour'd  sleeps 
Tlie  immortal  exile ; — Arqua,  too,  her  store 
Of  tuneful  relics  proudly  claims  and  keeps, 
While  Florence  vainly  begs  her  banish'd  dead  and  weeps. 
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'What  13  lier  pyramid  of  precious  stones, 
Of  porphyry,  jasper,  agate,  and  all  hues 
Of  gem  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  boiie^ 
Of  merchant- dukes  ?  "  the  momentary  dews 
Which,  sparkling  to  the  twilight  stars,  infuse 
Freshness  in  the  green  turf  that  wraps  the  dead, 
'\Vhose  names  are  mausoleums  of  the  Muse, 
Are  gently  prcst  with  far  more  reverent  tread 
a  ever  paced  the  slab  which  paves  the  princely  head. 


There  be  more  things  to  greet  the  heart  and  uyes 
In  Amo's  dome  of  Art's  most  princely  shrine, 
AVhere  sculpture  with  her  rainbow  sister  vies ; 
There  be  rnore  marvels  yet^but  not  for  mine ; 
For  I  have  been  accustom'd  to  entwine 
Mr  thoughts  with  Nature  rather  in  the  lields, 
llian  Art  in  galleries :  though  a  work  divine 
Calls  for  my  spirit's  homage,  yet  it  yields 
Less  than  it  feels,  because  the  weapon  which  it  wields 


Is  of  another  temper,  and  I  roam 
By  Thrasimene's  lake,  in  the  defiles 
Fatal  to  Koman  rashness,  more  at  home ; 
For  there  the  Carthaginian's  warlike  wiles 
Come  back  before  me,  as  liis  skill  beguiles 
The  host  between  the  mountains  and  the  shore," 
AVliere  courage  falls  in  her  despairing  files. 
And  torrents,  swoU'n  to  rivers  with  their  gore. 
Berk  through  the  sultry  plain,  with  legions  scattiVd 
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like  to  a  forest  fell'd  bj  mountain  vinds; 
And  such  the  stonn  of  battle  on  this  day. 
And  sQch  the  frenzr,  whose  conTuIsion  blinds 
To  all  save  carnage,  that,  beneath  the  fray. 
An  earthquake  reel'd  nnheededlj  away !  * 
Xone  felt  stern  Nature  rocking  at  his  feet. 
And  yawning  forth  a  grave  for  those  who  lay 
Upon  their  bucklers  for  a  winding  sheet; 
Such  is  the  absorbing  hate  when  warring  nations  meet  I 

UOT. 

The  Earth  to  them  was  as  a  rolling  bark 
Which  bore  them  to  Eternity ;  they  saw 
The  Ocean  round,  but  had  no  time  to  mark 
The  motions  of  their  vessel ;  Nature's  law. 
In  them  suspended,  reck'd  not  of  the  awe 
Which  reigns  when  mountains  tremble,  and  the  birds 
Plunge  in  the  clouds  for  refuge,  and  withdraw 
From  their  down-toppling  nests ;  and  bellowing  herds 
Stumble  o'er  heaving  plains,  and  man's  dread  hath  no  words. 

LXV. 

Far  other  scene  is  Thrasiinene  now  ; 
Her  lake  a  sheet  of  silver,  and  her  plain 
Rt'nt  by  no  ravage  save  the  gentle  plough ; 
Her  aged  trees  rise  thick  as  once  the  slain 
Lay  where  their  roots  are ;  but  a  brook  hath  ta'en — 
A  little  rill  of  scanty  stream  and  bed — 
A  name  of  blood  from  that  day's  sanguine  rain ; 
And  Sanguinetto  tells  ye  where  the  dead 
Made  the  earth  wet,  and  tum'd  the  unwilling  waters  red. 
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But  thou,  Clitmnims  I  in  thy  sweetest  wave" 
Of  the  most  iiving  crystd  that  was  e'er 
The  liauiit  of  river  njniph,  to  gaze  and  lave 
Ilcr  Ibobs  where  noCking  hid  thciu,  tiiou  dost  rear 
Thy  grassy  banks  whereon  the  milit-wliite  steer 
Grazes ; "  the  purest  god  of  gentle  waters ! 
And  most  serene  of  aspect,  and  most  clear ; 
Surely  that  stream  was  uriprofaiieil  by  slaughters — 
A  mirror  and  a  bath  for  Beauty's  youngest  daughters  I 


And  on  thy  happy  shore  a  temple  still, 
Of  small  and  delicate  proportion,  keeps, 
Upon  a  mild  declivity  of  hill, 
Its  memory  of  tlieej  beneath  it  sweeps 
Thy  current's  calmness;  oft  from  out  it  Iea)>s 
The  finny  darter  with  the  glittering  scales. 
Who  dwells  and  revels  in  thy  glassy  deeps ; 
AVhile,  chance,  some  scatter'd  water-lily  sails 
Down  where  the  shallower  wave  still  tells  its  bubbling  tales." 


Pass  not  niiblest  the  Genius  of  the  place  I 
If  throngh  the  air  a  zephyr  more  serene 
Win  to  the  brow,  'tis  his;  and  if  ye  trace 
Along  his  margin  a  more  eloquent  green. 
If  on  the  heart  the  freshness  of  the  scene 
Sprinkle  its  coolness,  and  from  the  dry  dust 
Of  weary  life  a  moment  lave  it  clean 
With  Nature's  baptism, — 'tis  to  him  ye  mudt 
Pay  orisons  for  this  aoapension  of  disgust. 
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LXUt. 

The  roar  of  waters  I — ^from  the  headlong  height 
Velino  cleaves  the  wave-worn  precipice ; 
The  fall  of  waters !  rapid  as  the  light 
The  flashing  mass  foams  shaking  the  abyss ; 
The  hell  of  waters !  where  they  howl  and  hiss. 
And  boil  in  endless  torture ;  while  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
Their  Plilegethon,  curls  round  the  rocks  of  jet 
That  gird  the  gulf  around,  in  pitiless  horror  set, 

LXX. 

And  mounts  in  spray  the  skies,  and  thence  again 
Beturns  in  an  unceasing  shower,  wliich  round. 
With  its  unemptied  cloud  of  gentle  rain,"* 
Is  an  eternal  April  to  the  ground. 
Making  it  all  one  emerald  : — how  profound 
The  gulf !  and  how  the  giant  element 
From  rock  to  rock  leaps  with  delirious  bound, 
Crusliing  the  cliffs,  which,  downward  worn  and  rent 
With  his  fierce  footsteps,  yield  in  chasms  a  fearful  vent 

LXXI. 

To  the  broad  column  which  rolls  on,  and  shows 
More  like  tlie  fountain  of  an  infant  sea 
Torn  from  the  womb  of  mountains  by  the  throes 
Of  a  new  world,  than  only  thus  to  be 
Parent  of  rivers,  wliich  flow  gushingly. 
With  many  windings,  through  the  vale  :  ** — Look  back  I 
Lo  !  where  it  comes  like  an  eternity. 
As  if  to  sweep  down  all  things  in  its  track. 
Charming  the  eye  with  dread, — a  matchless  cataract,** 
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Horriblj  beautiful !  but  on  the  verge. 
From  siiic  to  side,  beneath  the  glittering  morn, 
Aji  Ins  sits,  amidst  the  iDfenial  surge," 
Like  Hope  upon  a  death-bed,  and,  uDWorn 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
By  the  distracted  waters,  bears  serene 
Its  brilliant  hues  witli  all  tlieir  beams  unshorn  -. 
Resembling,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene, 
I  Iiove  watching  Madness  with  unalterable  mien. 


Once  more  upon  the  woody  Apeimine, 
The  infant  AIpSj  which — had  I  not  before 
Gazed  on  their  mightier  parents,  where  the  pine 
Sita  on  more  shaggy  summits,  and  where  roar" 
The  thundering  lauwine — might  be  worshipp'd  m( 
But  I  have  seen  the  soaring  Jungfrau  rear 
Her  never-trodden  snow,  and  seen  the  hoar 
Glaciers  of  bleak  Mont  Blanc  both  far  and  near. 
And  in  Chimari  heard  the  thunder-liills  of  fear. 


Th'  Acroceraonian  mountains  of  old  name; 
And  on  Parnassus  seen  the  eagles  fly 
Like  spirits  of  the  sjwt,  as  'twere  for  fame. 
For  still  they  soar'd  unutterably  high : 
I've  look'd  on  Ida  with  a  Trojan's  eye ; 
Athos,  Oiympns,  vEtna,  Atlas,  made 
These  hills  seem  things  of  lesser  dignity, 
AU,  save  the  lone  Soracte's  height,"  display'd 
MO  in  snow,  which  asks  the  lyric  Roman's  aid 
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LZZT. 

For  our  remembrance^  and  from  out  the  plain 
Heaves  like  a  long-swept  wave  about  to  break. 
And  on  the  curl  hangs  pausing :  not  in  vain 
May  he,  who  will,  his  recollections  rake. 
And  quote  in  classic  raptures,  and  awake 
The  hills  with  Latian  echoes ;  I  abhorr'd 
Too  mucli,  to  conquer  for  the  poet's  sake. 
The  driird  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  by  word*' 
In  my  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to  record 

Lxxn. 
Aught  that  recalls  the  daily  drug  which  tum'd 
My  sickening  memory ;  and,  though  Time  hath  taught 
My  mind  to  meditate  what  then  it  learned. 
Yet  such  the  fixM  inveteracy  wrought 
By  the  impatience  of  my  early  thought. 
That,  with  the  freshness  wearing  out  before 
My  mind  could  relish  what  it  might  have  sought. 
If  free  to  choose,  1  cannot  now  restore 
Its  health ;  but  what  it  then  detested,  still  abhor. 

LXXTJI. 

Then  farewell,  Horace ;  whom  I  hated  so. 
Not  for  thy  faults,  but  mine ;  it  is  a  curse 
To  understand,  not  feel  thy  lyric  flow. 
To  comprehend,  but  never  love  thy  verse ; 
Although  no  deeper  Moralist  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  Bard  prescribe  liis  nrt. 
Nor  livelier  Satirist  the  conscience  pierce, 
Awakening  without  wounding  the  touch'd  heart. 
Yet  fare  thee  well — upon  Soracte's  ridge  we  part. 
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LXZVnL 

Oh,  Borne  I  my  country !  city  of  the  soul  I 
The  orphans  of  the  heart  must  turn  to  thee. 
Lone  mother  of  dead  empires  I  and  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  petty  misery. 
What  are  our  woes  and  sufferance  ?    Come  and  see 
The  cypress,  hear  the  owl,  and  plod  your  way 
O'er  steps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples.  Ye ! 
Whose  agonies  are  evils  of  a  day — 
A  world  is  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  our  clay. 

LXXIX. 

The  Niobe  of  nations  !  there  she  stands,"' 
Childless  and  crownless,  in  her  voiceless  woe ; 
An  empty  urn  within  her  withered  hands. 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scattered  long  ago ; 
The  Scipios*  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now ; " 
The  very  sepulchres  lie  tenantless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers :  dost  thou  flow. 
Old  Tiber !  through  a  marble  wilderness  ? 
Bise,  with  thy  yellow  waves,  and  mantle  her  distress. 

LZXX. 

The  Ooth,  the  Christian,  Time,  War,  Flood,  and  Fire, 
Have  dealt  upon  the  seven-hill'd  city's  pride ;  "• 
She  saw  her  glories  star  by  star  expire. 
And  up  the  steep  barbarian  monarclis  ride. 
Where  the  car  climbM  the  capitol ;  far  and  wide 
Temple  and  tower  went  down,  nor  left  a  site  : 
Chaos  of  ruins  !  who  shall  trace  tlie  void. 
O'er  the  dim  fragments  cast  a  lunar  light. 
And  say,  "here  was,  or  is,"  where  all  is  doubly  night  ? 

M  2 
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LXXZL 

The  double  night  of  ages^  and  of  her^ 
Night's  daughter,  Ignorance^  hath  wrapt  and  wrap 
All  round  us ;  we  but  feel  our  way  to  err : 
The  ocean  hath  his  chart,  the  stars  their  map. 
And  Knowledge  spreads  them  on  her  ample  lap ; 
But  Borne  is  as  the  desert,  where  we  steer 
Stumbling  o'er  recollections ;  now  we  clap 
Our  hands,  and  cry  "  Eureka ! ''  it  is  clear — 

When  but  some  false  mirage  of  ruin  rises  near. 

XJCXXU. 

Alas  I  the  lofty  city  !  and  alas ! 
The  trebly  hundred  triumphs  I  •  and  the  day 
When  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword  in  bearing  fame  away  ! 
Alas,  for  TuUy's  voice,  and  Virgil's  lay. 
And  Liv/s  pictured  page !  —but  these  shall  be 
Her  resurrection ;  all  beside — dec^y. 
Alas,  for  Earth,  for  never  shall  we  see 
That  brightness  in  her  eye  she  hon  when  Booie  was  free  I 

LXXXIII. 

Oh,  thou,  whose  chariot  roll'd  on  Fortune's  wheel. 
Triumphant  Syllu  1     Thou,  who  didst  subdue 
Thy  country's  foes  ere  thou  wouldst  pause  to  feel 
The  wrath  of  thy  own  wrongs,  or  reap  tlie  due 
Of  hoarded  vengeance  till  thine  eagles  flew 
O'er  prostrate  Asia ; — thou,  who  with  thy  frown 
Annihilated  senates — Bomau,  too. 
With  all  thy  vices,  for  thou  didst  lay  down 
With  an  ntoning  smile  a  more  than  earthly  crown. 


CnlLDK   HAROLD'S  riLGRIMAOK. 


Thy  dictatorial  wreath" — couldft  thou  divine 
To  what  would  one  day  dwindle  that  which  made 
Tliee  more  than  mortal  ?  and  that  so  supine 
By  aught  ihnu  Boinana  Rome  should  thus  be  laid  ? 
She  who  was  named  Eternal,  and  array'd 
Her  warriors  but  to  conquer — she  who  veii'd 
Earth  with  her  haughty  shadow,  and  displa/d, 
Until  tlie  o'er- canopied  liorizou  fail'd. 
Her  rushing  wiiigs^Oh  !  she  who  was  Almighty  hiiil'd  ! 


Svlla  was  first  of  victors ;  but  our  own, 
Tiie  sagest  of  usurper?,  Cromwell ! — he 
Too  swept  off  senates  while  he  hew'd  the  throne 
Down  to  a  block — immortal  rebel  I     See 
What  crimes  it  costs  to  be  a  moment  free. 
And  famous  through  all  ages !  but  beneath 
His  fate  the  moral  lurks  of  destiny ; 
His  day  of  double  victory  and  death 
Beheld  him  win  two  realms,  and,  happier,  yield  his  breatli." 


The  third  of  the  same  moon  whose  former  course 
Had  all  but  crown'd  him,  on  the  selfsame  day 
IJeposed  him  gently  from  his  throne  of  force. 
And  laid  him  witli  the  earth's  preceding  clay. 
And  show'd  not  Fortune  thus  how  fame  and  away, 
And  all  we  deem  dcHghtfiil,  and  consume 
Our  souls  to  compass  through  each  arduous  way. 
Are  in  her  eyes  less  happy  than  the  tomb  ? 
■Were  they  but  so  in  man's,  how  dilferent  were  his  doc 
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LXXXYII. 

And  thou,  dread  statue !  yet  existent  in* 
The  austerest  form  of  naked  majesty. 
Thou  who  beheldest,  'mid  the  assassins'  din. 
At  thy  bathed  base  the  bloody  Ccesar  lie, 
Folding  his  robe  in  dying  dignity, 
An  offering  to  thine  altar  from  the  queen 
Of  gods  and  men,  great  Nemesis  I  did  he  die. 
And  thou,  too,  perish,  Pompey  ?  have  ye  been 
Victors  of  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  scene  ? 

LXXXTUI. 

And  thou,  the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Borne  I  ** 
She-wolf  I  whose  brazen-imaged  dugs  impart 
The  milk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  dome 
Where,  as  a  monument  of  antique  art. 
Thou  standest : — Mother  of  the  mighty  heart. 
Which  the  great  founder  suck'd  from  thy  wild  teat^ 
Scorched  by  the  Roman  Jove's  ethereal  dart. 
And  thy  limbs  black  with  liglitning — dost  thou  yet 
Guard  thine  immortal  cubs,  nor  thy  fond  charge  forget  1 

LXXXIX. 

Tliou  dost ;  but  all  thy  foster-babes  are  dead — 
The  men  of  iron  ;  and  tlie  world  hath  rear'd 
Cities  from  out  their  sepulchres  :  men  bled 
In  imitation  of  the  things  they  fear'd, 
And  fought  and  conquer'd,  and  tlie  same  course  steer'd. 
At  apish  distance  ;  but  as  yet  none  ha\e. 
Nor  could,  the  same  supremacy  have  near'd. 
Save  one  vain  man,  who  is  not  in  the  grave. 
But,  vanquish^  by  himself,  to  his  own  slaves  a  slave— 
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'I'lic  fool  of  false  domiuioii — and  a  kind 
or  basUird  Qesar,  following  liim  of  old 
AVitli  steps  uuetjuol ;  for  tlie  Roman's  mind 
Was  modell'd  in  a  leas  terrestrial  monld," 
Willi  passions  fiercer,  yet  a  judgment  cold, 
Aad  an  immortal  instinct  which  redeem'd 
Tlie  frailties  of  a  heart  bo  soft,  yet  bold, 
Alcides  with  the  distaff  now  he  eeein'd 
At  Cleopatra's  feet, — and  now  himself  he  beam'd, 


And  came — and  saw — and  conquer'd  1     But  the  man 
Wlio  would  have  tamed  his  eaglca  down  to  flee. 
Like  a  train'd  falcon,  in  the  Gallic  van, 
\Vliich  lie,  in  sooth,  long  led  to  inctory. 
With  a  deaf  heart  which  never  aeeni'd  to  be 
A  listener  to  itself,  was  strangely  framed; 
With  but  one  weakest  weakness— vanity. 
Coquettish  in  ambition,  still  he  aim'd — 
At  wliat?  can  he  avouch,  or  answer  what  he  claim'd? 


And  would  be  all  or  nothing — nor  could  wait 
For  the  sure  grave  to  level  him ;  few  years 
Had  Hi'd  htm  with  tlie  Ceesars  in  his  fate. 
On  whom  we  tread  :  For  (iU  the  conqueror  rears 
Tlie  arch  of  triumph !  and  for  this  llic  tears 
And  blood  of  earth  flow  on  as  they  have  flow'd, 
An  aiiiversal  deluge,  which  appears 
Without  an  ark  for  wretched  man's  abode, 
And  ebbs  but  to  rcflow  1— Reuew  thv  rainbow,  God  t 
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XCIII. 

What  from  this  barren  being  do  we  reap  ? 
Our  senses  narrow^  and  onr  reason  frail^" 
Life  short,  and  truth  a  gem  which  loves  the  deep^ 
And  all  things  weight  in  custom's  falsest  scale; 
Opinion  an  omnipotence, — whose  veil 
Mantles  the  earth  with  darkness,  until  right 
And  wrong  are  accidents,  and  men  grow  pale 
Lest  their  own  judgments  should  become  too  bright. 
And  their  free  thoughts  be  crimes,  and  earth  have  too  much ! 

ZC17. 

And  thus  they  plod  in  sluggish  misery, 
Eotting  from  sire  to  son,  and  age  to  age. 
Proud  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die. 
Bequeathing  their  hereditary  rage 
To  the  new  race  of  inborn  slaves,  who  wage 
War  for  their  chains,  and  rather  than  be  free. 
Bleed  gladiator-like,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena  where  thev  see 
Their  fellows  fall  before,  like  leaves  of  the  same  tree 

xcv. 
I  speak  not  of  men's  creeds — they  rest  between 
Man  and  his  Maker — but  of  things  allowed, 
Averr'd,  and  known,  and  daily,  hourly  seen— 
The  yoke  that  is  upon  us  doubly  bow'd, 
liuA  the  intent  of  tyranny  avow'd. 
The  edict  of  Earth's  rulers,  who  are  grown 
The  apes  of  him  who  humbled  once  the  proud. 
And  shook  them  from  their  slumbers  on  the  throne ; 
Too  piurioufi  were  this  all  his  mighty  arm  had  done. 
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Can  tyrants  but  by  tymiits  conquer'd  be, 
i  And  Freedom  find  no  champion  and  no  child 

^^^     Such  as  Columbia  saw  arise  n'hen  she 
^^^H  Sprung  forth  a  Pallas,  arm'd  and  uudefiled  ? 
^^^H   Or  must  sucli  minds  be  nourish'd  in  the  vild, 
^^^^1    Deep  in  tiie  unpruned  forest,  'midst  the  roar 
^^^H   01  cataracts,  where  nursmg  Nature  smiled 
^^^K^   Oil  infant  Washington  ?     Has  Enrth  no  more 

S»J*^'i  seeds  within  her  breast,  or  Europe  no  such  shore  P 


^^^^Bnt  France  got  drunk  with  blood  to  vomit  crime, 
^^^KAnvI  fatal  have  her  Snturnalia  been 

To    Freedom's  csuse,  in  every  age  and  clime ; 

B^orause  the  deadly  days  whicli  we  have  seen, 

A  n«3  vile  Ambitiou,  that  buiit  np  between 

"t^^K  and  his  hopes  an  adamantine  wall, 

Aar»«3  (lie  base  pageant  last  upon  the  scene, 

-^-*"'^  grown  the  pretext  for  the  eternal  tlirall 
'   ***<2li  nips  life's  tree,  and  dooms  man's  worst — his  second  fail. 


h 


^t,  Freedom  I  yet  thy  banner,  torn,  but  flying, 
^**"einis  like  the  thunder-storm  a^aiiiH  tlie  wind  ;  * 
^  "y  trumpet  voice,  though  broken  now  and  dying, 
*  "e  loudest  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind ; 
"^J  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms,  and  the  rind. 
Cliopp'd  by  the  axe,  looks  rough  and  little  worth, 
"■^t  Ibe  sap  lasts, — and  still  the  seed  we  find 
'•n  deep,  even  in  the  bosom  of  the  North ; 
^  1  better  spring  less  bitter  fruit  bring  forth. 
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xctx. 
There  is  a  stern  roand  tower  of  other  days,* 
I'irm  as  a  fortress^  with  its  fence  of  stone. 
Such  as  an  arm/s  baffled  strength  delays. 
Standing  with  half  its  battlements  alone, 
And  with  two  thousand  years  of  ivy  grown. 
The  garland  of  eternity,  where  wave 
The  green  leaves  over  all  by  time  o'ertlirown ; — 
What  was  this  tower  of  strength  ?  within  its  cave 
What  treasure  lay  so  locked,  so  hid  ? — A  woman's  grave. 

0. 

But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 
TombM  in  a  palace  ?     Was  she  chaste  and  fair  P 
Worthy  a  king's  or  more — a  Roman's  bed  ? 
What  race  of  chiefs  and  heroes  did  she  bear? 
What  daughter  of  her  beauties  was  the  heir  ? 
How  lived,  how  loved,  how  died  she  ?     Was  she  not 
So  lionour'd — and  conspicuously  there. 
Where  meaner  relics  must  not  dare  to  rot. 
Placed  to  commemorate  a  more  than  mortal  lotP 

Was  she  as  those  who  love  their  lords,  or  they 
Who  love  the  lords  of  others  ?  such  have  been 
Even  in  the  olden  time,  Rome's  annals  say. 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Cornelia's  mien. 
Or  the  light  air  of  Egypt's  graceful  queen. 
Profuse  of  joy — or  'gainst  it  did  she  war. 
Inveterate  in  virtue  ?     Did  she  lean 
To  the  soft  side  of  the  heart,  or  wisely  bar 
Love  from  amongst  her  griefs  ? — for  such  the  affections  are. 


I' 
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Percliance  she  died  in  youth  :  it  may  be,  bow'd 
Witli  woes  far  heavier  thau  the  ponderous  tomb 
That  weigh'd  upon  her  geutJe  dost,  a  cloud 
Might  gather  o'er  her  beauty,  and  a  gloom 
In  her  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom 
Heaven  gives  ita  favourites — early  death;  yet  shed" 
A  Bunset  charm  around  her,  aad  illume 
With  liectic  light,  the  Hesperus  of  the  dead. 
Of  her  consuming  cheek  the  autumnal  Icaf-lika  red. 


^kpercl 
^Vchar 


;hance  ahe  died  in  age — surviving  aU, 
Gharms,  kindred,  cliildren — with  the  silver  gray 
On  her  long  tresses,  which  might  yet  recall, 
It  may  be,  still  a  something  of  the  day 
Wiien  they  were  braided,  and  her  proud  array 
And  lovely  form  were  envied,  praised,  and  eyed 
By  Borne- — But  whither  would  Conjecture  stray  ? 
Tlius  much  alone  we  know — Metella  died. 
The  wealthiest  Roman's  wife :  Behold  liis  love  or  pride  1 

III  know  not  why — but  standing  thus  by  thee 
It  seems  as  if  I  had  thine  inmate  known, 
Tliou  Tomb !  and  other  days  come  back  on  mc 
"With  recollected  music,  though  the  tone 
Is  changed  and  solemn,  like  the  cloudj  groan 
Of  dying  thunder  on  the  distant  wind  ; 
Yet  could  I  seat  me  by  this  ivied  stone 
Till  I  liad  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
Forms  from  the  floating  wreck  which  lluin  leaves  behind  : 
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And  from  thie  planks^  far  shatter'd  o'er  the  rocks. 
Built  me  a  little  bark  of  hope^  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  ceaseless  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 
Where  all  lies  foundered  that  was  ever  dear : 
But  could  I  gather  from  the  wave-worn  store 
Enough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  should  I  steer  ? 
There  woos  no  home,  nor  hope,  nor  life,  save  what  is  here^ 

OVI. 

Then  let  the  winds  howl  on !  their  harmonv 
Shall  henceforth  be  my  music,  and  the  night 
The  sound  shall  temper  with  the  owlets'  cry. 
As  I  now  hear  them,  in  the  fading  light 
Dim  o'er  the  bird  of  darkness'  native  site. 
Answering  each  other  on  the  Palatine, 
With  their  large  eyes,  all  glistening  gray  and  bright. 
And  sailing  pinions. — Upon  such  a  shrine 
What  are  our  petty  griefs  ? — let  me  not  number  mine. 

CVII. 

Cypress  and  ivy,  weed  and  wallflower  grown 
Matted  and  mass'd  together,  hillocks  hcap'd 
On  what  were  chambers,  arch  crush'd,  column  strown 
In  fragments,  choked  up  vaults,  and  frescos  stecp'd 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  peep'd. 
Deeming  it  midnight : — ^Temples,  baths,  or  halls  ? 
Pronounce  who  can :  for  all  that  Learning  reap'd 
Prom  her  research  hath  been,  that  these  are  walls — 
Behold  the  Imperial  Mount  1  'tis  thus  the  mighty  falls.** 


|M^ 
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Tliere  is  tlie  moral  of  all  human  tales ; " 
'Tis  but  tlie  same  rehearsal  of  the  past, 
Tirsl  Freedom,  and  then  Glory — when  that  fails, 

"M  ealth,  vice,  corruption, — barbarism  ut  last. 

^iid  History,  with  all  her  volumes  vast, 

Hath  but  one  page, — 'tis  better  written  here, 

"Where  gorgeous  Tyranny  hath  thus  amass'd 

All  treasures,  all  delights,  tbat  eye  or  ear, 
H^art,  sou!  could  seek,  tongue  ask — Away  with  words  I  draw  near, 

I  Admire,  eiult,  despise,  laugh,  weep, — for  here 
Tliere  is  auch  matter  for  all  feeling :— Man  I 
Tliou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear, 
Aj^-es  and  realms  arc  crowded  in  this  span. 
Tins  mountain,  whose  obliterated  plan 
The  pyramid  of  empires  pinnacled. 
Of  Glory's  gewgaws  shining  in  the  van 
Till  the  sun's  rays  with  added  flaine  were  fiU'd  ! 
'Vbere  are  its  golden  roofs  ?  where  those  who  dared  to  build? 


Tully  was  not  so  eloquent  as  thou. 
Thou  nameless  column  with  the  buried  base ! 
What  are  the  laurels  of  the  Ctesar's  brow  ? 
Crown  me  with  ivy  from  his  dweUing-place. 
Whose  arch  or  pillar  meets  rae  in  the  face, 
Titus  or  Trojan's  ?     No— 'tis  that  of  Time : 
Triumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  displace 
Scoffing;  and  apostolic  statues  climb 
To  enisli  the  imperial  urii,  whose  ashes  slept  subliir 
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oxu 
Buried  in  air^  the  deep  blue  skj  of  Rome^ 
And  looking  to  the  stars :  they  had  contained 
A  spirit  which  with  these  would  find  a  home^ 
The  last  of  those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  reign'd. 
The  Roman  globe,  for  after  none  sustain*d. 
But  yielded  back  his  conquests : — he  was  more 
Than  a  mere  Alexander,  and,  unstained 
With  household  blood  and  wine,  serenely  wore 
His  sovereign  virtues — still  we  Trajan's  name  adore.^ 

oxn. 
Where  is  the  rock  of  Triumph,  the  high  place 
Where  Borne  embraced  her  heroes  ?  where  the  steep 
Tarpeian  ?  fittest  goal  of  Treason's  race. 
The  promontory  whence  the  Traitor's  Leap 
Cured  all  ambition.     Did  the  conquerors  heap 
Their  spoils  here  ?     Yes ;  and  in  yon  field  below, 
A  thousand  years  of  silenced  factions  sleep — 
The  Foram,  where  the  immortal  accents  glow. 
And  still  the  eloquent  air  breathes — bums  with  Cicero 

cxin. 
The  field  of  freedom,  faction,  fame,  and  blood : 
Here  a  proud  people's  passions  were  exhaled. 
From  the  first  hour  of  empire  in  the  bud 
To  that  when  further  worlds  to  conquer  fail'd ; 
But  long  before  had  Freedom's  face  been  veil'd. 
And  Anarchy  assumed  her  attributes ; 
Till  every  lawless  soldier  who  assaii'd 
Trod  on  the  trembling  senate's  slavish  muteS| 
Or  raised  the  venal  voice  of  baser  prostitutes. 
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TLen  turn  wc  to  her  latest  tribune's  name. 
I'roiu  her  ten  ihouitaiid  t^ranis  turn  to  thee. 
Redeemer  of  dark  centuries  of  sliame — 
Tlie  friend  of  Petrarch — hope  of  Italy — 
Bieimi !  lust  of  Xtonians  !  "     Wliile  the  tree 
Of  fret^om's  wither'd  trunk  puts  forth  a  leaf, 
Kveu  for  thy  tomb  a  garland  let  it  be — 
The  fonim'a  ehampiou,  and  the  people's  chief — 
Her  uew>born  Numa  thou — with  reign,  alas !  too  brief. 


Egeria  I  sweet  creation  of  some  lieart "   ' 
\Vliich  found  no  mortal  resting-place  so  fair 
As  thine  ideal  breast ;  whate'er  thou  art 
Or  wert, — a  young  Aurora  of  the  air, 
The  njmpholepsy  of  some  fond  despair; 
Or,  it  might  be,  a  beauty  of  the  earth, 
Who  found  a  more  tlian  common  votary  there 
Too  much  adoring ;  whatsoe'er  thy  birth, 
I'hou  wert  a  beautiful  thought,  and  softly  belied  furlli. 


The  masses  of  thy  fountain  still  are  sprinkled 
With  thitie  Elysiaii  water-drops ;  the  face 
Of  thy  cave-guarded  spring,  with  years  unwriiikleil, 
£eflects  the  meek-eyed  genius  of  tlie  place. 
Whose  green,  wild  margin  now  no  more  era^e 
Art's  works ;  "  nor  must  the  dehcate  waters  sleep, 
I'rison'd  in  marble ;  bubbling  from  the  base 
Of  the  cleft  statue,  with  a  gentle  leap 
The  rill  runs  o'er,  and  round,  fern,  flower',  and  ivy,  creep 
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cxm. 
Fantastically  tangled :  the  green  hills 
Are  clothed  with  early  blossoms^  through  the  gnss 
The  quick-eyed  lizard  rustles,  and  the  biUs 
Of  summer-birds  sing  welcome  as  ye  pass ; 
Flowers  fresh  in  hue,  and  many  in  their  class. 
Implore  the  pausing  step,  and  with  their  dyes 
Dance  in  the  soft  breeze  in  a  fairy  mass ; 
The  sweetness  of  the  violet's  deep  blue  eyes, 
KissM  by  the  breath  of  heaven,  seems  coloured  by  its  skim. 

cxYin. 
Here  didst  thou  dwell,  in  this  enchanted  cover, 
Egeria  I  thy  all  heavenly  bosom  beating 
For  the  far  footsteps  of  thy  mortal  lover; 
Tlie  purple  Midnight  veilM  that  mystic  meeting 
With  her  most  starry  canopy,  and  seating 
Thyself  by  thine  adorer,  what  befel  ? 
This  cave  was  surely  shaped  out  for  the  greeting 
Of  an  enamoured  Goddess,  and  the  cell 
Haunted  by  holy  Love — the  earliest  oracle ! 

CXIX. 

And  didst  thou  not,  thy  breast  to  his  replying. 
Blend  a  celestial  with  a  human  heart ; 
And  Love,  which  dies  as  it  was  bom,  in  sighing. 
Share  with  immortal  transports  ?  could  thine  art 
Make  them  indeed  immortal,  and  impart 
The  purity  of  heaven  to  eartldy  joys. 
Expel  the  venom  and  not  blunt  the  dart — 
The  dull  satiety  which  all  destroys — 
And  root  from  out  the  soul  the  deadly  weed  which  clovsP 
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cxx. 

Alas  I  oar  young  affections  run  to  waste. 
Or  water  but  the  desert !   whence  arise 
But  weeds  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste, 
Eank  at  the  core,  though  tempting  to  the  eyes. 
Flowers  whose  wild  odours  breatlie  but  agonies. 
And  trees  whose  gums  are  poison ;  such  the  plants 
Which  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  Passion  flies 
Cer  the  world's  wilderness,  and  vainly  pants 
For  some  celestial  fruit  forbidden  to  our  wants. 

CXXI. 

Oh,  Love !  no  habitant  of  earth  thou  art , 
An  unseen  seraph,  we  believe  in  thee, — 
A  faith  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  heart, — 
But  never  yet  hath  seen,  nor  e'er  shall  see 
The  naked  eye,  thy  form,  as  it  should  be ; 
The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peopled  heaven. 
Even  with  its  own  desiring  phantasy. 
And  to  a  thought  such  shape  and  image  given. 
As  haunts  the  unquench'd  soul — parch'd,  wearied,  wrung,  and  riven. 

CXXII. 

Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased, 
And  fevers  into  false  creation  :  where. 
Where  are  the  forms  the  sculptor's  soul  hath  seized  ? 
In  him  alone.     Can  Nature  show  so  fair? 
Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  whicli  we  dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men, 
The  unreached  Paradise  of  our  despair. 
Which  o'er-informs  the  pencil  and  the  pen. 
And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloom  again  ? 

VOt.  I.  2i 
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OXXIII. 

Who  loves,  raves — ^*ti8  youth's  frenzy — but  the  cure 
Is  bitterer  still,  as  charm  by  charm  unwinds 
Which  robed  our  idols,  and  we  see  too  sure 
Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the  mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  such ;  yet  still  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on. 
Heaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown  winds ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun. 
Seems  ever  near  the  prize — wealthiest  when  most  undone, 

CXXIY. 

We  wither  from  our  youth,  we  gasp  away — 
Sick — sick ;  unfound  the  boon,  unslaked  the  thirst, 
Though  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  our  decay. 
Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  sought  at  first — 
But  all  too  late, — so  are  we  doubly  curst. 
Love,  tame,  ambition,  avarice — tis  the  same. 
Each  idle,  and  all  ill,  and  none  the  worst — 
For  all  are  meteors  with  a  ditferent  name. 
And  Death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the  fiame. 

oxxv. 
Few  —none — find  what  they  love  or  could  have  loved, 
Though  accident,  blind  contact,  and  the  strong 
Necessity  of  loving,  have  removed 
Antipatliics—  but  to  recur,  ere  long. 
EnvenomM  with  irrevocable  wrong ; 
And  Circumstance,  that  unspi ritual  god 
And  miscrcator,  makes  and  helps  along 
Our  coming  evils  with  a  crutch-like  rod, 
WhoM  touch  turns  Hope  to  dust,-  the  dust  we  all  have  trod. 
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Our  life  is  a  false  nature :  'tis  not  in 
The  harmony  of  tbingSj^tliis  hard  decree. 
This  uneradieable  taint  of  sin, 
This  boundless  opas,  this  all-hlaating  tree, 
Whose  root  is  earth,  whose  leaves  and  branches  be 
The  skies  which  rain  their  plagues  on  men  like  dew — 
Disease,  death,  bondage — all  the  woes  we  see. 
And  worse,  the  woes  we  see  not — which  throb  through 
I  TOe  immedicable  aoul,  with  heart-aches  ever  new. 


Tet  let  UB  ponder  boldly— 'tis  a  base  " 
Abandonment  of  reason  to  resign 
Our  right  of  thought — our  last  and  only  place 
Of  refuge ;  this,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mine  : 
Though  from  our  birth  the  faculty  divine 
Is  chain'd  and  tortured — <aibiu'd,  cribb'd,  confined. 
And  bred  in  darkness,  lest  the  truth  snould  shine 
Too  brightly  on  the  unprepared  mind, 
WThe  beam  pours  in,  for  time  and  skill  will  couch  tlie  blind. 


Arches  on  arches  !  as  it  were  that  Eome, 
Collecting  the  chief  trophies  of  her  line, 
Would  build  up  all  her  triumplis  in  one  dome. 
Her  CoIiseuQi  stands ;  the  moonbeams  shine 
As  'twere  its  natural  torches,  for  diviue 
Should  be  the  light  which  streams  here,  to  illume 
This  long-explored  but  still  exhaustless  mine 
Of  contemplation ;  and  the  azure  gloom 
■  Of  an  Italian  night,  where  the  deep  skies  assume 
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CXXIX. 

Hues  which  have  words^  and  speak  to  ye  of  heaven^ 
Floats  o'er  this  vast  and  wondrous  monument. 
And  shadows  forth  its  glory.     There  is  given 
Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  Time  hath  bent, 
A  spirit's  feelings  and  where  he  hath  leant 
His  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  magic  in  the  ruinM  battlement. 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Must  yield  its  poinp^  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dower. 

cxxx. 

Oh,  Time  !  the  beautifier  of  the  dead, 
Adomer  of  the  ruin,  comforter 
And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bled ; 
Time  !  tlie  corrector  where  our  judgments  err. 
The  test  of  trutli,  love — sole  philosopher. 
For  all  beside  are  sophists — from  thy  thrift. 
Which  never  loses  though  it  doth  defer — 
Time,  the  avenger !  unto  thee  I  lift 
My  hands,  and  eyes,  and  heart,  and  crave  of  thee  a  gift  : 

cxxxi. 
Amidst  this  wreck,  where  thou  hast  made  a  shrine 
And  temple  more  divinely  desolate. 
Among  thy  mightier  offerings  here  are  mnie. 
Ruins  of  years,  though  few,  yet  full  of  fate : 
If  thou  hast  ever  seen  me  too  elate. 
Hear  me  not ;  but  if  calmly  I  have  borne 
Good,  and  reserved  my  pride  against  the  hate 
Which  shall  not  whelm  me,  let  me  not  have  worn 
This  iron  in  my  soul  in  vain  -  shall  Iheji  not  mourn  ? 
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cxxxu. 
And  thou,  who  never  yet  of  human  wrong 
Left  the  unbalanced  scale,  great  Nemesis  ! " 
Here,  where  the  ancient  paid  thee  homage  long — 
Thou,  who  didst  call  the  Furies  from  the  abyss. 
And  round  Orestes  bade  them  howl  and  hiss 
For  that  unnatural  retribution — just. 
Had  it  but  been  from  hands  less  near — in  this 
Thy  former  realm,  I  call  thee  from  the  dust ! 
Dost  thou  not  hear  my  heart? — Awake !  thou  shalt,  and  must. 

CXJCXIIL 

It  is  not  that  I  may  not  have  incurred 

For  my  ancestral  faults  or  mine  the  wound 

I  bleed  withal,  and,  had  it  been  conferred 

With  a  just  weapon,  it  had  flowM  unbound  ; 

But  now  my  blood  sliall  not  sink  in  the  ground , 

To  thee  I  do  devote  it — thou  shalt  take 

The  vengeance,  which  shall  yet  be  sought  and  foun(^, 

AVTiich  if  /  have  not  taken  for  the  sake 

But  let  that  pass — I  sleep,  but  thou  shalt  yet  awake. 

CXXXIV. 

And  if  my  voice  break  forth,  'tis  not  that  now 
I  shrink  from  what  is  suffered :  let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow, 
Or  seen  my  mind's  convulsion  leave  it  weak  ; 
But  in  this  page  a  record  will  1  seek. 
Not  in  the  air  shall  these  my  words  disperse, 
Though  I  be  ashes ;  a  far  hour  shall  wreak 
The  deep  prophetic  fulness  of  tliis  verse, 
\nd  pile  on  human  heads  the  mountain  of  niv  curse  ! 
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oxxxv. 

That  curse  shall  be  Forgiveness. — Have  I  not — 
Hear  me,  ray  mother  Earth !  behold  it.  Heaven ! — 
Have  I  not  had  to  wrestle  with  my  lot  ? 
Have  I  not  suffered  things  to  be  forgiven  ? 
Have  I  not  had  my  brain  sear'd,  my  heart  riven, 
Hopes  sapp'd,  name  blighted.  Life's  life  lied  away  ? 
And  only  not  to  desperation  driven. 
Because  not  altogether  of  such  clay 
As  rots  into  the  souls  of  those  whom  I  survey. 

czxxvi. 
From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perfidy 
Have  I  not  seen  what  human  things  could  do  ? 
From  the  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny 
To  tlie  small  whisper  of  the  as  paltry  few. 
And  subtler  venom  of  the  reptile  crew. 
The  Janus  glance  of  whose  significant  eye. 
Learning  to  lie  with  silence,  would  seem  true, 
And  without  utterance,  save  the  shrug  or  sigh. 
Deal  round  to  happy  fools  its  speechless  obloquy.' 

CXXXTII. 

But  I  have  lived,  and  have  not  lived  in  vain : 
My  mind  may  lose  its  force,  my  blood  its  tire. 
And  my  frame  perish  even  in  conquering  pain; 
But  there  is  that  within  me  which  shall  tire 
Torture  and  Time,  and  breathe  when  I  expire; 
Something  unearthly,  which  they  deem  not  of. 
Like  the  reiiiembcrM  tone  of  a  mute  lyre. 
Shall  on  their  soften'd  spirits  sink,  and  move 
In  hearts  all  rocky  now  the  late  remorse  of  love. 
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Tlie  seal  is  sel.— Now  welcome,  thou  dread  jiowfr ! 
Nameless,  yet  thus  omnipotent,  wliicli  hers 
Walk'st  in  the  shadow  of  the  midnight  hour 
With  a  deep  awe,  jet  all  distinct  from  fear  j 
Thy  haunts  are  ever  where  the  dead  walls  rear 
Their  ivy  mantles,  and  tiie  solemn  scene 
Derives  from  thee  a  sense  so  deep  and  clear 
That  we  become  a  part  of  what  has  been. 
And  grow  unto  the  spot,  ail-seeing  but  uust'en. 


And  here  the  buzz  of  eager  nations  ran. 
In  murmur'd  pity,  or  loud-roar'd  applause. 
As  man  was  slaughter'd  by  his  fellow  man. 
And  wherefore  slaaghter'd?  wherefore,  but  becau^ 
Such  were  the  bloody  Circus'  genial  Liws, 
And  the  imperial  pleasure. — Wherefore  not? 
What  matters  where  we  fall  to  liil  the  maws 
Of  worms — on  battle-plains  or  listed  spotP 
Both  are  but  theatres  where  the  chief  actors  rot. 


1  see  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie : 
Ue  leans  upon  his  hand — his  manly  brow 
Consents  to  death,  but  conquers  agony. 
And  his  droop'd  head  sinks  gradually  luw — 
And  through  his  side  the  last  drops,  ebbing  alow — 
From  the  red  gash,  fall  heavy,  one  by  one. 
Like  the  first  of  a  thunder-sliower ;  and  now 
The  arena  swims  around  him — he  is  gone, 
£re  ceased  the  inhuman  shout  wliich  hnil'd  the  wretch  ul)o  w 
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OZLI. 

He  heard  it,  but  he  heeded  not — his  eyes 
Were  with  his  heart,  and  that  was  tai  away ; " 
He  reck'd  not  of  the  life  he  lost  nor  prize. 
But  where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Danube  lay, 
TAere  were  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play, 
l^Aere  was  their  Dacian  mother — he,  their  sire, 
Butcher'd  to  make  a  Roman  holiday — ^" 
All  this  rush'd  with  his  blood — Shall  he  expire 
And  unavenged  ?     Arise  I  ye  Goths,  and  glut  your  irel 

OXLII. 

But  here,  where  Murder  breathed  her  bloody  steam ; 
And  here,  where  buzzing  nations  choked  the  ways. 
And  roar'd  or  murmur'd  like  a  mountain  stream 
Dashing  or  winding  as  its  torrent  strays ; 
Here,  where  the  lioman  million's  blame  or  praise 
Was  death  or  life,  the  playthings  of  a  crowd," 
My  voice  sounds  much — and  fall  the  stars'  faint  rays 
On  the  arena  void — seats  crushed — walls  bowM — 
And  galleries,  where  my  steps  seem  echoes  strangely  loud. 

CXLIII. 

A  ruin — yet  what  ruin  I  from  its  mass 
Walls,  palaces,  half-cities,  have  been  rear'd; 
Yet  oft  the  enormous  skeleton  ye  pass. 
And  marvel  wluTe  the  i>poil  could  have  appeared. 
Hath  it  indeed  been  plundered,  or  but  clear'd  ? 
Alas  !  developed,  opens  the  decay, 
Wlien  tlie  colossal  fabric's  form  is  near'd : 
it  will  not  bear  the  brightness  of  the  day. 
Which  streams  too  much  on  all  years,  man,  have  reft  away. 


CAITO 
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OZLIT. 

Sat  when  the  rising  moon  begins  to  climb 
^ts  topmost  arch^  and  gentlj  pauses  there ; 
^When  the  stars  twinkle  through  the  loops  of  time^ 
.And  the  low  night-breeze  waves  along  the  air 
The  garland-forest^  which  the  gray  walls  wear. 
Like  laurels  on  the  bald  first  Caesar's  head ; " 
When  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  not  glare. 
Then  in  this  magic  circle  raise  the  dead  : 
eroes  have  trod  this  spot — ^'tis  on  their  dust  ye  tread. 

OXLY. 

"  While  stands  the  Coliseum,  Borne  shall  stand  :  •• 
*'  When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  fall ; 
"  And  when  Borne  falls — the  World."     From  our  own  laud 
Thus  spake  the  pilgrims  o'er  this  mighty  wall 
In  Saxon  times,  which  we  are  wont  to  call 
Ancient ;  and  these  three  mortal  things  are  still 
On  their  foundations,  and  unaltered  all ; 
Borne  and  her  Buin  past  Bedemption's  skiU, 
ZTie  World,  the  same  wide  deu — of  thieves,  or  what  ye  will. 


GXLVI. 

Simple,  erect,  severe,  austere,  sublime — 
Shrine  of  all  saints  and  temple  of  all  gods. 
From  Jove  to  Jesus — spared  and  blest  by  time ;  * 
Looking  tranquillity,  while  falls  or  nods 
Arch,  empire,  each  thing  round  thee,  and  man  plods 
His  way  through  thorns  to  ashes — glorious  dome  ! 
Shalt  thou  not  last  ?     Time's  scythe  and  tyrants'  rods 
Shiver  upon  thee — sanctuary  and  home 
Of  art.  and  piety — Pantheon  ! — pride  of  Bome ! 
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OXLTU. 

Relic  of  nobler  days^  and  noblest  arts ! 
DespoiFd  yet  perfect,  with  thy  circle  spreads 
A  holiness  appealing  to  all  hearts — 
To  art  a  model ;  and  to  him  who  treads 
Borne  for  the  sake  of  ages.  Glory  sheds 
Her  light  through  thy  sole  aperture ;  to  those 
Who  worship,  here  are  altars  for  their  beads ; 
And  they  who  feel  for  genius  may  repose 
Their  eyes  on  honoured  forms,  whose  busts  around  them  close* 

CXLVIII. 

There  is  a  dungeon,  in  whose  dim  drear  light " 
What  do  I  gaze  on  ?     Nothing :  Look  again ! 
Two  forms  are  slowly  shadow'd  on  my  sight — 
Two  insulated  phantoms  of  the  brain  : 
It  is  not  so ;   I  see  them  full  and  plain — 
An  old  man,  and  a  female  young  and  fair, 
Tresh  as  a  nursing  mother,  in  whose  vein 
The  blood  is  nectar  : — but  what  doth  she  there, 
With  her  unmantled  neck,  and  bosom  white  and  bare  ? 

CXLIX. 

Full  swells  the  deep  pure  fountain  of  }oung  life. 
Where  on  the  heart  txm\/rom  the  heart  we  took 
Our  first  and  sweetest  nurture,  when  the  wife. 
Blest  into  mother,  in  the  innocent  look. 
Or  even  the  piping  cry  of  lips  that  brook 
No  pain  and  small  suspense,  a  joy  perceives 
Man  knows  not,  when  from  out  its  cradled  nook 
She  sees  her  little  bud  put  forth  its  leaves — 
What  may  the  fruit  be  yet  ?     I  know  not — Cain  was  Eve's, 
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But  liere  youth  offers  to  old  age  tho  foot), 
Tlie  milk  of  liia  own  gift :  it  ia  her  sire 
To  whom  shft  renders  back  the  debt  of  blood 
fiorn  with  her  birth.     No ;  he  shall  uot  espire 
^Vhi]e  in  those  warm  and  lovely  veins  the  fire 
Of  health  and  hoi?  feeling  cau  provide 
Great  Nature's  Nile,  whose  deep  stream  rises  higher 
Than  Egypt's  river:  from  that  geotle  aide 
Driut,  drink  and  live,  old  man  !  Heaven's  realm  holds  i 


The  starry  fable  of  the  Milky  Way  ■ 
Has  not  thy  story's  purity ;  it  is 
A  constellation  of  a  sweeter  ray. 
And  sacred  Nature  triumi>hs  more  in  this 
Reverse  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  abyss 
AVhere  sparkle  distant  worlds ; — Oh,  holiest  nurse  I 
No  drop  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 
To  liiy  sire's  heart,  replenishing  its  source 
\\  itli  life,  as  our  freed  souls  rejoin  the  universe. 


^Javi 


Turn  to  the  mole  which  Hadrian  rear'd  on  high,* 
Imperial  mimic  of  old  Egypt's  piles. 
Colossal  copyist  of  deformity. 
Whose  traveli'd  phantasy  from  the  far  Nile's 
Enormous  model,  doom'd  the  artist's  toils 
To  build  for  giants,  and  for  his  vain  earth, 
His  shrunken  ashes,  raise  this  dome  :     How  smiles 
The  gazer's  eye  with  philosopiiic  mirth, 
view  the  huge  design  which  sprung  from  such  a,  birth  I 
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CLUI. 

But  lo  I  the  dome — ^the  vast  and  wondrous  dome,^ 
To  which  Diana's  marvel  was  a  cell — 
Christ's  mighty  shrine  above  his  martyr's  tomb  I 
I  have  belield  the  Ephesian's  miracle ;  * 
Its  columns  strew  the  wilderness^  and  dwell 
The  hysena  and  the  jackal  in  their  shade ; 
I  have  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roofs  swell 
Their  glittering  mass  i'  the  sun,  and  have  survey'd 
Its  sanctuary  the  while  the  usurping  Moslem  pra/d ;  " 

CLiy. 

But  thou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 
Standest  alone,  with  nothing  like  to  thee — 
Worthiest  of  God,  the  holy  and  the  true. 
Since  Zion's  desolation,  when  that  He 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  could  be. 
Of  earthly  structures,  in  his  honour  piled. 
Of  a  sublimer  aspect  ?     Majesty, 
Power,  Glory,  Strength,  and  Beauty  all  are  aisled 
In  tliis  eternal  ark  of  worship  undefiled. 

CLV. 

Enter  :  its  grandeur  overwhelms  thee  not ; 
And  why  ?  it  is  not  lessen'd ;  but  tliy  mind. 
Expanded  by  the  genius  of  the  spot, 
Has  grown  colossal,  and  can  only  find 
A  tit  abode  wherein  appear  enshrined 
Thy  hopes  of  immortality;  and  thou 
Shalt  one  day,  if  found  worthy,  so  defined, 
S?e  thy  God  face  to  face,  as  thou  dost  now 
His  Holy  of  Holies,  nor  be  blasted  by  his  brow. 
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^^raon  movest,  but  iiiciensing  with  the  advance. 

Like  climljiDg  some  great  AJp,  which  still  iluth  rise, 
Deceived  bj  its  gigantic  elegance ; 
Vastness  which  grows,  but  grows  to  harmonisp— 
All  musical  in  its  immensities ; 
Kicli  marbles,  riclier  painting — shrines  where  flame 
The  lamps  of  gold — and  haughty  dome  which  vies 
In  air  with  Earth's  chief  structures,  though  their  frame 
Sits  oil  the  firm-set  ground,  and  this  the  clouds  must  claim. 


Thou  secst  not  all;  but  piecemeal  thou  must  brejik. 
To  separate  contemplation,  the  great  wiiole ; 
And  as  the  ocean  manj  bays  will  make 
Tn«t  ask  liie  eye — so  liere  condense  thy  soul 
Tu  more  immediate  objects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  until  thy  mind  hath  got  by  heart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unroll 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part, 
'file  glory  which  at  once  upon  thee  did  not  dart. 


Not  by  its  fault — but  thine :  Our  outward  sens* 
Is  but  of  gradual  grasp — and  as  it  is 
That  what  we  have  of  feeling  most  intense 
Outstrips  our  faint  expression;  even  so  this 
Outshiuing  and  o'erwhelming  edifice 
Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and  greatest  of  the  great 
Defies  at  first  our  Nature's  littleness. 
Till,  growing  with  its  growth,  we  thus  dilate 
Our  spirits  to  the  si/e  of  that  they  contemplate. 
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OLIZ. 

Then  pause^  and  be  enlightened ;  thexe  is  more 
In  such  a  survey  than  the  sating  gaze 
Of  wonder  pleased^  or  awe  which  woold  adore 
llie  worship  of  the  place^  or  the  mere  praise 
Of  art  and  its  great  masters^  who  could  raise 
What  former  time^  nor  skilly  nor  thought  could  plan : 
The  fountain  of  sublimity  displays 
Its  depths  and  thence  may  draw  the  mind  of  man 
Its  golden  sands,  and  learn  what  great  conceptions  can. 

CLX. 

Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 
Laocoon's  torture  dignifying  pain — 
A  father's  love  and  mortal's  agony 
With  an  immortal's  patience  blending :  Vain 
The  struggle ;  vain,  against  the  coiling  strain 
And  gripe,  and  deepening  of  the  dragon's  grasp. 
The  old  man's  clench ;  the  long  envenom'd  chain 
Rivets  the  living  links, — the  enormous  asp 
Enforces  pang  on  pang,  and  stifles  gasp  on  gasp. 

CLXI. 

Or  view  the  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow. 
The  God  cf  life,  and  poesy,  and  light — 
The  Sun  in  human  limbs  arrav'd,  and  brow 
All  radiant  from  his  triunipli  in  the  fight ; 
The  shaft  hath  just  been  shot — the  arrow  bright 
With  an  immortal's  vengeance ;  in  his  eye 
And  nostril  beautiful  disdain,  and  might 
And  majesty,  flash  their  full  lightnings  by. 
Developing  in  that  one  glance  the  Deity. 
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Bat  in  his  delicate  form — a  dream  of  Love, 
Shaped  by  some  solitary  nymph,  whose  breaet 
Long'd  for  a  deathless  lover  from  above. 
And  madden'd  in  that  vision — are  expr&it 
All  that  ideal  beauty  ever  bless'd 
Tlie  mind  with  in  its  most  unearthly  mood, 
When  each  conception  was  a  heavenly  guest — 
A  ray  of  immortality — and  stood, 
Stnrlike,  around,  until  they  gatiier'd  tu  a  god  I 


And  if  it  be  Prometheus  stole  from  Heaven 
Tlie  fire  wliich  we  endure,"  it  was  repaid 
By  him  to  whom  the  energy  was  given 
Which  this  poetic  marble  hath  array'd 
With  a.11  etemnl  glory — which,  if  made 
Hv  human  hands,  is  not  of  Imman  thought  j 
And  Time  himself  hath  liallow'd  it,  nor  kid 
One  ringlet  in  the  dual — nor  hath  it  cauglit 
A  tinge  of  years,  hut  breathes  the  flame  with  which  'twas  w 


Hut  where  is  lie,  the  Pilgrim  of  my  song, 
Tlie  being  who  uplield  it.  throug'i  the  past  ? 
.Mclhinks  he  cometh  late  and  tarries  long. 
IIh  b  no  more — these  breathings  are  his  last ; 
His  wanderings  done,  his  visions  ebbing  fast. 
And  he  himself  as  nothing : — if  he  was 
Anght  but  a  pliantaay,  and  could  be  classM 
With  forms  which  live  and  suft'er — let  that  pas: 
Ills  shadow  fades  awav  into  Df^stmction's  mass, 
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Which  gathers  shadow^  subsfcance/  life,  and  all 
That  we  inherit  in  its  mortal  shroud^ 
And  spreads  the  dim  and  universal  pall 
Through  which  all  things  grow  phantoms ;  and  the  cload 
Between  us  sinks  and  all  which  ever  glow'd. 
Till  Glory's  self'  is  twilight,  and  displays 
A  melancholy  halo  scarce  allowed 
To  hover  on  the  verge  of  darkness ;  rays 
Sadder  than  saddest  night,  for  they  distract  the  gnze. 

And  send  us  prying  into  the  abyss, 
To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
Shall  be  resolved  to  something  less  than  this 
Its  wretched  essence ;  and  to  dream  of  fame. 
And  wipe  the  dust  from  off  the  idle  name 
We  never  more  shall  hear, — but  never  more. 
Oh,  happier  thought !  can  we  be  made  the  same : 
It  is  enough  in  sooth  that  07ice  we  bore 
These  fardels  of  the  heart — the  heart  whose  sweat  was  gore. 

CLXVII. 

Hark !  forth  from  tlie  abyss  a  voice  proceeds, 
A  long  low  distant  murmur  of  dread  sound, 
Such  as  arises  wlicn  a  nation  bleeds 
With  some  deep  and  immedieable  wound ; 
Through  storm  and  darkness  yawns  tlie  rending  ground, 
Tlie  gulf  is  thick  witli  phantoms,  but  the  chief 
Seems  royal  still,  though  with  her  head  discrowned. 
And  pale,  but  lovely,  with  maternal  grief 
She  clasps*  a  babe,  to  whom  her  breast  yields  no  relief. 
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Scion  of  cliiefs  and  moiiarclis,  wlierc  art  tlioii  ? 
Fond  liupe  of  muii^  iiDtioii!>,  art  thou  dead  ? 
Could  not  tlie  gnivu  forget  tlieo,  and  lay  low 
Some  less  majestic,  less  beloved  head  ? 
In  the  sad  miduighl,  while  thy  heart  still  bled, 
'ilie  mother  of  a  moment,  o'er  thy  boy. 
Death  hush'd  that  pang  for  ever :  with  thee  tied 
The  present  happiness  and  promised  joy 
Which  Gll'd  the  imperial  isles  so  full  it  secm'd  to  cloy. 


Peasants  bring  forth  in  safety. — Can  it  be. 
Oh  tliou  that  wert  so  happy,  so  adored ! 
Those  who  weep  not  for  kings  shall  weep  for  thee. 
And  Freedom's  heart,  grown  heavy,  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  OnB;  for  she  had  pour'd 
ller  orisons  for  thee,  and  o'er  thy  head 
Delield  her  Iris. — Thou,  too,  lonely  lord. 
And  desolate  consort — vainly  wert  thou  wed ! 
The  husband  of  a  year !  the  father  of  the  dead  ! 


Of  sackcloth  was  thy  wetldiiig  garment  made ; 
Tliy  bridal's  fruit  is  ashes :  in  the  dust 
Tlie  fair-hair'd  Daughter  of  the  Isles  is  bid, 
The  love  of  niiUious  I     How  we  did  entrust 
Futurity  to  her !  and,  though  it  must 
Darken  above  our  bones,  yet  fondly  deeni'<l 
Our  ciiildren  abould  obey  her  child,  and  bhas'il 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  ulmse  promise  seem'i 
Like  stars  to  she|ilicrd*s  eye.* : — 'tiuis  but  a  uiHior  I 
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CLXXI. 

Woe  unto  iis,  not  her ;  •*  for  she  sleeps  well : 
The  fickle  reek  of  popular  breathy  the  tongue 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  false  oracle, 
Which  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  rung 
Its  knell  in  princely  ears,  till  the  o'erstung 
Nations  have  arm'd  in  madness,  the  strange  fate"* 
Which  tumbles  mightiest  sovereigns,  and  hath  flung 
Against  their  blind  omnipotence  a  weight 
Within  the  opposiiig  scale,  which  crushes  soon  or  late, — 

CLXXII. 

These  might  have  been  her  destiny ;  but  no. 
Our  hearts  deny  it :  and  so  young,  so  fair. 
Good  without  effort,  great  without   a  foe; 
But  now  a  bride  and  mother — and  now  ^Aere  ! 
How  many  ties  did  that  stern  moment  tear ! 
From  thy  Sire/s  to  his  humblest  subject's  breast 
Is  link'd  the  electric  chain  of  that  despair. 
Whose  shock  was  as  an  earthquake's,  and  opprest 
The  land  which  loved  thee  so  that  none  could  love  thee  be<. 

CLXXIII. 

Lo,  Nemi !  •*  navcll'd  in  the  woody  hills 
So  far,  that  the  uprooting  wind  which  tears 
The  oak  from  his  foundation,  and  which  spills 
The  ocean  o'er  its  boundary,  and  bears 
Its  foam  against  the  skies,  reluctant  spares 
The  ovnl  mirror  of  thy  glassy  lake ; 
And  calm  as  chcrish'd  hate,  its  surface  wears 
A  deep  cold  settled  asj)ect  noui^ht  can  shake. 
All  coii'd  iuto  itself  and  roinid,  iu<  slreps  the  snake 
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And  near,  Albnno's  scarce  divided  wnvrs 

Shiiic  from  a  sister  valley  j— and  afnr 

'llie  Tiber  winds,  and  tlie  broad  oi'can  laves 

The  LatiaD  coast  wliere  sprung  the  Ejiic  war, 

"  Arms  and  the  niaD,  "  whose  re-jisceiiding  star 

Rose  o'er  an  empire :— but  beneath  thy  riglit 

Talljf  reposed  from  Rome ;— and  wliere  yon  bar 

Of  girdling  mountains  intercepts  the  sight 

The  Sabine  farm  was  till'd,  the  weary  bard's  delight. 

OLIIT. 

Bat  I  foi^t. — My  Pilgrim's  shrine  is  nou. 

And  he  and  I  must  part, — so  let  it  be, — 

Uis  task  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done; 

Vet  once  more  let  us  look  upon  the  sea ; 

The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  me. 

And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 

i 

Our  friend  of  youth,  that  Ocean,  which  when  we 

f 

Bfhdd  it  last  by  Calpe's  rock  unfold 

' 

Tbow  waves,  we  follow'd  on  tiU  the  dark  Euxine  roll'd 

Upon  the  blue  Symplegades : "  long  years- 

1 

Long,  though  not  very  many —  since  have  done 

Their  work  on  both;  some  suffering  and  some  (cars 

Have  left  us  nearly  where  we  had  begun ; 

Yet  not  in  vain  our  mortal  race  hath  run  ; 

We  have  had  our  reward,  and  it  is  here, — 

That  we  can  yet  feel  gladdeu'd  by  the  sun. 

And  reap  from  earth,  sea,  joy  alinost  as  denr 

Ju  if  tliere  wen-  no  man  (o  trouble  what  is  cli'.ir. 

^ 
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oLZxnx. 
Oh  I  that  the  Desert  were  my  dwelling-piace. 
With  one  fair  Spirit  for  my  minister^ 
That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race. 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her ! 
Ye  elements ! — in  whose  ennobling  stir 
I  feel  myself  exalted — Can  ye  not 
Accord  me  such  a  being?     Do  I  err 
In  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a  spot  ? 
Though  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely  be  our  lot. 

CLXXTin. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods. 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore. 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes. 
By  the  deep  Sea,  and  music  in  its  roar : 
I  love  not  Man  the  less,  but  Nature  more. 
From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal 
From  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  before, 
To  mingle  with  the  Universe,  and  feel 
What  I  can  ne'er  express,  yet  can  not  all  conceal. 

CLXXIX. 

Eoll  on,  thou  deep  and  dark  blue  Ocean — roll ! 
Ten  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain ; 
Man  marks  the  earth  with  ruin — liis  control 
Stops  with  the  shore ;  upon  the  watery  plain 
The  wrecks  arc  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  own, 
When,  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain. 
He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan. 
Without  a  grave,  unknellM,  uncoffin'd,  and  unknowiL 


i 
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His  steps  are  not  upon  thy  paths,— thy  fields 
Are  not  a  spoil  for  him,— thou  dost  arise 
And  aliake  him  from  thee;  the  vile  strength  he  wields 
I'or  earth's  destruction  thou  dost  all  despise. 
Spurning  liim  from  thy  bosom  to  tlie  gkies. 
And  send'st  him,  shivering  in  thy  playful  spray 
And  liowhjig,  to  liis  Gods,  where  haply  lies 
His  i^tty  hope  in  some  near  port  or  bay. 
And  dashcst  him  agitin  to  earth  ; — there  let  him  1i<y. 


The  armaments  which  thunderstrike  the.  walls 
Of  rock-built  cities,  biddiiiu;  nations  quake. 
And  monarchs  tremble  in  their  capitids. 
The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  ribs  midie 
Their  clay  creator  the  vain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  war — 
These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  (lake. 
They  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  waves,  whiL-h  mar 
fVlike  the  Armada's  pride  or  spoils  of  Trafalgar. 


Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  all  save  tbee — 
Assyria,  Greece,  Kome,  Carthage,  wliat  are  they  ? 
Thy  waters  wasli'd  them  power  while  they  were  fi'ee,  ' 
And  many  a  tyrant  since;  their  shores  obey 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage  ;  their  decay 
lias  dried  up  realms  to  deserts :^ — not  so  thou; — 
Unchangeable,  save  to  thy  wild  waves'  play. 
Time  writes  iio  wrinkle  on  thine  azure  brow  : 
Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  liiou  roUest  now. 
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OLXXXIU. 

Thou  glorious  mirror^  where  the  Almight/s  form 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests ;  in  all  time, — 
Calm  of  convulsed,  in  breeze  or  gale  or  storm. 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
Dark-heaving — boundless,  endless,  and  sublime. 
The  image  of  eternity,  the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  zone 
Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomless,  alone. 

CLXXXIT. 

And  I  have  loved  thee.  Ocean !  and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward :  from  a  boy 
I  wanton'd  with  thy  breakers — they  to  me 
Were  a  delight ; '"  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror — 'twas  a  pleasing  fear, 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  thee, 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near, 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane — as  I  do  here. 

OLXXXV. 

My  task  is  done,  my  song  halh  ceased,  my  theme 
Has  died  into  an  echo ;  it  is  fit 
The  spell  should  break  of  this  protracted  dream. 
The  torch  shall  be  extinguish^  which  hath  lit 
My  midnight  lamp — and  wliat  is  writ,  is  writ; 
AVould  it  were  worthier !  but  I  am  not  now 
Tliat  which  I  have  bc'cn — and  my  visions  flit 
Less  palpably  before  me — and  the  glow 
Which  in  my  spirit  dwelt  is  fluttering,  faint,  and  low. 


fiAVTO   IT.] 


CHILDE  HAROLFS  PILGKIMAGB. 
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OLXXXTI. 

Parewell !  a  word  that  must  be^  and  hath  been — 
A  sound  which  makes  us  linger ; — ^yet — farewell ! 
Ye !  who  have  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the  scene 
Which  is  his  last^  if  in  your  memories  dwell 
A  thought  which  once  was  his^  if  on  ye  swell 
A  single  recollection,  not  in  vain 
He  wore  his  sandal-shoon,  and  scallop-shell; 
Farewell !  with  Aim  alone  may  rest  the  pain. 
If  such  there  were— with  jf(n»j  the  moral  of  his  strain, 
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'  Tkb  little  Tilkga  of  Csstri  stands  partlr  nn  the  site  of  Delphi.  Along  the  path 
of  tb«  moiuitun,  from  ChrrEso,  &re  tho  remains  of  sepulohrea  hewn  in  and  from  thi' 
nek: — "One,"  niil  the  guide,  "of  a  king  who  broke  hi*  peck  hunting."  His 
nujeatj  had  oeTt>ia1]r  dioMn  the  fittest  epot  for  inch  ui  achievement.  A  little  nbuve 
Cirtri  ia  a  oirt,  auppoaed  the  Pythian,  of  immGnw  depth ;  the  upper  part  of  it  is 
paied,  and  now  a  oomhnute.  On  the  other  aide  of  Castrl  stands  a  Oreek  moiiaater/  : 
tmc  mj  aboTB  irhidi  ia  the  cleft  in  (he  rock,  with  a  range  of  cavema  difficult  of 
uccDt,  and  apparentlj  leading  to  tho  interior  of  the  mountain  :  prDhabljr  to  the 
CnTdaii  CaTcm  mentioned  by  Paoaauias.  Prom  this  part  descend  the  fhnnlMn  and 
Hk  "Dewgof  Cattalie." 

(The  opening  atania  is  not  in  (he  original  MS.] 

I  affright, 


'  [The  old  housekeeper  at  Kewstead  told  Waehington  Irving,  that  the  liceutioua  life, 
luA  Ihe  inramoBrs,  vere  malnlj'  a  fiction.  The  interior  at  NowHteati  wai  often  lotxtc 
Uil  irregular,  bnt  it  oever  exhibited  the  profuse  Iniury  and  Eatnnic  revelry  which  he 
bmaeenu  lo  indicate.] 


in  the  |ilace  of  the  Ijric  "  Adiun, 


Childc  Harold'a  ear,  when  hia  proud  heart  did  swell 
With  aable  (hoDgh(a  (hat  he  disdain'd  to  t«U. 
Then  would  he  amile  on  him,  and  Alwin  auiiled, 
When  aoght  that  from  hia  young  lips  arohly  fell 
"■  -    ■  "  11  from  Uamld'scjJH  beguiled: 

I  gliiui«u  appeac'd  thu  »ii;ful  Cbildu. 
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Him  and  one  yoeman  only  did  he  take 
To  travel  eastward  to  a  ^  countrie ; 
And,  though  the  boy  was  grieved  to  leave  the  laka 
On  whose  fiur  banks  he  grew  from  infiuM^, 
Eftsoons  his  little  heart  beat  merrily 
With  hope  of  foreign  nations  to  behold. 
And  many  things  right  marvellous  to  see^ 
Of  which  oar  vaunting  voyagers  ofi  have  told, 
In  many  a  tome  as  true  as  Mandeville's  of  old.* 


tt 


After  the  twenty-fourth  stanxa  was  a  passage  which  the  poet  omitted  al  the  ealnaly 
of  his  friends  : — 

'*  In  golden  cnaracters  right  well  design*d, 

First  on  the  list  appeareth  one  '  Junot  :* 

Then  certain  other  glorious  names  we  find. 

Which  rhyme  compelleth  me  to  place  below : 

Dull  victors  !  baffled  by  a  vanquish*d  foe. 

Wheedled  by  conynge  tongues  of  laurels  doe, 

Stand,  worUiy  of  each  other,  in  a  row — 

Sir  Arthur,  Harry,  and  the  dizxard  Hew 
Dalrymple,  seely  wight,  sore  dupe  of  ^  other  tew. 

Convention  is  the  dwarfish  demon  styled 
That  foil'd  the  knights  in  Marialva*s  dome  : 
Of  brains  (if  brains  they  had)  he  them  beguiled. 
And  tnmM  a  nation^s  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 
Pur  well  I  wot,  when  first  the  news  did  come, 
That  Yimiera's  field  by  Graul  was  lost, 
For  paragraph  ne  paper  scarce  had  room. 
Such  Pu^HH  teemed  for  our  triumphant  host, 
In  Courier,  Chronicle,  and  eke  in  Muming  Post : 

Dut  when  Cunventiou  sent  his  haudy-work, 
Pens,  tongues,  feet,  hands,  combined  in  wild  uproar ; 
Mayor,  aldermen,  laid  down  the  uplifted  fork  ; 
The  Bench  of  Bishops  half  forgot  to  snore  ; 
Stem  Cobbett^  who  for  one  whole  week  furebore 
To  question  aught,  once  more  with  transport  leapt, 
And  bit  his  devilish  quill  agcn,  and  swore 
With  foe  such  treaty  never  should  be  kept. 
Then  burst  the  blatant  *  bea^t,  and  roar'd,  and  ngcd,  and — slept ! 

Thus  unto  Heaven  a]){)eard  tlie  iK.H)pIe  :  Heaven, 
Which  loves  the  lieges  of  our  gracious  King, 
Decreed,  that,  ere  our  generab  were  forgiven, 
Inquiry  should  be  held  alK)ut  the  thing. 
But  Mercy  cloakM  the  bal>e8  beneath  her  wing  ; 
And  as  they  spared  our  foes,  so  spared  we  them  ; 
(Where  was  the  pity  of  our  sires  for  Byng  ?  t) 
Tet  knaves,  not  idiut^  should  the  hiw  condemn  ; 
Tlicn  live,  ye  gallant  koights  !  and  bless  TOur  Judges*  phlegm  f* 

*  "Blatant  beast*'— a  figure  for  the  m(»b,  I  think  first  used  by  Smollei  la  hit 
*'  Adventures  of  an  Atom.'*  Horace  has  the  '*  bellua  multorum  capitom  :**  in  Kngliwii 
fortunately  enough,  the  illustrious  mobility  have  not  even  one, 

t  By  tliis  query  it  is  nut  meant  that  our  foolish  generals  should  have  been  shot,  bet 
that  Byng  might  have  been  spared,  though  the  one  suflTered,  and  the  oihen  eeeipeili 
probably  for  Candide's  reason,  "pour  encourager  lee  autrea.' 


»i 
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"  Ye,  wbo  vould  more  of  Spain  and  SpinUrda  know, 
ffi^ts,  SuaU,  AnUqacc,  Arts,  Anecdolfi,  and  War, 
Go  I  Ue  ye  heooe  to  PsMrunBter  Sjm~~ 
Are  titejr  not  vtl  tten  iu  tlte  Book  of  Can-,  * 
QrecD  Emi's  Knight  uid  Ktuopo's  tranderin;  star  1 
Then  liaten,  reader*,  tu  the  Mia  of  Ink, 
Hear  what  he  i^  uid  aought,  uid  wrote  arar  ; 
All  thsM  tit  coap'd  within  one  (juarto's  brink, 

Thii  borrow,  itcaJ, — don't  bajt — and  tell  us  what  ;on  llunk. 

There  ma;  yon  read,  with  apecUelca  on  eyes, 
Hov  many  Wellealeys  did  emlmrk  for  Spahi, 
As  if  therein  they  meant  to  colonizf , 
How  many  troop*  y-erou'd  the  laoghing  main 
That  ne'er  beheld  the  uid  return  again  : 

Hov  many  leogaea  from  thii  to  yonder  plain. 
How  many  relica  each  cathedral  gnce, 
And  where  Oiralda  standi  on  her  gigantic  ijase. 

There  may  yon  read  (Oh,  Phfebiis,  save  Sir  John  ! 
That  these  my  worda  prophetic  may  not  en) 
All  that  woe  eaid,  or  enng,  or  lost,  or  won. 
By  Taunting  Welleeley  or  by  blundering  Frere, 
Ho  that  wrote  half  the  '  Needy  Knife- Orlnder.'  t 
ThuB  poeay  the  way  to  grandeur  parea — 
Who  would  not  euch  diplomatieta  prefer  ! 
But  oeaee,  my  Muxe,  thy  speed  •ome  respite  cmrei, 
Leare  Legatee  to  their  honee,  and  armies  to  their  gran*. 

Tet  here  of  Volpea  mention  may  be  made, 
Who  for  the  Jnnta  modell'd  aapient  laws, 
Tanght  them  to  govern  ere  they  ware  obey'd  ; 
Certes,  6t  teacher  lo  command,  becaiisH 
His  wnil  Socratic  no  Xantippo  owes  ; 
Bleat  with  a  dame  in  Virtue's  bosum  nursl, — 
Wit^  her  let  mtent  admiration  pause  ! — 
Tme  to  her  second  husband  and  her  first : 


On  mch  unsbakea  fan 


"  Oh  never  talk  again  to  me 

Of  Dorthem  climca  and  British  ladiei ; 
It  has  not  been  yonr  lot  to  see, 
like  me,  the  loTcly  girl  of  Cadis. 

'  Ttaphjtj  Bud,  that  the  propheoies  of  Dnnlel  were  written  after  their 

i  nwh  may  b(  my  Sale  here  ;  but  it  requires  no  second  sight  (o  forelel  i 

It  glimp«  of  the  knight  wm  enough.     [In  a  letter  written  August  6, 

ton  nys,  "  I  haie  aeen  Sir  John  Carr  at  Seville  and  Cadiz ;  and.  Eke  Swift's  barber, 

re  been  down  on  my  knees  to  beg  he  would  not  put  me  into  black  and  white"] 

t  ['The    "Kecdj   Knife-grinder,"  In  the  Anli-jaoolan,  was  a  joint  prodnolion 


Ml  Cnnnii 


compleluin, 
.  tume ;  the 
1S09,  Lord 
ft'a  barber, 
hitc"] 
udaalioB  M 

m 
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Although  her  eje  be  not  of  blae, 
Nor  fiur  her  locka,  like  Kiu^iih 

How  hr  its  own  expreariTe  hue 
The  lADgoid  axum  ^e  sorpMNi ! 


Prometheus-like,  from  heaven  ahe  stole 

The  fire,  that  through  those  silken  lashes 
In  darkest  glances  seems  to  roll. 

From  eyes  that  cannot  hide  their  flaahea : 
And  as  along  her  bosom  steal 

In  lengthen*d  flow  her  raven  tresses, 
You'd  swear  each  clustering  lode  could  fedp 

And  curl'd  to  ffive  her  neck  caresses. 


Our  English  maids  are  long  to  woo^ 

And  frigid  even  in  possession ; 
And  if  their  charms  be  fiiir  to  view, 

Their  lips  are  slow  at  LoTe*s  oonfessiuo : 
But  bom  beneath  a  brighter  sun, 

For  love  ordain'd  the  Spanish  maid  is. 
And  who, — when  fondly,  £urly  won, — 

Enchants  you  like  the  girl  of  Cadis  f 


The  Spamsh  maid  is  no  coquette. 

Nor  joys  to  see  a  lover  tremble^ 
And  if  she  love,  or  if  she  hate. 

Alike  she  knows  not  to  dissemble. 
Her  heart  can  ne*er  be  bought  or  sold — 

However  it  beats,  it  beats  sincerely ; 
And,  though  it  will  not  bend  to  gold, 

*Twill  love  you  long  and  love  you  dearly. 

A. 

The  Spanish  girl  that  meets  your  love 

Ne'er  taunts  you  with  a  mock  denial. 
For  every  thought  b  bent  to  prove 

Her  passion  in  the  hour  of  triaL 
When  Uironging  foemea  menace  Spain, 

She  dares  the  deed  and  shares  the  danger  | 
And  should  her  lover  press  the  plain. 

She  hurls  the  spear,  her  lovers  avenger. 

6, 

And  when,  beneath  the  evening  star, 

She  mingles  in  the  gay  Boleru, 
Or  sings  to  her  attuned  guitar 

Of  Christian  knight  or  Mi>orish  hero^ 
Or  counts  her  beads  with  fuiry  hand 

Beneath  the  twinkling  rays  of  Hesper, 
Or  joins  devutiuu^H  choral  band. 

To  chaunt  the  sweet  and  holluw'd  ve^MT  | 

7. 

In  each  her  charms  the  heart  must  move 
Of  all  who  venture  to  behold  her ; 

Then  let  not  maids  less  fair  reprove 
Bccaiuiv  her  bosom  is  not  colder : 


NOTSa  TO   CANTO  THS   FIRST. 

Throagh  many  s  clima  'tis  miao  to  roam 

Wliera  wtoj  a  soft  uii  uGlling  m&id  ii. 
But  uosB  ftbroad,  and  few  at  hunia, 

Maj  motdi  the  dark-ejed  Girl  of  Cadii."] 

*'  [Thii  "littJe  FBC*"  'f"  Bobert  Riuhtod,  the  sod  of  oho  of  Lord  Bttdh'ii  I 
**  Bobert  I  take  with  me,"  ajm  tho  post,  iu  a  letter  to  hia  louther ;  "  I  likn  him, 
'■Acanie,  like  mj-iieLf.  be  teeaa  a  friendleu  aninuil."  The  buy  being  aioklj,  Lord 
Byroii.  on  reaching  Gibraltar,  aent  him  bock  to  Knghmd.] 


me  or  wind.'-— MS.] 
in  Iho  original  MS,  : — 
"  'Mj  Motb«r  ii  a  high-born  dame, 
And  much  mislikftb  me; 
She  MUtb  mj  riot  bringetb  shame 
On  «JJ  mj  an««lrr : 

Whow  tmra  perhapi  will  flow  ; 
But  her  fair  face  I  have  not  awn 
Per  three  long  yeaia  and  moe.' "] 

"  [Wmian]  FleldieT,  his  bithfnl  ralet.  NotsithBtanding  that  lie  is  made  in  this 
"rtenn  to  disclaim  being  timid.  Lord  Bjron  uye  in  his  tettern  that  be  was  the  reveno 
of  laJiant,  and  that  he  sighed  for  home  comforts,  — beef,  beer,  aail  lee,  as  well  as  faT 

"  J"Bnoa(^  enough,  m;  jeoman  good, 

tAU  this  is  veil  to  my  ; 
Bat  if  I  in  thy  sandals  stood, 
I'dlangh  togetaway."— MS.] 
an 


\"  For  who  woald  trost  a  paramoDT, 
Or  e'en  a  wedded  freere, 
Though  her  blue  eyes  were  Btrenming  o' 
And  torn  her  yellow  hair  I"— MS.] 


**  I  leaTS  England  without  regret — I  shall  return  to  it  withont  pleasure.     I  am 

Adam,  the  first  convict  »!rit«Dced  to  transportaUon  ;  but  1  have  no  Sie,  and  have 

Mt«B  no  apple  but  what  waii  aour  is  a  crab." — Lord  Byron  lo  Mr.  tlDdgtm.^ 

"  ["IJonot  me«o,"  Lord  Byron  wrote  to  Mr.  Dallna,  "  lo  exohangs  the  ninth  rerso 
of  tke  '  Good  Night.'  I  bare  no  reason  to  auppoae  my  dog  better  than  his  brutber 
tntCD,  msnkiDd  ;  and  Argua  we  know  lo  be  a  fable."     In  D.in  Jnan,  aliui.  one  of  the 

"Is  that  Ail  Argns  bites  him  by — the  breeches." 
in  for  his  rhyme,  for  be  had  experieneeii  the 
10  ori^niU  HS.  the  oiath  etonia  was  sucuveded  b; 
"Ketbiaks  it  would  my  boonin  gind 
To  change  my  proud  e«lnte. 
And  be  again  a  laughing  hid 
With  one  beloved  pln^mate. 

youth  I  >can»  have  poss'd  on  hour 
Without  dinguit  or  pain, 
Bxoept  mmetlmes  In  Lady's  bower, 
Or  when  the  bowl  I  drai.i."] 


20G  NOTES  TO  CANTO  THE  FTRgT. 

"  ["These  Luaian  bnilei,  imd  earth  from  irorrt  oTvrelehef  pnrge." — MS.] 

"  [On  the  mbmiHion  of  Laiilanta  to  the  Moon,  ^in  chAoged  the  nuDC  of  the 
capital,  which  till  then  had  been  ITIimpo,  or  lispo ;  bcosUBe,  in  th«  Aniliic  alphabrl.  the 
letter  p  in  nut  UHcd.  Qca(«.  1  believe,  LisUa  ;  wheon,  again,  the  Fnnch  UibiaM, 
and  onr  Lisbon.— fiyron,  MS.] 

"  ["  Which  poet*,  prone  to  lie,  hnve  paTed  vith  gold." — MS.] 

"  ['"Mid  many  thingB  that  grieve  both  none  and  ee." — MS.] 


^  r^"  To  make  amends  for  tho  filthinem  of  Lisbon,  and 
the  Tillage  of  Cintru,  about  fifteen  miles  from  the  capital,  i 
the  most  delightful  in  Europe.  It  eontains  bcantia  of  e-r 
■jijficial :  pakces  and  gardenij  rising  in  the  midst  of  iwki 
1  stupendous  heights ;  a  distant  view  of  the 


I  Kill  filthier  inluUlu^ 
perbaija,  in  ervrj  topecl^ 
f  drarriplion,  natanl  Md 
cataracta,  and  predpi 
Tajms.    It  u 


"  The  convent  of  "Our  Ladj  of  Puninhmeot,"  A'oua  Sffluni  dt  Ptna.  08  th« 

lummitoftherock.  Below,  at  sumo  diataare,  is  the  Cork  Convent.  whereSL  Howiriu 
dug  his  den,  over  whidi  is  his  epitaph.  Prom  the  Mils,  the  sea  adds  to  the  boiutr  if  tbr 
view. —it^ofe  to  lit  KdUion,  6inee  the  publicatiDn  of  this  poem,  I  bare  bc«o  infcoDcd 
[b;  Walter  Soott]  of  the  miupprehension  of  the  term  Xoua  StKOra  de  Pata.  It  w*s 
owing  to  the  wsnt  of  the  tildi  or  mark  over  the  ^  which  alien  the  rignifiaitif  tttkt 
word  :  with  it,  PiAa  aignifiei  a  rock  ;  witbool  il,  Paia  bal  the  sen  *  ' 
do  not  think  it  neoosarf  to  all«r  the  pasu^ ;  aa  thongb  the  ton 
affixed  to  it  ia  "  Our  Lad;  of  the  fiook,"  1  ma;  well  aBOme  the  o(b> 
aeveritica  practised  there. — Pi'ote  to  Sad  Ediion. 

'^  It  is  a  welt  known  bet  that  in  the  year  1809,  the  sssaninUiom  in  ttw  iliiai  rf 
Lisbon  and  its  vicinity  weic  not  ron&ned  by  tbo  Portngu«f  to  Ihcir  nmntljoien  :  bsl 
that  Bnglisbmen  were  duly  bntchered :  and  so  hi  from  redroi  berof  obiunad.  vt 
were  nqncslfd  not  to  interfere  if  we  pcrmrived  any  rampatrint  defendins  bimadf 
against  his  allies,  t  was  onee  stopped  in  the  way  to  the  theatre  at  oght  o'dock  in 
the  evemng,  when  the  streets  wen  not  more  empty  Ihnn  they  genenJIy  an  at  tkat 
hour,  opposite  to  an  open  shop,  and  in  a  carriage  with  a  frimd :  had  we  not  beta- 
nat«ly  been  armed,  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  th^  we  shonld  have  "adorned  a  tale' 
initead  of  telling  one. 

■>  tWiUiam  Beckford.  Eh|.,  sou  of  the  onw-nlel.ntfd  atdtrmM,  and  btir  to  Us 
enormous  weoltK,  published,  at  the  early  ngs  of  ^gbt«n,  "  Memoin  of  eitn 
Fainten;"  and  in  the  following  year  the  romance  "Tathek."  Alter  li 
Hindoo  in  several  Fariiaments,  this  gifted  person  fixed  for  a  til  " 
Portugal,  where  tlic  memory  of  his  mngnifiocnee  was  frnh  at  the  period  Of  Lord  Hffd^ 
pilgrimage.  Returning  to  England,  ho  realised  all  the  outwvrd  ibowt  of  lMk« 
gnndeur  in  his  unsubslantial  pageant  of  FoDtfaUl  Abbey  ;  and  later  Indttlced  Ua  tiKf 
with  another  mooament  of  arehitcMural  aprtoe  in  the  (ioinily  of  Bath,  vVtk  km 
been  oonvert«d  dnce  bis  death  bto  the  chapel  of  a  cemetery.] 


ist  ibiin."— MS.] 

The  Conventiin  ot  Cintra  was  lignol  in  the  palaee  of  the  Maichtw  Slariali^  (IVb 
mirtake,      "The  armutfeo,  the  negotiations,  the  eonventlOD  itaolf,  and  the  «r — 
of  its  provisions,  were  all,"  ays  Napier,  "ounmeiunl,  eoaducted,  md 
II  distance  of  thirty  miles  ftom  Cintia,  willi  which  pkce  they  bad  Dot  U 
political,  military,  or  local,  "J 

"After  remaining  ten  days  in  Lisbon,  ws  tnvelted  on  iorttbmcHa' 
ice  of  nearly  four  hundred  milea.     Tbr  bones  an  eieellent :  we 
"—B.  Lillti-;  ISOB.l 
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~  "  Bit  lorklen  MMJesty  went  tubeequeuOy  iduI  :  uid  Or.  Willis,  wLo  lu  it«i- 
•eroutlj  ciiileeU»l  kingly  pcricmiiainB.  could  nukkc  nothiug  uf  hen." — Byron,  MS. 
IVilU*  WM  ufoitaiDal  to  itrike  his  patients  lu  raoder  tliem  submisaiie,  Rnd  duaiaa 
WiDE.  like  death,  a  liFvelliT,  he  tmted  kings  the  suiuv  u  their  Buhjet^.  The  Queen, 
•n«r  mvrt  jvkn  of  iuamitj,  died  at  the  Bmils  in  ISIO.] 

>  The  eitsit  of  Mafn  is  prodigious ;  it  contains  &  palace.  Foment,  and  moil 
■operb  diunh.  The  six  orgaDs  ate  the  most  beantiful  I  ever  beheld,  in  point  of  Ako- 
ration  :  we  did  not  hear  them,  bat  were  tuld  that  tlieir  [ones  were  coireapandent  to 
Ihor  ■plendonr.  Mafra  is  termed  the  Escoriat  of  ?nrttigBl.  ["  Atwnt  ten  miles  lo 
■lu  right  of  Cintia,"  says  Lord  Bynm  ia  a  letter  to  his  mother,  "is  the  pahvM  of  JUsfiti. 
lite  boBit  uf  Portugal,  as  it  might  be  of  any  country,  in  point  of  magnili  cense,  viLhout 
deduce.  There  is  a  conient  annexed ;  the  monks,  who  possess  targe  rcvennes,  are 
eciuicinu  enough,  and  underMand  Latin  ;  >o  that  ve  had  a  long  conTersation.  They 
fa»c  a  large  library,  and  asked  me  if  the  English  had  any  iomb  in  their  coontry." — 
Mafm  was  ereeted  by  John  V.,  in  pursuance  of  a  tow,  made  in  a  dangerous  fit  of 
itlnta^  to  found  a  convent  for  the  nae  of  the  piwreat  friary  in  the  kingdom.  Upon 
inqaity.  this  p-ioresl  was  founil  at  Mafni ;  where  twelve  Franciscans  lived  ti>gether  in 
Aint.J 

*  ["Or  art's  min  fence,  like  China's  rasty  wall T'— MS.] 

*  JLi  I  Iband  tie  Portngueie,  bo  1  have  oharacterised  Ihem.  That  they  are  since 
improitd,  at  kast  in  courage,  is  erident.  The  late  eiplMta  of  Lord  Wellington  hare 
cdEued  Um  (otties  of  Cintra.  He  has,  mdeed,  done  nondcra  :  he  hss,  perhaps,  chnaged 
tb*  dianuiler  of  a  nation,  rvconciled  rival  supentitjons,  and  Isffled  an  enemy  who  never 
vtUmJuA  before  his  predecessors. — 1812.  [In  the  Peninsular  War  the  "Lusian  slave" 
mnwd  greatly  superior  to  the  "Spanish  hind."  When  comnianded  by  English  officers, 
ani  h(i^d«d  vith  English  troops,  the  Portugaese  made  eicellunt  soldiers.] 

"  ["  But  ere  the  bounds  of  Spain  have  far  been  poss'd. 

For  ever  famed  in  many  a  noted  song." — MS. 

Lord  Byron  leemt  to  have  thui  early  acqmred  enough  of  Spaninh  to  understand  the 
inpd  body  of  andent  papular  poeUy, — UDequalled  in  Enrope. — which  must  ever  fonu 
Ih*  pride  of  that  magnilicent  langnsge.  Ofoneof  the  beet  of  the  ballads  of  the  Grenada 
war — the  "Romance  muy  doioroao  del  sido  y  toma  dc  Alhama."— lie  lias  given  a 
Wntiftil  TBfBon.] 

*  CoODt  Julian's  daughter,  tJie  Helen  of  Spain.  Pelagius  preserved  his  independence 
in  tha  &irtike>sea  of  the  Astnrias,  and  the  descendants  of  his  foiloiren,  after  some  cen- 
tariM,  mmpteted  th«r  struggle  by  the  conquest  of  Oreasda.  {Count  Julian's  dsughtcr, 
aUnd  Cava  by  the  Moors,  is  called  Florinda  by  the  Spaniards.  She  is  said  to  hate 
tasB  liolatsd  by  Hoderick,  the  King  of  the  GFotfas,  and  her  lather,  in  revenge,  invited 
the  Heorv  to  invade Spa'ui.  The Ooths  were  defeated,  (A. D.  Til,)  Roderick  was  killM, 
and  the  Hoara  renuuned  masters  of  the  greater  part  of  the  Peninsula,  but  Pelagius 
kept  Ibea  at  lay,  and  even  recovered  from  them  portions  of  the  terrilory  they  had 

■  r ■■t™,«:kl»r,.l. 

Blue  colomns  scar  aloft  in  sulphurous  wreath, 
Fragments  on  fragments  in  confusion  knock." — MS.] 

**  ITh*  fjUowUig  note  was  telnrtantlj  snppreBed  by  Lord  Byron  at  the  orgeat  re- 
qvrt  of  a  friend.  It  alludes,  inter  alia,  lo  (he  then  recent  publication  of  Sir  Walter 
SboM's  "VtBimofDonRudcrick,"  the  profits  of  which  had  been  devoted  to  the  caose  of 
Pnrtagiieae  paCriutiim  :^"  We  have  heard  wonders  of  the  Portuguese  lately,  and  their 
^Uanti?.  Pray  Heaven  it  continue ;  yet  '  would  it  were  bod-tiwe,  Hal.  and  nil  were 
w«ll !'  They  mnit  fight  a  great  many  hoora,  by  'Shrewsbury  clork,'  before  the 
Bsmber  of  their  dain  equals  that  of  our  coantrymcn  butchered  by  these  kind  creatures, 
■ov  metamoipluHBd  inlo  'ea^ores,'  and  what  not.  I  merely  state  a  [act.  not  con- 
Eaed  to  Fortngal ;  for  in  Sicily  and  Malta  wo  are  knocked  on  the  lio&d  at  a  handsunii 
airn^  nightly,  and  not  a  Sicilian  or  MxIUbc  is  ever  iiunishe^i  I     The  neglect  uf  prd- 


208  HOTBS  TO  CANTO  IHK  FIRST. 

tntioo  is  disgncerol  la  our  gOTernrnpnt  uid  p>Tenion :  for  ihe  mnnlpn  an  at 
ODtaiinns  lu  Uio  mnon  that  sbinea  npun  them,  uid  lbs  sptthj  tbit  OTerluoka  tlwiB. 
TIm  Fortoi^tMi,  it  ii  lo  be  bop«d,  are  cotDpliioentoil  witli  tbe  '  Parlom  Hopc^' — ilthf 
eawvit  are  Uvnioe  brsTo  (like  (be  mt  of  their  kind,  in  a  earacr),  pnj  let  iIwb 
dupUjr  it.  Bat  there  ia  a  ■abecriptloa  for  tbtoe  *  SfKurv-StiAn,'  \tiiej  nmd  not  be 
•Bhamsd  of  the  epithet  ODce  applied  to  the  Spartana) ;  uu]  all  the  charitable  patina;. 
mitM,  froDi  oatentatiauB  A.  to  diffident  Z.,  and  IJ.  li.  Od.  ttaiB  'An  Adminr  uf 
Valour,'  are  in  requisittoo  for  tbe  lists  at  Llojd's,  and  the  hoDoor  of  British  ImeTa- 
leneo.  WeL  I  ve  hiva  fought,  and  aubecribed,  and  beatoved  peen^eo,  and  biriat 
tbe  killed  by  our  frienda  and  fuea  ;  and,  Id  !  all  this  is  t«  be  done  dtct  a^n  ■  Like 
Lien  Cbi  {in  Qaldsmith'a  Citizen  of  the  World),  as  ve  '  gro«  older,  we  grow  oner  Ibe 
better.'  It  would  be  pleasant  to  lesm  who  will  subscribe  for  ua,  in  or  abmit  the  jwar 
1S15,  and  what  nation  will  aead  Sftj  tbausuid  uen,  Gnt  to  be  d«ointated  in  the 
capital,  and  then  decimated  again  (in  tbe  Irish  Euhinn,  niaeout  atle»),  in  ILe  'htA 
of  honour  ;'  which,  aa  Serjeant  Kite  aji,  a  coD^derabl;  larger  and  tnare  i^TnmftVn- 
than  '  tbe  bed  cf  Ware*  Then  they  mnat  havo  a  poet  U>  write  tbe  'Yhaattt  Daa 
Peneval,'  and  generonul;  besttiw  the  profits  of  tbe  well  and  widely  printed  quitOk  M 
rebuild  the  '  Backwjud '  iind  the  '  Canongate,'  or  fnmish  now  kilts  for  the  hMT-nsMl 
Hlghlandera.  Lord  Wdlinglnn,  howBTer,  baa  enacted  marrcls ;  and  so  did  Ilia  Otisnlal 
brother,  wham  I  bbw  chariuttering  orer  the  French  Sag,  and  heard  cli(>|RB(  Wl 
^laniiOi.  after  listciang  to  the  speech  of  a  patriotJc  eobler  of  Oadii.  on  the  event  «f  his 
own  entry  into  thai  cjty,  and  the  exit  of  same  five  tbonsand  bold  BHloaa  ont  of  this 
'  beat  of  all  poaaible  worlds.'  Sorel;  were  we  punted  how  to  dispise  of  that  Mmi 
rictory  of  TsJaTers ;  and  a  >icti)rj  it  Barelj  waa  aoniewhere,  for  erer^bodr  rlaimfiil  it. 
Tbe  Spanlah  despatch  and  mob  called  it  Cueata'a,  and  made  no  gr«M  nienUea  «f  tlw 
VLtounnt ;  the  French  called  it  thein  (to  m;  gre&t  diaooiuSture, — for  a  fnauk  eoMl 
stopped  my  mouth  in  Oreeco  with  a  pestittnt  Farii  gaiette,  just  as  I  had  kilW 
Selnatiani  '  in  bnckram,*  and  King  Joseph  'in  Kendal  green'), — and  we  han  aat  ftt 
Jetennined  vAiie  to  call  it,  or  whuie  ;  for,  certea,  it  waa  none  of  our  own.  Qowbcil. 
Maasena'a  retreat  ia  a  great  comfort :  and  aa  wa  bare  not  been  in  the  habit  of  ponaiMt 
for  some  years  paat,  nu  wonder  we  am  a  little  awkwanl  at  Grst.  So  dotibt  we  dall 
iniprore ;  or,  if  not,  we  have  only  to  take  to  our  old  way  of  retrograding  and  tlisiiii 


["There  tut  them  rot — while  rhymers  tell  the  fools 
How  boDonr  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  lfa«r  cUy  ; 
LiaraaTanntl"— Ulj.] 


"  [A  kind  of  fiddle,  vitb  only  two  itiings.  played  on  by  a  bow,  aaid  Ia  hatw  leea 
brooght  by  the  Moon  into  Spain.  "The  Spanish  women."  wrote  Lord  Byra  in 
August,  ISDD,  "kiK  c<irtainly  lawiDatiiig,  hot  their  minds  hsTc  only  one  idsa,  aod  Iba 
bnsiness  of  llieir  Uvea  is  intrigne."} 

"  "Tivft  el  Bey  Fernando  !"  Long  live  K  ing  PerdiDBod  !  ia  tbe  oboma  of  noil  of 
the  Spanish  patriotie  eonga.  The;  are  cbieftj  in  diepraise  of  the  old  King  Chailo^  lbs 
Queen,  and  tbe  Prince  of  Peace.  I  bare  ho^  many  of  them  :  soma  uf  the  ain  sn 
hesuUiul,  Oodoy,  the  Principt  dt  la  Pat,  of  an  ancient  bnt  decayed  faaiily,  ■■* 
born  at  fiadajoi,  un  the  frontiers  of  Portugal,  and  tna  originally  in  the  ranks  ••!  tb 
Spanish  guards ;  tjll  his  penon  attiadcd  the  queen's  eyes,  and  niaed  bin  to  tW 
dukedom  uf  Alciidia.  ke.  kc.  It  ia  to  this  nan  that  the  Spaniards  nniiermllj'  inpnl* 
tbe  ruin  of  their  cenntiy. 

*  Tho  red  cockaJr,  with  "  Pornando  Scptimo,"  in  the  centre, 

■"  All  who  hare  seen  a  Iialtery  will  rroolloet  the  pyramidal  form  in  wblrb  ibol  ibI 
nbclls  are  piled.  The  Slvrra  Morviia  was  fortlfinl  in  every  dcAlo  Uiroash  vUdi  I 
(uuuril  in  my  *ay  to  SetlUe. 
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"  Such  were  the  eiploito  of  the  Mud  of  Ssmgoni,  who  by  her  Taloiir  eleratwl  her- 
»'lf  t"  Ibe  liighMt  rank  of  beroinea.  When  the  antbor  wm  nt  Seville,  she  wolkwl 
dmtj  on  the  Prndo,  deeonited  with  niedsli  uid  ordan,  by  commnnd  i>r  tho  Junta.  [At 
the  tine  when  >he  fint  nttrecttil  uotiiK.  by  muuntiog  a  battery  where  iier  lover  Euul 
ftllcu,  aad  wurkiug  a  gun  in  bia  roam,  ibe  whs  in  ber  tweiii/-iii!ci>iii)  yeia,  exceulingly 
prettj,  uid  in  ■  *rfl  feminine  jtyle  of  btauly.J 


-  ["B«i 


a  wu  written  ia  Turkey. 


sthat  ni 


**  ["  Id  my  opiuion  the  ^laaiHli  wnme 
rhiu-Du,  uiJ  ate  ucrtfunlj  supenur  In  Cm 
eyes,  cleu'  alive  complexions,  ami  fbruig  i 
t^  BO  Bngliihnun,  Dsed  to  the  druwey,  I 
m<«t  beoDiiuii)!  dren,  uid,  at  the  rame  I 
gpknuh  beauty  iireaiatible," — Lard  Bijn 


■CnTDW."— M3.] 

are  by  no  mouu  inferior  tn  the  Engliah  in 
lusliou.  li>ng  bUck  Iiikir,  dark  liuiguuhiiig 
lore  graceful  in  motion  bbau  can  lie  cobceived 
4tleaa  air  of  bid  oountrywomen,  added  to  the 
jne,  the  luoat  decent  m  the  world,  render  a 
n'lLalrri,  Aug.  18011.] 


0  Ctutri  (Delpbus),  at  the  foot  of  romasaus, 
I. 

"  ["Upon  PanuWBUB.  going  to  the  fonotain  of  Delphi  (Castri)  in  ISng,  I  ai 
Hi^bt  uf  twelve  ea^EeJi  (UobhouBe  snya  they  were  Tnlturea — at  leait  in  converaat 
■nud  tlie  omen.     On  Iho  day  before,  1  oompoaeil  the  lines  to  Pamassu 
Horuld),  and  on  beholding  the  birds,  bad  a  hope  that  Apollo  bad  aouptei 
!.     I  have  at  least  had  tho  name  and  fame  of  a  poet,  during  the  poetical  p 
Ifroin  twenty  to  thirty) :— whether  it  will  kst  is  aaolber  matter  :  bnt  1 
k  votkiy  of  the  deity  and  the  place,  and  am  grateful  Ibr  what  he  has  done  ii 
"  latving  the  future  in  his  bands,  oa  I  loft  tbe  post."— S.  Diary,  1821.] 


["  Slime  glorious  thonght  to  n 
SeviUfl  was  the  Eispalis  of  the 
["  The  lurkiug  lores  of  thy  ei 


■  petition  grant."— MS.] 


"  t"  Chdi^  tweet  Codii  !— it  ia  the  tint  spot  in  th 

t^ato  Cythen,  fall  of  the  fin«t  women  in  Spain  :  the  C 
witdiM  of  their  load. "—^onJ^yrmV^EXcrs,  1809.] 


Ullesl 
iples  share 


The  heaiity  of  itj 
eiDg  thoLnncushin 


■■  Ttat  was  written  at  Thebtts  andconseiincntly  in  the  best  situs 
•newering  sDeh  a  qneetinn  ;  not  as  Iba  birthplace  oF  Tindar,  but 
BiBotia,  where  the  Brat  iidcUe  was  prupuunded  and  aolved. 


**  [Lord  ByroD  atlmles  to  a  ridiculous  < 
pnlJiR-ltiiuae*  in  Higluate.  of  administering 
middling  rank  who  aiopped  there.  The  party 
"  never  to  kin  the  moid  when  he  eoald 
wben  be  eonid  get  while ;  never  to  drink 
many  other  injunctions  of  the  like  kind,  —to  all 


the  I 


.ulikei 


-"J 


which  formerly  prevailed  at  the 
eaque  oath  to  all  tniveUers  of  tlia 
iwom  on  a  I>air  of  boms,  fastened, 

when  hf!  could  get  stning  ;^  with 
:';h  was  added  the  saving  clanne,— ^ 


>  particular  leap  taaght  in  tbenuu^ge."^ — VS.] 
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fessloiial  bnll-Gijliter  pive  public  lessons;  and  sdcIi  tu  tb«  force  of  dcpravnl  nutm 
that  litdiea  of  the  highest  rtiiik  went  not  ubaiued  to  xpfwsr  unidst  the  filth  and  hon 
of  the  shuahles.  The  Spuiiuxb  received  tliu  sport  fhim  the  Uoon,  amotig  vboB 
wu  celehrated  vilh  gmt  pomii  and  splendour.) 


Or,  ' 


eDgefbl  as  ever. 


Suits  Otella  I  h«H  a  yaaag 
Bf  which  miti|j;ate«  tbe  QWtaer\ 
aniall  suiyiiiae,  tliat  this  etliie  «u  b;  no  bhsbi 


["TheSpuiiards  are  k 
iDt  thresuu  bi  stall  a  w< 
vug  told,  on  eipreffling 

"  "a.] 

"  "Medio  do  fiinto  teponini 

Sor^t  anuiri  aliqnid  quod  in  ipaia  floribns  aogat." — Lire. 
["  Pull  fhim  the  heart  of  Jot's  delidoni  springs 

Some  bitter  bubbles  up,  and  e'en  on  roues  stings." — US.] 

"  ["  Wliat  exile  from  himself  can  flee  I 

To  other  loaes,  howe'er  remote, 
Smi,  still  pursuing  eliags  to  me 

The  blight  of  life— the  demon  Thought"— MS. 
This  song  na  viittea  Jonnarr  25,  1810.] 
"  Alluding  to  the  conduct  and  deatji  of  Solaoo,  the  gorerDorofCadi^inHa;,  IS09. 


Samgoa 


.e  knlTe."    Falalbx's 


a  the  FreDch  geneni  at  the  Bcgt  uT 


<°  The  Hononnble  John  Wingfield,  of  the  Qnatds.  who  died  of  a  ferer  at  Coiubra 
(Mar  14,  IHll).  I  had  known  him  ten  jnn,  the  better  hair  of  hia  life,  aad  ibt 
happiest  part  of  mine.  In  the  short  Epocf  of  one  month  1  hnve  tost  hrr  who  gave  m« 
being,  and  moat  of  these  who  had  miulij  that  being  tolerable.  To  ma  the  Uoci  of 
Young  are  no  fiction  : — 

"  Insatiate  archer  I  could  not  one  snffioe  I 
Thj  shaft  flew  thrice,  and  thrice  my  peace  was  stun, 
And  thrice  ere  thrice  jon  moon  had  fill'd  her  horn." 
I  should  h«Te  ventured  a  Tcm  to  the  memorr  of  the  late  Cbarin  Sfcinncr  Mallbtws, 
Fellow  of  Downing  College,  Cambridge,  were  he  not  too  much  abon  all  faala*  of  sala*. 
Uia  powen  of  mind,  shown  in  the  attainment  of  greater  honnnn,  ^unM  the  abtiM 
nindiilatca,  than  thoes  of  any  graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  hare  raQtaallf 
eetablished  hia  hme  on  the  spot  where  it  waa  acquired  ;  while  his  aotler  qnalitw*  lin 
in  the  reoollection  of  friends  wlio  loted  him  loo  wall  to  euTir  his  saperiorilX-  [Ta  as 
objection  made  by  Mr.  Dallaa  tc  this  note.  Lord  Bjron  rvplied  :  "  I  waa  so  nnocn  la 
mj  note  on  the  lato  Charles  Matthewa.  and  ilo  feet  loysclf  so  loUll]!  unabi*  l«  d* 
./nstiee  to  hia  talenla,  that  the  iBasaee  must  stml  Tor  the  very  reason  you  tiring  l^ust 
il.  To  him,  all  the  men  I  ever  luiew  were  pigmies.  He  was  an  intelWtUal  gtMrt. 
It  ii  true  I  loved  Wingfiuld  better  :  he  was  the  earliest  and  the  deateal,  aikd  netif  the 
few  one  could  never  repent  of  having  loved  :  but  in  ability — ah,  yon  did  soi  hDnw 
Matthews!"  Matthews  was  drowite<l  while  bathing  in  the  (^a,  oa  the  tkd  <J 
August,  1811.  The  two  staniaa  on  VTingfield  were  added  at  S'cwsiteiwl.  Lord  fcvM 
had  previously  drawn  his  portnut  in  one  of  his  schuol-bny  poeini  ontjtleil  "CUIdsfc 
RecfdleetloDB."  The  comtpondeDce  of  the  puet  at  the  period  of  thnc  diAtha  ibowl 
that  hia  pubUo  commemoration  of  his  departed  friends  was  no  foimal  tribute.] 

*•  [■•  Beloved  the  most."- MS.) 
»  I"  Dee.  30th,  180*. "-M8.] 
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'  Put  of  Um  Acropolii  mu  dntrored  bj  the  eiplcaion  af  a  maguino  duiing  thu 
T^Ktiko  nvfa. — {Od  Ihe  liigliest  put  of  Ljcabettns,  aa  Chandler  via  iDfurmed  b;  so 
CTc-iritDai,  the  Venebuu,  in  1GB7,  ptac«il  fgur  luurlari  nnd  lii  pieart  of  ciiiiinn, 
sboB  Lh€j  tatlend  the  Acropalis.  Oue  of  tbe  bumba  wu  EatBl  to  auiue  uf  the  scalp- 
tare  on  tha  whA  front  of  tlie  PartlienoD.] 

'  We  can  an  feel,  or  inmgioe,  tbe  regret  with  which  the  rulm  of  citjes,  onoe  the 
OptaU  of  empim,  are  beheld  :  the  raflectiaiu  «iiKgented  by  anch  objects  an  loo  tril« 
(u  raqoire  iKupit illation.  Bat  neTer  did  the  littleueBS  of  tnaa,  and  the  lamt;  of  hia 
nrj  bsl  (iitnea,  of  patriutjam  to  eialt,  and  of  valuui'  to  defend  hia  coUDtry  appear 
Bon  sooapicaona  thnn  in  the  record  of  what  Atbeua  waa,  and  the  oertainty  of  what 
■be  BOW  ia.  Thia  theatre  of  contenljon  between  mighty  fhutiuna,  uf  the  atrugglea  of 
wKtonk  the  eultiitjon  and  depoajtiuo  of  tjranta,  the  triuiaph  and  punishment  of 
SCDdBla,  ia  now  beeorae  a  acene  of  petty  intrigne  and  perpetnal  disturbwioe,  tatwoen 
Ihe  bickering  ageata  of  certain  Britiah  nobility  and  gentiy.  "The  wild  fcixea,  the 
owb  and  Krpent*  in  the  mina  of  Babylon,"  were  surely  teea  degrading  Ihsn  aurb 
inbabitanta.  The  Tnrkii  have  the  pica  oF  conqneat  for  their  tyranny,  and  the  Greek* 
kate  only  aufTercd  the  fortune  of  war,  ineidcntal  to  the  bmTeat ;  but  how  are  the 
migh^  bileo,  when  two  pninten  conted  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  Parthenun, 
and  triamph  in  Inm,  acconling  to  tbe  tenor  of  eaeb  ancceeding  finnan  1  Sylla  euuld 
bat  poDiab,  Philip  aubdne,  and  Senet  bora  Athena ;  bat  it  remained  fur  the  paltry 
■ntiqiurian.  and  bia  despicable  agents,  to  render  ber  eont^niptible  aa  himself  and  hJa 
The  Parthenon,  before  ita  destmetion,  in  part,  hf  fire  during  the  Venetian 
been  a  temple,  a  church,  and  a  mosque.  In  each  point  of  view  it  ia  so 
of  rrgard  :  it  changed  its  worahippcrB  ;  but  still  it  was  a  place  of  worship  thrice 
derotion  :  its  Tiolalion  is  a  triple  aacrifioe.  But— 
"  Man,  pnnd  man, 
Dnet  io  a  little  brief  antboritj, 
FUyi  neb  hntaatic  trielu  before  high  HeaveB 
Aa  make  the  angels  weep." 

'  [In  the  original  MS,  IS  a  note  to  this  and  the  file  nunctvding  ntaniax,  which  h  id 
btcB  prepaml  for  pablieation,  but  was  afterwards  withdrawn,  "  from  a  f<ar,"  says  the 
pnet,  "that  it  might  be  considered  nttberas  an  attaok,  tlian  a  defence  of  religion  ;" — 
"  In  thin  a^;  cf  bigoli;,  when  the  puritan  and  prieat  have  changed  places,  and  ths 
wretched  Catholic  is  Tisited  with  '  the  sins  of  his  fetheni.'  eien  unto  generations  far 
beyniHl  U>e  pale  of  the  commandment,  tbe  caat  of  opniim  In  theae  stonuw  wilt,  douht- 
lesa,  meal  with  maoj  a  eontemptnout  anallienia.  But  let  it  bo  rtmernhered,  tliat  the 
^rit  the;  biealbe  U  duponding,  nut  sneering,  aceptieiim  ;  tiiat  he  who  has  aeen  the 
Orok  and  Mosleio  mperstitjons  contending  for  mastery  orer  the  former  ahrinea  of 
PotylhaaiD—whu  has  ted  iu  his  own  '  Phanseea,  thanking  tiod  that  tliey  are  not  like 
pnUTcana  and  sianera,'  and  Spaniarda  in  theira,  abhorring  the  heretic!,  who  have 
bolpen  tfaem  in  thdr  need,— will  be  not  a  little  bewildered,  and  begin  to  think,  that 
aa  rmly  one  of  them  can  be  right,  they  may,  moat  of  them,  be  wnrng.  With  regard  to 
moraU,  and  lie  eflect  of  religion  on  mankind,  it  uppeam,  from  .ill  liialorical  leatiuony, 


w 
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(a  havehftd  len  effect  in  nuking  them  lore  their  neigliboon,  than  indndnf!  HM  oonlUl 
Chriatjan  abfaDireucc  between  Kctnrief  and  nchiamatka.  The  Torka  and  Qnaktn  an 
the  mmt  tuleiaiit :  if  iin  Intidel  pays  his  henitch  to  the  forraer,  be  ma;  pnj.  haw, 
whcD,  and  when  he  [ileiuea  ;  and  the  mild  teucM  and  devout  deneaiicnu  of  the  ktU>, 
make  their  lirei  the  tnuvt  commentary  on  the  Sermon  on  the  Honnt."] 

*  It  wna  not  always  the  custom  of  the  Gi¥«ka  to  harn  their  dead  ;  the  gmter  Ajax. 
in  particulaTi  was  interred  entire.  Almost  all  the  chieft  became  gods  a^r  thL-lr 
decease ;  and  be  was  indeed  neglected^  who  had  not  annoai  games  near  !ub  Uiiot^  nr 
festinUs  in  hononr  of  his  memory  by  his  conntrymea,  as  Achillea,  Bmsidas,  &e.,  aaJ 
at  lost  eren  Antinnoa,  whole  death  was  as  bennc  aa  his  lire  was  iofamoiu. 

'  [Pur  the  magnilicant  oghth  stanm  Ihs  MS.  has  the  Ibiluwiug  : — 
' '  Frown  not  npon  me,  ehnrluh  Priest  I  that  I 
Look  not  for  life,  where  life  may  nerer  be ; 
I  am  so  aneerer  at  thj  phantasy  : 
Thou  pitiest  me, — ohu  I  I  envy  thu, 
Thon  bold  disoorcrer,  in  an  mjmoaiii  aaa, 
Of  happy  isles  and  happier  tenants  there ; 
I  ask  thee  not  to  prove  a  Siuldueee ; 
Still  dream  of  Paradise,  thou  know'rt  not  where, 
But  Iot"*!  too  well  to  bid  thine  erring  brother  share." 

Two  more  ilaDiaa  an  in  the  MS.  after  the  thirteenth  Maiua : — 
"Coma  then,  ya  oUiiic  lliana  of  each  dcgret^ 
Dark  HamJllon  and  sullen  Aberdeen, 
Come  pilfer  all  the  Pilgrim  lotes  tn  act. 
All  that  yet  conacrrates  the  fading  scene ; 
Oh  !  betur  M'ere  it  ye  hod  never  been, 
Nur  yu.  nor  Elgin,  nor  that  leaser  vight, 
The  victim  «td  of  Taae-eoUecting  spleen, 
HouM-fumifher  withal,  one  Thomas  bight. 
Than  ye  abould  bear  one  stona  from  wron^d  Allteni'i  i 

Or  will  the  gentle  Dilettanti  (ax* 

Now  delegate  the  1a>k  to  digging  Gcll, 

That  mighty  limner  of  a  bird'>-eye  view, 

How  Uke  to  Nature  let  his  rolumea  Ull : 

Who  am  with  him  the  folio'a  limiU  swell 

With  all  the  Author  saw,  or  said  he  saw  t 

Who  can  topograpbise  or  delve  *o  well  f 

No  boaster  he,  nor  impudent  and  raw, 
Hi*  iiencil,  pen,  and  shade,  alike  withoal  a  flaw." 
The  review  which  Lord  Byron  wrote  of  Qeli"i  works  in  1811,  Umia 
than  these  ironical  lines,  but  be  still  reltenttea  that  his  ei 
bis  books  (00  big.  ] 

*  [Lord  Byron  wrote  this  etunca  at  Ncwiteod,  in  Ooloher.  ISII,  on  hcarlngafll* 
death  of  bia  Cambiidga  friend,  young  Eddlotone :  "making,"  he  nys,  *'the  ililli 
within  four  montbt,  of  IHends  and  relatioua  that  1  have  lost  between  Uay  and  the  enJ 
of  August."] 

'  The  temple  of  Jupiter  Ol3^pina,  of  which  siitcm  colonuis.  entlroly  at  taaMi, 
yet  lurrive;  nrigioally  there  were  one  hundred  and  fifty.  Tbtsa  Colam^  howmt, 
are  hf  many  suppnaed  to  have  belonged  lo  the  rontheon. 

*  The  ship  waa  wreeked  in  the  Archipekgu. 
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Prnic])  Cau 

p£l»d  t 
NnrtUauUf 

tlb>niH«1miA  I, 


I  hmitl  I  young  Qre«k  oUierve,  id  i^oniinan  vith  iflsny  of  liii  cuBDtrymeD^ — for,  In«l  us 
(he;  lire,  they  yet  feel  an  thi^  dcchbIod — thoa  may  Lord  Elgin  bmsl  of  having  ruineil 
AUiinc  Ad  llalian  pninter  of  the  first  emiDence,  nsnied  Lnneri,  is  the  sgent  iif 
(UiwUtiiPi  *nd  like  the  OneV  Jindtr  ot  Venra  in  Sicily,  vho  followed  the  nine 
wulcokHi,  lie  hu  pntred  tJie  sblR  inatnuneotof  plnnder.  Betveeo  thia  nrtisl  uid  iIid 
Frnie])  Cannl  PanTel,  vho  viahes  toretcae  the  remaina  for  hia  own  gDCei-omeiit.  there 
i*  nmr  %  vident  di*put«  cuummiag  n  mr  employed  in  their  (vnTeyBiu.'e,  the  wheel  i>f 
Ifbid^ — I  wuh  they  vers  both  broken  npuu  it  t — has  been  locked  up  by  the  CuueuI, 
uieri  haa  Uid  hia  eom plaint  bdbre  the  Woywude.  Lord  Elgin  has  been  extremely 
in  hia  chotM  i>f  Slgnor  LmrierL  During  s  naidancc  of  ten  yeora  in  Athena,  he 
IuhJ  the  onrioaity  to  proceed  u  br  ai  Snninin  (now  Cape  Culoniw),  Ull  he 
■eoond  excuninn.  Rowerer,  hln  vorka,  aa  lar  as  tliey  go,  nre 
ImuUfiil :  bat  they  an  ftlmoet  all  unSnuhed.  While  be  aiid  b)t  patr<,na  cnnflrie 
theiuKlTe*  to  tuting  medal*,  appreciating  carneoa,  akeleliing  column*,  and  cheapCDinK 
enat,  their  little  nlwarditiea  are  aa  harmleu  aa  inaect  or  fox-bunting,  maiden  upeechi- 
lyiog.  bnroDche-drinng.  or  any  such  paatime  ;  bnt  when  they  carry  away  three  or  four 
•hiplivds  of  the  moat  valuable  and  maaiy  relica  that  time  and  horbariam  have  left  to 
the  iDoirt  iijnred  and  moat  celebrated  of  ciriei  ;  when  they  dealroy,  in  a  laiii  attempt 
to  tear  dnwii,  thaw  worka  which  lutve  been  the  admiration  of  ogea,  I  know  no  motive 
which  can  ncnae,  no  name  vhich  con  deaignaia.  the  perpetrators  of  this  daitaidly 
dcmiatioii.  It  wu  not  the  least  of  the  Crimea  lud  to  the  charge  of  Verrva,  that  be 
bad  plnudend  Sidly,  in  the  manner  aina  imitated  at  Athens.  The  most  uoblualiing 
impodmi*  amid  hardly  g^  &rther  than  1«  affix  the  name  of  iU  plunderer  to  the  walls 
of  the  Aeropolii ;  while  the  wanton  and  useless  defacement  of  the  whole  range  of  Iha 

' —I!—.-  u,  one  compartment  of  the  temple,  will  never  permit  that  name  to  be 

|iRn»uiM)ad  by  an  observer  vithout  execntioD. 

Un  thii  •wcaaion  I  ape^  impartially  :  I  am  not  a  collaMor  or  ailmlrer  nf  onllectioDa, 
o-DBeqacntly  an  riTol ;  but  I  liave  some  early  prcposwsaion  in  brour  of  tireece,  and 
do  Dot  thimk  the  boaonr  of  England  advanced  by  plunder,  whether  of  Imlia  or  Attin. 

Another  BoUe  Lnd  haa  ilonu  better,  bccaoso  he  haa  done  leu  :  bat  sume  otliera. 
man  ia  lea  noble,  yet  "all  honouiable  men."  have  done  brit,  becaoae.  afttr  a  deal  nf 
cuantion  and  execration,  bribery  to  the  Waywode.  mining  and  counterniining,  they 
hkve  dona  nothing  at  alL  We  had  auoh  ink-ahed,  and  wiue-xbed,  which  almoat  ended 
in  M~<ii-)i«r<  t  Lord  E.'i  "prig" — see  Jonathan  Wild  fur  theitefinittuncif  "priggiaiu  " 
— qoamJled  with  another,  Oivpiui'  by  name  (a  very  good  name  too  for  hia  buaineaa), 
■■d  mnttoed  amnething  about  ■atiafaction,  in  a  verbal  answer  to  a  note  of  tl]e  poor 
Pnuiian  :  this  was  staled  nt  table  tu  Qropius,  who  laughed,  bnt  could  eat  uo  dinner 
■ftemuda.  The  rival*  were  not  recondled  when  I  left  Sreece.  I  have  reason  t-t 
■qoabble,  for  they  wanted  to  make  me  their  arbitntor. 


<*  ["Cold  and  acenned  a*  his  native  oc 


-MS.1 


"  I  caonM  iwiat  availing  myself  of  the  permisHon  of  my  friend  Dr.  Chirlie,  whose 
Hime  requirte  no  oommeDt  with  the  public,  but  whoae  sanction  will  add  tenfold  weight 
ti  my  teaUmouy,  to  inaert  the  following  ertract  from  a  very  obliging  letter  of  his  to 
iBe,  aa  a  note  to  the  nbove  lines  : — "When  the  last  uf  the  Metui^ee  woa  taken  fn>m 
Uie  l*arl<lMuiolt,  Bud,  in  moving  of  it,  great  part  of  the  aupentructure  with  one  of  the 

*  This  St.  QroiKua  was  employed  by  a,  noble  Lord  for  the  sole  purpoae  of  sketching. 
in  which  he  eioel*  :  but  1  am  sorry  to  say,  that  he  has,  through  the  abueoU  sanction 
•if  Uiat  mort  reapcctablo  name,  been  tnading  at  humble  dislauce  in  the  steps  of  Sr. 
Liuitri. — A  ahipful  of  his  trophies  whs  detained,  and  I  believe  eunfiwnted,  at  Constan- 
linDple  in  ISIO.  I  am  most  happy  to  be  now  enabled  to  slate,  that  "this  was  not  in 
hia  bund  :"  thai  he  was  employed  aolely  ai  a  painter,  and  thiit  his  noble  patron 
diwTawa  all  EOnnection  with  him,  exuipt  as  na  artist.  If  the  error  in  the  Stat  and 
)cna»d  edition  of  thin  poem  haa  given  the  iinblo  Lord  a  moment's  pain,  I  am  very  enrry 
fOT  it :  Sr.  Btoihbs  hu  assumed  for  year*  the  name  of  hia  agent ;  and  though  I  eaanot 
»ndi  OTKlann  myaelf  lor  sharing  in  the  mislnhc  <•(  so  many,  I  am  happy  in  being  ana 
tf  lbs  fint  to  be  uDd''c«Ted.  Indeeil,  I  have  an  much  pleaanre  in  contradicting  thll 
..Vofe  Iv  tkird  niUioa. 
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Lrii;1]-|)1ui  vu  tbrava  doira  b]'  tbe  vorknien  vbnm  Lonl  Elgin  emplayt-d.  tlic  DuJu, 
who  behuld  tbe  miMliier  done  to  the  building,  bwk  hii  pipe  from  hi*  moulfa.  dnfipol 
&  t<nr.  BDil  in  ■  inipplicating  lone  of  vince,  miJ  to  Loueri,  TiXai '.—  I  vm  pntaX.' 
The  IMwlox  foiled  to  vas  Uie  bther  of  the  |jn«eiit  Iliaibr. 


"  To  preieDt  btoolu  or  ijjtinteri  frnro  laKing  on  deck  dnring  MliDiu 

"  ["  From  DiKipline'a  Bieru  liw,"  &o.— MS.] 

"  ["  Blwdn  tbe  lonu  heart,  once  bauniilew  in  ita  ual. 

And  Cnendlesa  nuw,  yet  drowus  it  had  a  friend." — 1[&) 


"■  [Mrs.  Spencer  Smi 
^  forued  St  Maltn. 
>tive  of  her  channji  t! 


,  an  nccniDpliabeiJ  liDt  eccentrie  lad;,  « 

mm  hii  other  notices  of  her,  it  qipaara  that  ba  waa 

n  he  preUnda  in  theae  atamaa.] 


"  [■'  Thns  Harold  apote,"  to.— MS.] 

^  Albania  oiiDpruea  part  of  Haceduuis,  Illyria,  Chaonia,  aod  Eiuraa.  lakudot  ti 
the  Turkish  word  for  Aleiuuler  ;  sad  tbe  celebrated  Srandtrbeg  (Lord  Alexander)  b 
allodal  b>  in  tin  third  and  fourth  lines  of  the  thirtj^eighth  Matm.  I  do  sot  know 
whether  I  am  correct  in  making  Soinderbeg  the  caDntrjnuii  of  Aleisnder,  *ho  ■•• 
bom  at  Pella  in  Uaecdon,  but  !&.  Qibbou  tenna  him  »,  and  addi  Fjrrhai  (o  the  liat. 
in  epeoking  of  his  e>p1oita. 

Of  Albania  CKbbmi  remarki  that  ■  country  "within  li^t  of  Ital;  U  lean  known  than 
the  interior  of  AmericA,"  Circnmalancei,  of  little  ooQae-ineDoe  tu  mention,  led  Hr. 
Hobhonae  and  mjeelf  into  that  connlrr  belbre  we  nsited  anj  other  |iwlof  the  OMonua 
domlnione  ;  and  with  tbe  exception  of  Major  Le&ke,  tlien  offieiallj  Teudoat  at  Jgannias 
no  other  Englishmen  hsTe  ever  sdTuuied  bejond  the  capital  into  the  interior,  an  llwt 
gentleman  Ter;  Utel;  annred  me.  Ali  Pw;ha  waa  at  that  time  {Oftober,  180V) 
mrrjing  on  war  againet  Ibrahim  Pacha,  whom  he  bad  drirea  to  Beral)  a  all  lit 
fortresa,  which  he  waa  then  beaiegiag  :  on  our  arrival  at  Joannina  vs  w««  invHad  lo 
Tepaltioi,  hia  bighneaa's  birthplnoe,  and  (aTonrite  Serai,  onljr  one  daj'a  jiilaiim  fma 
}lerat:  at  this  junctnTo  tbe  Ttiier  had  made  it  hia  head-quartera.  Atttr  tame  tittf  h 
the  capital,  we  accordingly  followed  ;  bat  thongh  fuinisliM  with  — — j  — ~nT"-ltalrTi. 
and  Mcorted  I7  one  of  the  Viiier'a  iecretariea,  we  were  uioe  daj)  (on  aaoovM  of  Uw 
raina)  in  accomplixhing  ajoume;  which,  on  our  retnm,  barel;  oocapied  tma.  Ob«V 
DUte  we  i>aaaed  two  dtiea,  Argyrucaatro  and  libuchabo,  appacentlj  Uttle  infiflar  M 
Yaoina  in  aiie  1  and  no  yeadl  or  pen  can  ever  do  juatice  to  tht  annay  in  th*  fitlttllf 
uf  Zitia  and  Delvinachi,  the  frontier  Tillage  of  Epirua  and  Albania  Pn^. 

On  Albania  and  jta  inhabitaata  1  am  unwilling  to  daacaot,  beoanae  thia  vlIlH 
Bo  much  better  hj  my  fellow-traTeller,  in  a  work  which  may  probably  p 
publicntion,  that  I  aa  little  wiih  to  follow  *a  I  would  to  antiinpale  him 
few  obaerrationi  are  nece^ary  to  tbe  tftt.  The  Amaonta,  or  Alhancaa,  ■ 
forcibly  by  their  reaemblance  to  the  llighlanderi  uT  Seotland,  in  drcaa,  1 
manner  of  living.  Tbetr  very  maonlaina  seemed  Caledonian,  with  a  kiade) 
The  kilt,  Uongh  white  ;  the  ipare,  actiie  form  1  their  dialect,  Celtie  in  ita  at 
their  hardy  kalata,  all  carried  ms  hack  to  Murren.  Ko  Datjon  are  so  drtt  _  _ 
dreaded  by  thdr  oeighbonn  ■■  the  Albaneae;  the  Oreeki  hardly  regard  iImm  m 
Cbrialians,  or  tho  Torks  as  Hoalema  ;  and  in  fact  they  are  a  raixtnre  of  botk.  aM 
aainvtimo  neither.  Their  baliile  are  prcdalury— all  are  armed  ;  and  the  red-akawlcd 
Aniaoiita.  lie  Mi'utvuvgrin*,  Chimariola,   and  Oigdca,   an  Ircacheroua;  the  Mkera 
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differ  uniewlut  Id  garb,  and  eaaeDtiallT  in  ehanctn-.  As  fnr  lu  m;  osn  ciperirDn 
goa.  I  am  apeak  hvourablf.  1  wu  Bttended  by  two.  no  luGdel  sod  a  MuuuJman, 
lu  Connantinople  and  every  other  juitt  of  Turkey  wbich  oune  within  m;  obiervBtioii  ; 
and  mure  bithful  in  peril,  or  indefatjgabie  in  aemcr,  are  rarely  ^a  be  round.  Tlie 
Infidrl  iraj  named  Baiilins,  Ihe  UoaletD.  Derrinh  Tahiri  ;  tfae  former  a  man  of  miJille 
a^e.  and  the  latter  about  my  own.  Baaili  wu  tlricUy  charged  by  Ali  Facha  in  per».>ii 
tu  attend  UH  ;  and  DerriBh  wu  oue  of  fifty  who  aetnmpsnicd  aa  through  the  fDr».te  of 
Anmauia  to  the  banki  of  Aobeluiu.  uid  ODward  M  MessaluDghi  in  £talia.  There  I 
lixik  him  into  my  own  aerrioe,  tuid  cover  had  oeeaeion  to  repent  it  till  the  moment  of 
biy  departure. 

When,  in  1810.  after  the  departnre  of  my  friend  Mr.  HobhouM  for  England,  I  hdr 
*ciied  »itli  a  RTere  ferer  in  the  Morea,  theae  men  saved  my  life  by  frightening  away 
nj  pbyaidan,  whose  throat  they  threatened  to  cnt  if  I  waa  not  cared  within  a  given 
time.  To  thia  coDBotatory  aeanrsnce  of  poethumouB  retribution,  and  ■  rc«alut«  refmal 
rf  Dr.  Bi>mauelir>  prescriptions,  I  atbibnled  my  reicoTery.'  I  had  left  my  last 
lOTwining  English  Kmnt  at  Athens  ;  my  dragoman  wu  as  ill  u  myaeir,  nnd  my  pour 
AmaoBta  nnrwd  me  with  an  attention  whi<:h  wonld  have  dune  honour  to  rnviliiatLiin. 
Ttwj  had  a  variety  of  a-lventares ;  for  Ihe  Moslem,  Dervish,  being  a  remarkably 
^*"^~""*  man,  wm  always  sqnabbling  with  the  hnebands  of  Athens  ;  insumuoh  that 
bar  of  the  principal  Torks  paid  ms  a  visit  of  remonstrance  at  the  Convent  on  the 
■olfeet  of  bu  having  taken  a  woman  from  the  bath — whom  he  had  luwfully  bought, 
bovaver — a  thing  quite  rontrary  to  etiqucttfl.  Basili  nlso  was  extremely  gallaut 
■laenfft  bis  own  peranaaion,  and  had  the  greatest  vcneiation  for  the  ehurdi,  mixed 
with  the  higbnt  oontempt  of  chnrcbmen,  whom  hs  cuffed  upon  occasion  In  a  most 
bHaodoi  DtaDDer.  Yet  he  never  passed  a  chureh  wiUiont  crossing  himself ;  and  I 
ranonbcT  the  lisli  he  ran  in  catering  iit.  Sophia,  in  Stombol,  because  it  had  once  been 
>  pbee  of  hi*  wonhip.  On  remonstnting  with  him  on  his  inconsistent  prucerdiugB, 
be  invariably  answered,  "  Our  church  is  holy,  our  priests  are  thierea  ; "  and  theu  be 
eiwcd  himself  u  nsnal,  and  boied  the  ear?  DfthuGrBt  "papas  "  who  refiisedtu  saeisi 
to  any  reqaired  operation,  aa  wu  always  found  to  be  neoessary  where  a  priest  had  any 
induence  with  the  Cogia  Baabi  of  bu  village.  Indeed,  a  more  abandoned  race  of 
iiii»3Tauta  cuinut  eiiat  than  the  lower  orden  of  the  lireek  clergy. 

When  prcpnmtioEB  were  made  fur  my  return,  my  AlbaDlaun  were  summoned  to 
tncive  their  pay.  Baaili  took  his  with  an  awkward  allow  of  regret  at  my  intended 
defKrture,  and  marched  away  to  his  quarters  with  bia  bag  of  ptaatrea.  I  sent  for 
Oetvish.  but  (or  some  time  he  waa  not  to  be  found  :  at  laat  be  entered,  juat  aa  Sigiior 
Ltpitheti,  father  to  the  ci-devant  Anglo-oiuaul  of  AtUeni,  and  same  other  of  my  Greek 
aeqaaiDtaneca,  pud  me  a  viait.  Derviah  took  the  money,  but  on  a  sudden  duhed  it 
to  the  gnnrnd  ;  and  clasping  his  hands,  which  be  raised  to  his  forehead,  mabed  out  of 
the  room  weeping  bitterly.  From  that  moment  to  the  hour  of  my  embarkaUon,  he 
«uailin(»d  his  lamentatiiins,  and  all  our  efforts  to  console  him  only  produced  this 
uMWer,  "BT  o^irii,"  "  H«  leavea  me."  Bignor  Lngotbeti,  who  never  wept  before 
Ibr  anything  leal  than  the  loss  of  a  para  (about  the  fourth  of  a  fartiiing),  melted  ;  the 
podie  of  the  convent,  my  attendants,  my  visitors — and  I  verily  believe  that  even 
Sterne's  "fooUoh  fat  scullion"  would  have  left  her  "  fish-kettle"  to  sympathise  with 
the  Daoffected  and  nneipeeted  Borrow  of  this  barbarian. 

For  my  own  jaut,  when  I  remembered  that,  a  short  time  before  my  depsriuTe  from 
England,  a  noble  and  moat  iutlmate  asaociste  had  excused  himself  from  taking  leave 
of  ue  be«aniie  be  hod  to  attend  a  relation  "  to  ■  milliner's,"  f  I  felt  no  leas  surprised 
than  humiliated  by  the  present  occurrence  and  the  paat  recollecticu.  That  Dervish 
would  leave  me  with  aome  regret  wu  to  be  expected  ;  when  mosler  and  man  have 
been  senmbling  over  the  mouutains  of  a  duien  provinces  together,  they  an  unwilhug 

*  (The  AlbaniauB,  in  the  first  inatance,  forced  Dr.  Romanclli  on  Lord  Byron,  and 
tu  life  was  almost  phyucked  oat  of  him  in  consequence.  It  was  when  these  puor 
fellows  saw  the  effects  of  their  offiuousnesa,  that  they  threatened  to  retaliate,  aud  exact 
tU  for  life.] 

t  (He  met  this  friend  in  the  street,  and  a»ked  him  tn  sit  an  hour  with  him.  Mr. 
"  "  ho  jtnned  Lord  Byron  immediately  afterwards,  found  him  bursting  with 
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to  aepuiate  ;  lint  bU  preKnt  fEelings,  coDtnu(«d  witli  bis  luttiTS  rtTodtr,  improrcd  vj 
oiiinion  uC  iho  hamui  heart.  I  believe  Ibit  kltnuat  feudal  fidelit;  i«  Ircqaeot  Kuoapt 
them.  One  dk7,  on  onr  joanief  over  Panuniu,  an  EDgUabioaii  in  nij  ■ervio*  ci*a 
him  0  [>UBh  in  name  dispule  sbuntthe  biiggnge,  vliich  be  uuluckil;  mutook  fin  a  Uu«; 
be  ipuke  nut,  but  ut  dawn  leaning  bia  bead  apan  bii  bands.  Faraceciiig  the  nn- 
•equenec*,  we  eudeaToured  to  e^Uin  awaj  tbe  aSrcmt,  wliich  prodamd  tba  fi, 
answer  :  — "1  hate  6rai  a  Tobber  ;  I  an  a  luldier  ;  DoeaptainenrnmckiMji 
oij  master,  I  have  eaten  your  bread,  but  bj  tJutl  bread  I  <a  nmul  <  ' "  " 
'ilberwise,  I  would  hare  stabbed  the  dog,  jonr  secvant,  and  gone  tn 
So  the  afEhJr  ended,  bot  from  that  day  forward  he  never  thoroughly  I 
tbnaghtle^  fellow  who  insulted  him.  Derriab  excelled  in  tbe  dance  ti  hi>'« 
coujectored  to  bo  8  remnant  of  the  ancient  Pyrrhio  :  be  that  •«  it  _ 
and  rcquireii  wonderful  agility.  It  ii  very  dis^<<t  from  (be  stnpid  Bomaika,  ite  ditU 
tuund-about  of  the  Occeka,  of  wbich  out  Atbeninn  party  had  ao  many  spcdnwna. 

Tbe  Albanians  in  geneiid  <I  do  not  mean  Ibu  aulUvaton  of  tbe  eorlli  in  the  pro- 
vinces, who  bavB  also  that  appellation,  but  tbe  mountaiaeers)  have  a  fine  CMt  it 
conntenance  ;  and  the  most  beautiful  women  I  ever  beheld,  in  statun  and  in  fiatun^ 
we  uw  ladling  the  road  broken  down  by  tbe  torrsuts  between  Drlvinacbi  and 
Libochabo.  Their  manner  of  walking  is  truly  Ibeatrical ;  but  this  strut  is  pnibably 
the  effect  of  the  eapoto,  or  cloak,  dependuig  fma  oue  shoulder.  Thuir  long  liait 
reminds  you  of  the  Spartans,  and  their  eonrKgc  in  desultory  war&re  is  BngusatjoBttlst 
ThoU);h  they  havs  soiue  eavalry  amongst  the  Qegdes,  I  never  saw  a  good  AraaoM 
hnnieuian ;  my  own  preferred  the  Baiilish  uddlei,  whioh,  however,  th^  •mU  anw 
keep.     But  on  foot  they  are  not  to  be  subdued  by  fatigue. 


3  Actinm  and  Trafalgar  need  no  farther  mention.  The  battle  of  Lepuito.  cqaally 
UoKly  and  considerable,  but  lesx  known,  was  fuught  in  thu  Uulf  of  Tatna.  Hen  Iks 
author  of  Don  (juiiote  lost  his  left  hand. 

*"  [*'  And  roused  him  more  from  thought  than  he  was  wont, 

While  Pleasure  almost  leBm'd  t<i  smooth  his  pallid  boDL"— XS. 

Gait,  who  met  Lord  Byroo  for  tbe  first  time  in  these  tfavcls,  was  itndk  by  tU 
singular  scowl  which  cDutJnually  gathered  on  bis  brow,  and  wbiiji  vanished  wba  bs 
wan  pleased,] 

'  It  is  said,  that  on  the  day  previous  to  the  battle  of  Aetinm,  Antony  h 
kings  at  his  tevee. — [ ' '  To-day  I  saw  the  remains  of  the  town  of  Aotinm,  i 
Antony  lost  tbe  world,  in  a  small  lay,  wuere  two  frigates  oould  hardly  nm  _. 
oraken  wall  '•»  the  side  remnant.     Ou  another  part  of  tbe  gnlf  stand  th*  I 
NtcoiHiUs,  built  by  Augustus  in  honour  of  Ms  victory." — Bgro*,  LtUert.'] 

"  NioopoUs,  whose  ruins  arc  most  extensive,  is  at  sume  distance  rrom  Actinm, 
where  the  wall  of  the  Hippodrome  survives  in  a  few  fragments.  Theae  rains  art  lai^ 
maiaea  of  bridiwiirk.  the  bricks  nf  which  are  joined  by  interstices  of  mortar,  a*  laf|* 
as  the  bricks  tbemselven,  and  eqiially  durable. 

"  Acoording  to  PouquevQIe,  the  take  of  Tanina  :  but  Pouqneville  is  always  onL 

"  The  eviebrated  Ali  P«<il.V  Of  this  extraordinary  man  there  is  an  inootTHt 
an»uiit  in  Pouqueville's  Tiavels, — ["  I  have  traversni  the  interior  of  the  provinet  of 
Albania,  on  B  visit  to  the  Pacha,  aa  flu-  as  Tepalecn,  his  bigbnesa's  eonatry  pl»a, 
where  I  stayed  three  days.  He  is  nmcideml  a  man  of  the  fint  abUitiea  :  h*  |imhm 
the  whole  at  Albania,  Rpiras,  and  part  of  Maeednnla." — Di/mi,  LM*n,} 

"  Five  thousand  ^lioto^  among  the  recks  and  in  tlio  oitle  of  Snli.  wilbMunl  IkirtJ 
Uinnxitnil  Allwiian*  for  eightoen  years  ;  tbe  castle  at  last  was  taken  by  bribery.  lalkit 
ftiukrt  there  were  several  act*  pcrforiuod  nut  uuwi.tlby  of  the  bctlei  days  of  lirtima. 
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•  ^  Tba  CDiiTeiitBiul  YillagcofZitukTC  ronr  hniin^  JDuniejfrom  Joaunina.  or  Tsniiu, 
tin  apilkl  of  the  Faehilick.  Id  Ifae  rnlley  IberiTcr  KaUnuw  (once  Ibo  Aclieroni  dum, 
ittd,  DM  Ikr  rnm  !!itza,  fgimi  «  Bne  eatanwt.  The  dtiiation  u  pcilikpi  tlie  fiaoit 
a  llracce,  tlumgb  IJib  ftti[iroiuh  to  Uelrinadil  and  parti  of  Acaniania  and  ftolia  may 
oiBteirt  UlC  j^a.  Delphi,  PamacaLia,  and,  in  Atlica,  cren  Cape  Goluuna  and  Purt 
Kapbti.  sn  yerj  XDttri'-r;  w  alwi  tnrj  icnxe  in  Ionia,  or  the  Tioad;  I  am  almunt 
iodiaed  lo  add  the  approach  t»  Conaloatiuople  ;  but,  trom  the  different  feotunia  of  tlia 
hut,  a  ounpuiaoD  am  litirdlj  be  made.  ["The  foreground  of  Zitia  U  n  gontle 
dadiritj,  lennioatiog  --a  erery  side  in  an  oxlfiniite  landivapo  of  green  liilla  and  dalv, 
•aridwd  with  TJneyanli,  and  dutlvd  with  ftvqucnl  Hocka." — HuBUODtiE.] 

"  TU  Greek  monka  are  ao  CAllsd. 

*  The  Chimaiiot  raonntaina  ajipear  tu  Imre  been  vcIeuuc. 

>  Now  called  Kahunas. 


■  Aadentlr  Mount  Tomnnu. 

*  The  rirer  Lacs  vu  full  at  the  time  the  author  paaaed  it ;  and,  immediately 
•bore  Te^leen,  was  to  the  eye  as  wide  as  the  Thames  at  WestmiuBter;  ut  least  in  the 
ulBiuiin  of  the  author  and  hia  fellow'traTeller.  In  the  nummer  it  moat  be  uuub 
mmtm.  It  oertainlj  is  the  finest  rirer  in  the  Leiant ;  neither  Achulous,  Alpbeui, 
Aduswii  Scamauder,  nor  Cayster,  approached  it  in  breadth  or  beauty.  ["  1  shall 
•e*w  forget  the  singnlar  aoeoe  on  entering  Teimieen,  nt  fire  in  the  afternoon  (Oct.  11), 
ai  tba  lan  was  going  dcwn.  It  Im^ught  to  my  mind  (with  name  change  of  drra, 
bovewr,)  Srott'a  doeription  of  Urankaume  Cutle,  in  hia  Ijty,  and  the  feudal  sytteui. 
Tb«  Attaaiiau  in  thnr  dreaaes  (the  most  nugnifirrent  in  the  world,  consisting  uf  a  long 
white  kill,  gold-worked  doak,  crimnm  Teliet  gidd-Liced  jacket  and  waialcont,  sllrer- 
■niDted  putnla  and  dacgen) ;  the  Tartan,  with  their  high  a\m  ;  the  Turks  in  their 
nM  pcliBM  and  torhans ;  the  *i>ldierB  and  black  Blnrea  with  the  horaea,  the  former  in 
grm)B,  in  an  ioioenn  large  ojien  gallery  in  front  of  the  palace,  the  tatter  placed  in  ■ 
hjod  of  cloiter  below  it;  two  hundred  EtceJs  ready  cajiarlHoned  to  move  in  a  nmment  \ 
(umfent  fntering  or  paaiing  out  with  despatches ;  the  kettle>drumB  beating ;  buys  calling 
Ibe  bonr  ham  Uie  minaret  of  the  mosque  ;— altogether,  with  the  singular  apjiearance 
of  tlw  bailing  ilaeifl  formed  a  new  and  delightfnl  spectacle  to  a  stmnger." — Bjfnm, 

*  ["On  our  arriml  at  Tepaloen,  we  were  lo-lgcd  in  the  Palace.  During  the  night 
*e  were  dwtorbed  by  the  per|ietnal  carousal  which  seemed  Iobeke|>tnp  iu  (he  gallery, 
and  tf  the  drum,  and  the  voice  of  the  '  Mneizin,'  or  chanter,  calling  the  Tutks  to 
[itaj«g»  from  the  minaret  of  the  mosque  attached  lo  the  palace.  The  eliuiter  wag 
■  bey,  and  ha  sang  out  hLt  hymn  in  a  sort  of  laud  melancholy  recitative,  lie  was 
a  koBg  laute  repeating  the  purport  of  these  few  words: — ^God  most  high  I  I  betLT 
wttac**!  thai  there  is  no  God  but  God,  and  blahomet  is  his  prophet :  come  to  prayer  \ 

»  Ike  w^laraof  bIts^ou  ;  great  Godt  there  is  oo  God  but  Q«l ! '" — Hoiuousa,] 

traietliuK    for  it  wna 

ring  thin  month,    tJia 

setting  of  the  sun  thb 

IS  the  time  lor  paying  and  recemng  risita,  and  f,.r  the 

puppet-shows,    jugglers,     dancers,    and    story  -  Itllem. '*— 


•  t"'Tb*  Tirier  roceivcd  me  in  a  large  rot 
playing  IB  the  oentrc ;  the  apartment  was 
mdToJ  ma  sUuuling.  a  wuodolful  complinieo 
duwn  on  kis  light  hand."— /fyrnn.  La<iTi.\ 


I  paved  with  marble;  a  fountain  wna 
urrouuded  by  scarlet  otluniani.  Ub 
frum  a  Muiauluiau,  and  uuvie  me  ait 


^^^UImiI 


IlyTDD  WKt*  elaewbeto  tlml  All  PH'tm  w 
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Bivv.  Mr.  HobhouM  describes  the  riiier  u  "a  ehort  mKn,  kboat  firs  tttA  in 
inchea  in  lieigbt,  Had  veiy  Git ;  paeaendDg  ■  lerj  pleiuing  thco,  Cur  lud  roaud,  nlk 
bine  qniok  ejet,  not  at  all  aettled  ioto  a  TorUBh  giavitj. "  Dr.  Holland  hapiiil} 
eom|iam  the  epirit  wliich  larked  under  AlTe  nraal  eiteiior  to  "tbe  firaofaMon, 
bamlng  fiecoel;  under  a  soioath  and  poliahed  mr&ce."] 

"  [Alt  wu  a»auinated  in  Febrnar;,  1822,  and  hii  bead  aoit  to  CoaitantiBapla, 
where  it  •nu  enhibiled  at  the  gates  of  the  Kmglio.  As  the  name  of  AU  had  mad*  • 
cuimidemble  Doise  ju  EaglaJid,  a  merchant  of  ConHaDtinople  tboaght  it  iraaid  be  nu 
bad  apecitlatioo  to  purchase  the  head  and  oonidga  it  (o  a  Loadgn  ahowiaaii  :  but  ib* 
Mheme  was  defeated  by  the  piet;  of  aa  old  lenaDt  of  the  Facha.  who  bribed  th* 
'  h  a  higher  price,  and  bestowed  decent  eepoltare  on  the  relic  ] 

["Childe  Harold  with  the  chief  hehl  coUoqay, 
Yet  what  they  spake  it  boot*  not  to  repeat. 
CoDierve  may  little  charm  ilrange  ear  or  eje^ 
Albeit  he  rested  in  that  apitriiiiia  aeat 
Of  Moalem  luniry,"  i:c— US.] 


"  AUudtDg  to  Uie  vTeckeia  of  Com 


ilL 


it  da  not  nbetun  (ram  wine,  and,  indeed,  lerj  hw  of  th* 

**  Palikar,  ihorleaed  when  addreued  to  a  ungle  person,  from  UaXiuoft,  a  (cnnal 
name  for  a  soldier  amungat  the  Qreeka  and  Albauese,  who  >p«k  Eomuc  :  it  larana. 
propertj,  "a  lad." 

**  [The  fallowing  Ii  Hi.  Hobhooee's  animated  deacription  of  this  menc — "  Id  tka 
evening  the  galea  were  neaured,  and  preparationi  were  made  for  feeding  onr  AlbaaiaM. 
A  goat  wu  killed  and  ruosled  whole,  and  fciur  fires  were  kindled  in  the  jni.  Toud 
which  the  soldiers  Bi«l«d  thomseltes  in  parties.  After  eating  and  diinkio^  Ibi 
gr«l«at  part  of  them  assembled  round  the  largest  of  the  fires,  and  whilst  oonaJm 
and  the  elders  of  the  party  were  sealed  on  the  groond.  danced  round  the  blai^  U 
their  own  songs,  with  astemiBliing  energy.  All  their  sooga  were  relatiosia  of  sojis 
robbing  exploits.  One  of  them,  which  detained  them  more  than 
thus^ — 'When  we  set  out  from  Parga.  there  were  sixty  of  oa:'  than 
of  the  verse,— 


t'l«3a 


*^  As  a  apei'imea  of  the  Albanian  or  Aniaont  dialect  of  the  lUyrie,  I  here  m«tt  tn 
of  their  luijet  pcipular  choral  sooga,  whieh  are  gaoeralljr  ohanted  in  daodng  by  >m>  « 
women  ludiscriminalvly.  The  lirot  words  are  merely  aldndofohonu  -rrithmil  mwnlix. 
like  some  in  our  own  and  all  other  language*. 

1.    Bo,  So,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  1.    La,  Lo,  I  oomt^  I  eoma ;  ba  IbM 


Noe. 


2.      1« 


Sin 


3.      11a  pe  oderi  eecritini 
Ti  Tin  ti  mar  serrctinl. 

t.     Calinote  me  surme 
Ba  ba  pe  {ae  dua  til's. 


I  may  enter. 
Open   the  door  by  halTsa,   Ibat    ' 

may  take  my  turban. 
Csliriotes*  with  the  daA  (yea^e^M 

the  gala  that  I  may  cotM. 

e  &«queatly  tcrtned  "  Caliriulc^''  L* 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  THE  SECOND. 

Lo,  Lo,  1  ben  thee,  mj  boqI. 


I 


5.     Pn.^  }K  Ri.  Bn,  Bo, 

Oi  tftia  st>i>^  esimiro. 
0.     Ckliriute  ru  le  funds 

Bit  rite  tODile  taadg. 

7.  Ciliriate  me  saime 
Ti  mi  pill  e  pui  mi  le. 

8.  8e  li  piiU  dti  idots 
Si  mi  ri  ni  red  ado  pa,. 

9.  Va  le  ni  il  ebe  c«da1e 
Ceio  more,  mure  oelo. 

10.      Pin  ban  ti  tirele 

Flu  hnroQ  ei*  pn  «tl 

Tfae  Uct  itMiiii  would  punle  > 
tbe  man  bcwiliful  Uiture,  but  tbe  Udiea  (to  • 
•(iwmJ)  li»Te  ncitiiiog  onder  Ibeii  little  yellow  bo 
■Dd  (cmettEnei  Tei7  wbil«  auble.  Tbe  Anuout  gi 
0R*k4.  and  tbeir  drew  it  (at  luore  piotnreaqne. 
longer  kloo,  from  being  •)»&;»  in  tbe  open  sir.  It 
il  But  >  wriOen  bugiuee  :  tbe  words  uf  tbii  song, 
tiUowi,  MI  spelt  ueunling  to  tbeir  pmnuDciitlii 
tpe«ka  mod  nndentuidB  the  dialect  puri'cetlj',  and  t 
Ndi  sefda  tindr;  dIbtohu 


J    gently,    and 


Vetl 
1.      Atn 


Sitti  eie  lalati  doa. 
Boba  atinori  wdoa 

Qnrmiiu  dna  drileni 
Hoba  ti  aianiii  tildi  en 

Kti  mi  bin  a  piste  a 

tiluti. 
tl<ii  Tiira  odariiii  ndiii  ci 


An  Arn^ut   girl,   ia   eostiy  gaili 

walkii  witb  graceful  pride. 
Caliricit  niaid  uf  tbe  dark  eyes,  gi'*e 

If  I  b»Te  tiimed  tbee,  wbat  b»gt 
tbou  gained  7  Uy  soul  ii  cud- 
Buiued  with  fire. 

Dance    UgbUy,    i 
gently  gtill. 

Make  nitt  bo  mncb  dust  to  destroy 

tbe  niea  have  oertainly  baHkins  of 
m  tbe  above  is  supposed  to  be  ad- 
vt»  and  elippen  but  a  weU-tnmed 

Tbe  J  preseire  tbeir  sbnpe  much 
;  tu  be  obserred,  that  tbe  Anuiont 
therefore,  as  well  as  the  one  which 
ion.  They  are  copied  by  one  who 
wboisanalireof  Athens. 
I  am  woQDiled  by  thy  love,  and  have 

loved  but  to  scorch  myself. 
Thou   biut   cmujumed    me  I      Ah, 

maid  I  thou  hut  stnuk  me  tu 

the  heart. 
I  bare  uud  I  wiih  no  dovi?,  but 

thine  eyei  and  ejekshee. 
Tbe  accnned  dowry  I  want  not, 

but  thee  only. 
Giie  me  thy  chiumi,  and  let  tbe 

poT^on  feed  the  fiamei. 
I   ha»c  lored  thee,  maid,   ■ 


i 


10  like  a 


It  left 


If  I  have  phiced  my  band  in  thy 
bua4.>m,  what  have  I  ^ined?  my 
hand  is  withdrawn,  but  retains 

i  different  mcaeore,  ought  to  belong  to 
to  tho  thought  ia  the  last  lines  was  el- 
in  contact  with  one  uf  his  "  (nwnAriai. " 
iplained  uf  ■  shooting  pun  as  far  as  h is 


■*  It  was  taken  by  ilorm  from  Ihe  French. 
■■  Yetlo*  ia  the  epithet  glien  to  the  RnHiaos. 
"  Infidd. 
'  Tbt  iBUtnia  uf  a  Pwlta. 
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"  ILiniffiiien,  ansTdiing  tn  out  forlum  hope. 
"  Sword-l«..arcr. 

"  Before  r  my  anjlMngsbonta  pity  of  whipheTerj  body,  travedsr  or  not,  hiu  tluiogtit 
it  nereiitttrj  to  say  s^iiuething,  1  will  requeat  Kiea  OKeoson,  whi^D  >lie  oeil  bunu*)  u 
Atbeniaa  heroine  tor  her  fDor  TolamH,  to  huTe  the  goodneu  to  Diury  her  In  taaKtuij 
iDore  of  A  geoUeDian  thna  a  "  Disdsr  A^"  <irha  by  the  by  ii  not  an  Ag&V  (^  »■* 
impolite  of  petty  officen,  the  grtnUat  patron  of  larc«iy  Atheni  ever  rav  (Oicept  Lord 
E.},  uid  the  uniranhy  occnpiuit  of  the  Acropolis,  on  >  hudKine  ruDunl  Mipnul  <t 
)Sfl  piwtreB  leight  ponnds  lUiling,)  out  of  which  he  hu  only  to  pay  hit  gsirimn,  tba 
most  ill -regulated  oorpa  in  th«  ill-n^littxl  Ottomui  Empire.  I  spaOi  it  tndarty, 
Keing  I  was  once  the  CBUU  of  the  huibaml  of  "  Ida  of  Atheni "  nearly  niflcriac  tK* 
tautitindo  ;  and  becaniHi  the  swd  ' '  Diadar  "  ii  a  turbuleiil  hoaband.  and  beato  bia  wife ; 
s  I  that  I  exhort  and  beseech  Miia  OoenBon  to  Bue  for  a  sepuate  maintcDanee  in  faebAlf 
of  "  Ida."  Huviug  premised  thoa  much,  on  a  ouitter  of  Buch  import  to  tbs  nadtn  ul 
romance!,  I  may  now  lenie  Ida  to  mentjun  her  Inrthplace. 

Setting  aaida  tLe  magic  of  tlie  name,  and  all  those  BMoriations  which  it  vonU  be 
peilantic  and  saperfluous  to  reeapitulate,  the  very  sitaation  u(  AtheEa  wunU  rtodac  it 
the  faTouiile  of  all  who  haie  ey«  for  art  or  nature.  The  climate,  to  tna  at  Inn. 
appoLTcd  a  perpetual  spring ;  dnriog  eight  montha  I  neicr  pMS(<d  ■  day  withonl  bdttf 
aa  many  boara  on  horHback  :  nun  la  extremely  rare,  aoow  nem-  lies  in  the  plaia^  and 
a  ciLiudy  day  ia  an  agreeable  rarity.  In  Spain,  Portagal,  Mid  crery  put  mT  Uw  BmI 
which  I  Tiaitcd,  except  Ionia  and  AUiea,  I  perc«ved  no  auoh  snperionQr  of  djouta 
to  our  own  :  and  at  ConBlontinoptc,  where  I  passed  Uay.  Jnne,  and  part  of  July  (1810), 
you  might  "dumn  the  clituale,  and  complain  of  spleen,"  fire  days  out  of  sereD. 

The  lur  of  the  Morea  Is  hcHTy  and  nnwholcaome.  but  th«  moment  yon  J^m  A* 
isthmus  in  the  (tirediun  of  Uegara  the  change  is  strikingly  perceptible.  But  I  bat 
Hcaiod  will  atill  he  found  eorrBot  in  his  description  of  a  BoeotiaB  winter. 

We  found  at  InTadia  an  "  esprit  fort "  in  a  Oteek  Insfaop,  of  all  freo-thinlien  I  This 
worthy  hypocrite  rallied  Ma  own  religion  with  great  intrepidity  (hut  not  hefcm  Ua 
floek),  and  talked  of  a  mass  as  i  "  coglioneria."  It  was  imponible  to  think  beUcrif 
him  for  this;  but,  for  a  BceotJiui,  he  was  btiik  with  all  his  almrdity.  Tilt  ph*- 
nomenou  (with  the  exoeijtiun  indeed  of  Thebes,  the  remains  of  ChierDnea,  thi  plau  of 
l^teii,  Orohomenua,  IJvadJa,  and  it«  nominal  care  of  Trophouius)  wu  ibeonlf  naaric 
able  thing  we  saw  before  we  paased  Mount  Oithnron. 

The  fguntun  of  Dirce  tama  a  mill :  at  least  my  eampauion  (who,  reeotring  to  bt  si 
cnoe  cleanly  and  claaaieal,  halhed  in  it)  pronounced  it  to  be  the  fonntun  of  Kraa,  saj 
any  bndy  who  thinks  it  worth  while  may  contradict  him.  At  Caslii  we  dtaak  «(  Ud 
;i  doteii  etreamleta,  some  not  of  the  purest,  before  we  decided  to  our  Mtk&ottMl  vUA 
<KKi  t)io  trac  Cnatalliui,  auJ  even  tluit  hod  a  rillanons  twaDC,  pnhaU j  fion  tb*  BM*, 
tliiu^h  it  did  not  thivw  Its  into  an  efAe  ferer,  like  poor  Dr.  Cloadler. 

From  Port  Thyle,  of  which  large  remains  still  ezis^the  plain  of  Athena^  P«kMm% 
Ilymcttua,  the  Xgean,  and  the  Acropolis,  burst  upon  the  eye  at  onoe  ;  is  DjocUMh 
t  more  glorious  praapwt  than  eien  Gntra  or  lalsmkul.  Not  ths  new  from  tM  niidb 
with  Ida,  the  Helleapout,  and  the  more  distant  Honnt  Athoa,  can  equal  i^  tboo^  m 
luperiur  in  extent. 

I  heard  much  of  the  beanly  of  Arcadia,  but  eioepting  the  view  from  the  Umiilisj' 
of  MegaapelioD  (which  ia  iDfcrior  to  Zitaa  iu  a  command  of  oonntry),  and  the  dwsvt 
from  the  monnliunB  on  the  way  from  Tripulitta  to  Argos,  Arcadia  has  litUa  ia  iiiixi 
mend  it  beyond  the  name. 

"  Stemititr,  et  diiUu  morions  remiuamtiir  Argos." 
Virgil  eonid  han  put  this  into  the  month  of  none  but  an  Argire.  and  (with  tsmaae* 
bo  it  npoken)  it  does  not  deterre  the  epithet.     And  if  the  Potynicca  of  Btalia^  "Ik 
jifdiia  audit  duo  litora  campii,"  did  ulually  hear  both  Bhom  ia  cnnaing  tb*  bahsM 
of  Corinth,  h«  had  better  ears  than  ban  ever  been  worn  in  Borh  •  Journey  noee. 

"Atbeua,"  layi  a  celebrated  topographer,  "is  still  the  moat  polished  elty  ft 
Itrecce."  Ferhnpa  it  may  of  Gntn,  but  not  of  the  Ortrlfn;  for  Joaaniak  in  SptlS 
u  uiiiieraally  allowed,  auiougxt  thenitnlTea,  la  be  tuperitir  in  the  wealth,  ndsMMt, 
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kMning,  Mil  dktest  of  iU  inhnbilanta.  The  AthraUni!  art  remnrluibla  for  Ibnir 
eaaning  ;  »ni  the  Inwer  otdert  an  not  impniporl j  chamoterined  in  Ihnt  proTBtb,  wliioh 
duHs  them  with  the  "Jews  of  Salunici,  and  the  Tnrka  of  the  Negropont." 

Amung  the  ysrioBa  foreignets  lenideut  in  Athens,  Freuoh,  lUlian*,  Qennsna, 
RTimih,  kc,  there  was  oerer  a  differaaw  of  opinion  in  their  estinmle  of  the  Qretk 
cunder,  though  on  all  other  topica  the;  dispnUd  with  great  acrinmny. 

H.  PanTel,  the  French  ommi.  who  hu  pusal  thirty  yeara  priooi|<ally  at  Athens, 
and  to  vhoH  talenta  a>  an  artist,  and  niuinen  as  a  gentleman,  none  who  hitve  known 
him  can  refnie  their  labumnj,  bas  frequently  deslared  in  my  hearing,  that  the  Qreekfl 
do  lut  deaerre  to  be  euinncipaMd  ;  reasoning  on  the  grounds  of  tlieir  ' '  naliunnl  aiul 
iadiTidnal  depnvity  1"  while  be  forgot  that  such  depravity  i>  to  be  attributed  ta 

H.  Boque,  a  French  merchaut  of  retpectability  long  settled  in  Atiiena,  asserted  with 
the  mort  mraiuiog  grarily,  "Sir,  they  are  the  eiune  canaille  that  eiLilted  in  l/it  </»#( 
d/  Tiemittoda.'"  an  alarming  remark  to  tUe  "Laudator  temporis  acti,"  The 
aadenls  baaiibed  Themislooleii ;  the  modems  clieat  Monsieur  Boqne  ;  thus  great  oina 
have  vrer  been  treated  I 

Id  short,  all  the  Franks  who  are  Gitures,  uid  most  of  the  Englishruen,  OermiU), 
Itanea,  kc.  ofpneaage,  came  over  Ijy  degrees  to  their  opinion,  onmuiih  tbesami  ^n-utida 
that  ■  Turk  in  England  would  oondemn  the  nation  by  wholesale,  because  he  vm 
wronged  bj  hia  lacquey,  and  oTereharged  by  bis  wasbernonum. 

Certainly  it  woi  nut  a  tittle  staggering  when  the  Sieurs  FatiTel,  nnd  Lusieri,  the 
two  greatest  demagogueB  of  the  day,  who  diride  between  them  the  |jower  of  Forivles 
and  the  popularity  of  Clean,  and  puule  the  iwor  Waywode  witb  perpetusJ  dlSerenees, 
agreed  in  the  utter  mindem nation,  "  nuUtL  virtute  redemptum,"  of  the  Greeks  in 
gencnl,  and  of  the  Athenians  in  particnhir.  For  my  own  bumble  opinion,  I  am  loth 
I»  haianl  it,  knowing  as  1  do,  that  there  be  now  in  MS.  no  teas  than  Htd  tours  of  tlie 
Snt  magnitude,  and  of  the  most  threaleuing  aajiect,  aU  ia  typographioal  array,  by 
penofu  of  wit  and  honour,  and  regular  couiuiou-placfl  books  ;  bat,  if  i  may  sny  this^ 
«ithoat  offenee,  it  wema  to  me  rather  hard  to  declare  so  posidrely  and  pertinaciously, 
OS  almost  erei^body  has  decbired,  that  the  Greeks,  because  they  are  lery  bad,  will 
ncTPr  be  btitUr. 

Eton  and  Sonniai  hare  led  as  astray  by  their  panegyrics  and  projects  ;  but.  on  the 
alher  hand,  De  Pauw  aad  Thoraton  hare  debased  the  Greeks  beyond  their  demerits. 

The  Onclu  will  never  be  independent ;  they  will  never  be  sutereigna  as  berelnfore, 
and  God  forbid  they  ever  ahould  !  but  they  may  lie  snbjecta  without  being  slaves. 
Out  eolooica  are  nut  indepeadent,  but  they  are  bte  and  indDStrious,  and  sndi  majr 
Oreeee  )•  hereafter. 

At  pnarat,  like  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  and  the  Jews  tfarnughoat  the  world,  and 
aach  other  e^gtlled  and  hiterodoi  people,  they  suBcr  all  the  m»ral  and  physical  ills 
that  can  afflict  humanity.  Their  life  ia  a  struggle  against  truth  ;  they  arc  Tidous  in 
Iheii-  own  deliaice^  They  are  so  unused  to  kindoesa,  that  when  they  ocnuionslly  meet 
with  it  they  look  upon  it  with  auapicion,  aa  a  dog  ofteo  beaten  snaps  at  your  fingers  if 
fuu  attempt  to  caien  htm.  "They  an  ungrateful,  notoriously,  abominably  nn- 
gfmlefol !  " — this  ia  the  genetal  cry.  Now,  in  the  name  of  Nemesis  I  for  wliat  are 
they  to  be  gntefal  I  Where  is  the  human  being  tbal  ever  oonferred  a  beneRt  on 
tinek  or  Qrerks  I  They  ore  to  be  gratefal  to  the  Turks  for  their  fetters,  and  to  the 
Pnuiks  for  their  broken  promise*  anil  lying  counsels.  They  are  to  be  gntefol  to  the 
artiM  who  engr*Tes  their  rainH,  and  to  the  aatiquory  who  otriies  them  away  ;  to  the 
Imteller  whoK  janisaary  Sugn  them,  and  to  the  scribbler  whose  journal  abases  them. 

Clhe  amount  of  their  obligalioni  to  fuieigners. 
FsASCiscAji  CoHVENT,  AiiiENS,  Januarjf  23,  IHIl. 
1^  the  mniuuite  of  the  barbarous  policy  of  the  earlier  ages,  ore  the  traces  of 
loodllVa  whidi  yet  exist  in  diflerent  countriLS  ;  whose  inhabitants,  howeTer  diTtdcd  in 
tdieina  and  mannsn,  almost  all  agree  in  oppreaHioo. 

Tb«  Ka^iib  bare  at  lut  eoai passion sted  their  negroes,  and  under  a  less  )ngnt«d 
•annuMnt,  may   probably  one  day  release  their  Catholic  brethren;  but  the 


222 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  THE  SBOOND. 


a. 


pmition  of  rnrci^cra  alaae  <Mi  emaocipate  the  Greeks,  vbo,  otbenriw,  ippcsr  to  hm 
u  Bmall  B  chance  of  rcdempCioD  from  the  Turks,  u  the  Jewa  bare  rrom  """^'-pl  ia 

Of  Che  Bjicieot  Qreeki  ve  Icaow  more  than  eoongh  ;  at  leaat  tlw  TOdnger  na  id 
Bnrope  dnrote  mach  of  th«ir  time  to  the  Btnd;  of  the  Orcsk  irrilen  and  htatoij,  vhieh 
would  be  mat«  niefuUj  spent  ia  masteiing  their  own.  Of  the  mod«BJi.  ■•  an 
perhapa  more  D^leetAil  than  thej  deaerre ;  and  ohile  ever}  niaa  of  an j  pii  tniniiiw  tt 
hmnuDg  is  tiring  oat  hia  j^uth,  aod  oflaa  his  age,  in  tbe  etodj  of  the  '*"g"riiT*  aBdaf 
the  harangues  of  the  Atheniaa  demagogaes  in  favour  of  freedom,  the  real  nr  ■ii|i|iiiwj 
deecendanis  of  then  stnrd;  r«pablicaiu  are  left  to  the  actmil  tpaunj  of  their  uwtoi^ 
althoogfa  a  rer;  slight  eflbrt  a  required  to  strike  off  their  chains. 

To  talk,  aa  the  Qreeki  themMhes  do,  of  their  riting  again  to  tbeir  prnoiot 
laperioiitj,  would  be  ridjcnloiu  :  at  the  rest  of  the  world  must  nanine  ila  WinriMB, 
after  reanertiiig  the  toTereigDCy  of  (Ireece  :  but  there  seenu  to  he  no  rtrj  gntt 
obataole,  exeept  in  tbe  apatbj  of  the  Pranki,  to  tbeir  beoomiog  an  useful  depndaiuT, 
or  (Ten  a  &m  state,  with  a  proper  goarantee; — Duler  rorrecUoa,  hoverer,  be  il 
■poken,  for  maar  and  well-iaformed  men  doubt  die  practieahilitj'  erea  of  thia. 

Tbe  Qreeks  bare  nerer  lost  their  hope,  Ihoogh  thej  are  now  more  diiidcd  is  aiuiaa 
JD  the  snhjeet  of  their  probable  deliverera.  Beligioo  reeommeads  the  Euaoaiu  -,  bal 
tbey  have  twice  been  deceived  and  abandoned  b;  thai  power,  nod  the  dreadful  liuam 
tb?;  reuoived  after  the  Hnioavite  desertion  in  the  Hii[«a  has  oerer  been  loTgatta. 
The  Prench  they  dislike;  although  tbe  snl>ju|;MiaD  of  the  rest  of  Enropii  will,  |m- 
babljr,  be  attended  bj  the  deliTcrance  of  continental  Greece.  The  islandeta  look  Is  tbt 
ISoglish  for  Boceour,  as  the;  have  Terj  lalelj  pumsaij  iJienuelTes  of  the  luolat 
republic,  Cor<^  exce[>t<d.  But  wbocrer  appear  with  arms  in  thdr  hands  will  h( 
volcome ;  and  nheo  that  day  arrives,  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Ottomaai ;  thay 
aannat  expect  it  from  the  Gisours. 

Bat  instead  of  oonsidering  what  Ihej  have  been,  and  spccnlating  on  what  Atj  mtj 
be,  let  us  look  at  tbeni  as  tbey  are. 

And  hero  it  is  imposriblu  to  reconole  the  amtrarict;  of  i 
tbe  Riercluuits,   decrying  the   Greeks  to  the  strongest  langoage ; 
travellers,  turning  periods  in  their  eulogy,  and  pubtisbing  very  curiuua 
graTled  on  tbelr  former  state,  whinh  Can  have  no  miiTe  iT 
tbe  existence  of  the  tncaa  on  tbe  future  fortune*  of  Peru. 

One  very  ingenious  person  terms  them  the  "  natural  allies  of  BDglishmt 
no  Ims  ingenloDB,  will  not  allow  them  to  be  the  allies  of  anyb  idy,  and 
Tcry  deaccnt  from  tbe  anciente  ;  a  tbinl.  nioni  ingenious  ^uui  either,  build*  a  Urvsk 
empire  on  a  Butsian  foundation,  and  nnliiea  |on  pnperl  all  the  ebimetia  tt 
Catharine  II.  As  to  the  question  of  Ihcir  deMieiM,  what  an  it  impon  whcthar  Um 
Hainotes  are  the  lineal  Luonians  or  not  I  or  the  present  Atheuaai  •■  indillUJM  H 
the  bees  of  Hymettus,  or  as  the  grasshoppeis,  to  which  tbey  ones  likened  lliiUMiiIHit 
What  Knglishman  carrs  if  he  be  of  a  Danish,  fhxcn,  Norman,  or  Trojan  fabsd  I  <r 
who.  elocpt  a  Welshman,  is  afflicted  withadeure  of  being domided  ftom  OtMMneawl 

The  poor  Greek*  do  not  so  naeh  abound  in  the  gi>od  things  of  tfaia  wnrid,  as  H 
render  even  tbcir  claims  to  antiquity  an  object  of  envy ;  it  is  vrry  cml.  tlMk  )• 
Ur,  Thomlon  to  disturb  them  in  the  poasession  of  all  that  lime  has  left  Iketa :  Ti& 
(heir  pedigree,  of  which  they  are  the  more  teuadoua,  aa  it  is  all  they  ean  call  tkA 
own.  It  would  be  vorth  while  to  publish  togetbsr,  and  aonpsn,  the  woAs  «| 
Messrs.  Thornton  and  De  Pauw,  Btou  and  Sounini ;  paradoi  on  ooe  mJa,  and  fM- 
judice  on  the  other.  Mr.  TbomloD  conceives  hinudf  to  have  daias  ts  pabUe  MM> 
dnni«  lra(o  a  fonrteeu  ycuV  residence  at  Pent ;  perhaps  ha  may  on  the  sut^eM  tt  (to- 
Turks,  but  this  nn  give  biio  no  more  insight  into  tlui  ml  state  of  Qnao*  aad  hst 
inhabitants,  than  as  many  year*  qient  in  Wapping  into  that  of  the  Wabn  Qld^ 
lands. 

The  Giwks  of  Constantinople  live  in  Fanal  ;  and  if  Kr.  Thornton  did  not  olW^SC 
DSB  the  Golden  Horn  than  bis  brother  mcrghanta  are  aeeastaoMd  to  dot  I  shsul, 
aoe  nu  gnat  nlianoe  on  bis  informatiun.  I  actually  heard  one  of  th<as  gmllamm 
■ut  uftbeir  littlo  general  intcnuane  with  the  mly,  and  asaert  of  hinisel(  with  iM 
r  of  triumph,  that  he  had  been  Imt  four  tines  at  Constantinople  in  as  many  yenra. 

A*  bi  Mr.  Th.<ml.m'*  royiso  in  the  Ul.vk  Sm  »iUi  Gn<ik   vpsarlc,  ibeT  (an  y* 
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Uw  MUM  idea  of  Oneve  u  &  crnue  to  Berwick  in  ■  Snotfih  «m»ok  wnulJ  of  Jnbnny 
Orcttt'i  koas«.  Upon  vluit  Enmndii  then  doea  he  ATT<>Kikl«  the  right  of  coodemDma;  tj 
vrbolcMlc  k  bndf  of  mm  of  whom  he  can  know  liltls  t  It  is  rBthet  a  cnriuua  eircam- 
Vtenee  that  Mr.  Thoniluti,  who  so  InrUhlj  dupntises  Pouqucville  on  ereij  onwion  of 
■nentuniuig  ttae  Tnika,  hw  yet  reoiime  tn  him  u  sathorit;  on  the  Oieeki,  and  tenna 
him  ma  imputi*!  obMrver.  Now,  Dr.  PouqueTille  in  u  little  entilJed  to  that  appel- 
latiDB,  ma  Hr.  TborDton  to  ootifrr  it  ud  Iiim, 

The  bet  ia,  ve  are  deptonbly  in  vsnt  ol'  iDfcrmation  on  the  aabjcct  of  the  Qrecke, 
Mad  in  puticalu'  their  literature;  uor  is  there  Kuy  prolaliility  of  our  being  better 
so)iuiat«d,  till  anr  intercourse  beciinies  more  intiuste,  or  tfacir  independent  eon- 
finueJ.  The  rclatiooa  of  pnning  truTellen  are  m  littla  to  be  dependsd  on  u  the 
■DTectivea  of  angry  ficton;  but  till  eumethlng  mure  eon  be  attuned,  we  moat  be 
cuiit«at  with  the  little  to  be  acquired  from  ■! Tailor  eourcee.* 

Howerer  defectiie  theie  may  be,  they  are  preferable  to  the  parsdoxea  of  men  who 
have  read  nperticially  of  the  ancientii,  and  seen  nothing  of  the  modeme,  BUch  ae  Do 
Panw;  who,  when  be  aeeerta  that  the  Britiah  breed  of  hursee  ia  ruined  by  Newmarket, 
■nil  tliat  tbeSpartxu  were  Dovarda  in  the  Geld,  betraya  an  equal  knowledge  of  £i>|ilish 
bans  aod  Spartan  men.  Hie  "  philosophical  obgerratiiniB "  have  a  much  better 
daia  lo  tbt  title  of  "  poetical."  It  could  not  be  eipeeted  that  he  who  so  IJbenUly 
wpdeiBM  aiBoe  of  the  mott  celebrated  inBtitutiona  of  the  ancient,  should  haTe  mercy 
■a  (be  moiera  Greeks ;  and  it  fortunately  happens,  that  the  absurdity  of  hie  hyjio- 
ikmt  OD  Ibnr  fnrelathen  refutes  bie  sentence  on  thomselTea. 

Let  OS  tnut,  then,  that,  in  spite  of  (he  prophedcB  of  De  Panw,  and  the  doubta  of 
Mi.  TkomtaD,  there  ia  a  rewtonahle  hope  of  tjie  reiieaiptlon  of  a  race  of  men,  wliu, 
wkMner  may  be  the  ermra  iS  their  religion  and  policy,  have  been  amply  punished  by 
Ikm  eestuita  and  a  half  of  captirity- 


"In 


Atbbkb^  PBAHOtscai  CosTun,  Marek  1 
il  have  lome  talk  with  this  leamed  Theban." 

r  I  receiTed 


Rwia  line  after  my  return  from  Constantinople  lo 
ln|  Bomber  of  the  Bdinburgh  Rericw  aa  a  great  fate  .  ...     _ 

U  aenptaUe  one,  from  tbe  captain  of  on  English  frigate  off  S^iuis.  In  that 
SgaiiKT,  Art.  8.,  containing  the  review  of  a  French  tmuBlatton  of  Stiabo,  there  are 
"Xetidoced  aome  remarks  on  the  modem  Greeks  and  their  lilciutnre,   with  a  short 


A  wnrd,   m  jHusfinf,    with  Mr.  Thornton  and  Dr.    Ponquerllle,  who  have  been 

(*>lty  WtweeD  Uiem  of  sadly  clipping  the  Sullaa'a  Turkish. 

br.  Pnnqneville  tella  a  long  story  of  a  Moslem  who  swallowed  eorrualve  sublimate  la 

l^scti  qoantitiea  that  he  acqaired  the  name  of  "Stdeymau   Yegm,"  i.e.   qnoth  the 

""*eiur,  '•  Suiefihirn  tkt  eattr  of  eorratUt  mtilimaU."  "  Aha, " 'thinks  Mr.  Thornton 
'^''ST  *ith  the  Doolorbr  the  fiftieth  time),  "ha>e  1  caught  you  T" — Then,  In  a  note, 
'*'*«  the  thieknea  at  tbe  Doctor's  anecdote,  he  questions  the  Doctor's  pro6eiency  in 
^*i  Tarkiab  tongue,  and  his  venclty  in  bis  own. — "For."  obserrea  Mr.  Tbomtoa 
'!^Wt  inBietiDg  on  oa  tbe  ton^  participle  of  a  Tnrkiah  rerb).  "it  meana  nothing  more 
~™^a  'StJegwum  Iht  ealer,'  and  qutto  coakiera  the  Bupplementury  'nMimaTi,'  "  Now 
"""^U  are  right,  and  both  are  wrong.  If  Mr.  Thomtan,  when  he  oait  resides  "  f  lur- 
J*"L»i  jrmn  io  the  bctory,"  will  consult  hii  Turkish  dictionary,  or  ask  any  of  his 
T^^LBbutiaa  aoqoaintance,  be  will  discover  that  ".^r^t'i'n  t/n/en,"  put  together 
fjaoeetly,  uaa  tbe  " SuaUotcer  of  nUiaialt,"  vithont  Bny  "Sutr^an"  in  theeue: 
^  Snltfma"  Bgnifring  "cnrnitiK  lutlima/t,"  and  not  being  a  proper  name  on  this 
S^*Mi»B,  ahbun^  it  be  an  ortliodox  name  enongh  witli  the  niblition  of  n.  After  Hr. 
r^uwBliia'a  freqoent  hints  of  profound  Orientalism,  he  might  have  Ibnnd  tbia  out 
^^Cice  be  Mng  snch  pwana  over  Dr.  Pouqueville. 

Atlerlhis,    1  think   '■TraTellera  rernu  Factors"   shall  be  our  motlo,  lliongh  th< 
^™w«  Mr.  Thornton  has  condemned  "  hoc  genua  .imne,"  for  miirtnke  and  mis-represen 

^^ioo.     "KeSntor  ultra  crepidora,"   "Ko  merchant  beyond  hia  bales."     K.B.  F(* 

*^laicfiluf  Hi.  Thornton,  "  Sutor  "  is  not  n  proper  naiuc. 


KOTES  TO  CANTO  THE  SECOND. 

uecouni  of  Cora;,  t,  co-tranalatnr  in  ihe  Preudi  Tcrnon.  On  iliow  mnnrka  I  roran  to 
gruund  K  Taw  obsemtiou  ;  and  the  Kput  wbere  I  now  write  will,  I  hope,  be  mfinnu 
exooM  for  introdueing  tbem  in  >  work  in  luiue  degree  oonnecled  wHh  tbf  tnbjiet. 
Conjr,  th<  most  cvlvliialed  of  living  Qreekx,  at  least  unung  the  Piwiki,  wu  bun  M 
BaiD  (in  the  Kevieir,  Smjmia  is  atitted,  I  hsTe  reuun  io  think,  inamenlj),  aod 
besides  the  tranBlalJoD  of  Beocnria  and  ntber  worka  meutione<l  hj  the  SeriewtT,  liaa 
publiahed  a  lexicon  in  Komaic  and  Prenoh,  jr  I  maj  Diiit  the  anoiVKe  el  mmt 
DaniBh  ttavoUert  Utelf  arrived  frnn  Paris ;  bnt  the  hOiM  we  have  leea  hen  in 
French  and  Oreek  ia  that  of  Gregory  Zolikngloou.*  Cora;  bu  recentlf  beeit  in*olTB) 
in  an  nnpleaiant  contrDversy  with  M.  Gsll.t  a  Pariiiiiui  romnientatar  and  *litor  «( 
aame  tranalatiuoa  from  the  Oreek  poets,  in  conK(|Uni»  of  the  Inititute  bavin); 
awarded  him  the  priie  for  his  venion  of  HippocraUs  "  Iltpl  iiiTon,"  Jto.,  tn  Iki 
disparagement,  and  consequently  displenmre,  of  the  uid  Sail.  To  hia  emtinaa 
literary  and  patriotic,  great  praise  is  andonbtedlj  dne ;  bat  a  jart  of  that  fwwit 
ought  nut  to  be  vithbeld  fruu  the  two  brothera  Zorimado  imerehanta  ivttltd  ia 
Leghorn),  who  sent  him  to  Paris  and  maintained  him,  for  the  express  pnrpoae  <4 
elnciilating  the  ancient,  and  adding  to  the  modem,  researches  of  hie  conntijniini. 
Coray,  however,  is  not  considered  hy  hie  conotiTmen  etinnl  t<j  some  who  It  *  ' 
two  hist  csuturies  ;  more  paiticnlurly  Dorothens  of  MilyJene,  whma  Htdlen 
are  so  mnch  esteemed  hy  the  Greeks,  that  Meletiaa  terms  him  "  Mtri  rlr 
ml  Hii-n^rTa  ^ittsi  'EAA^vuv."     {P.  2H,  Kccle*iaatii«l  History,  vol.  ir.) 

Ponagiutes  Kodrikas,  the  tTUnslntor  of  Fontenelle,  and  Kamaiaoe*,  who  I 
Ocellus  Lucanus  on  the  Cniverse  uito  Freiuh,  Chriatodaalns,  and  more  [■iljiuilwlj 
Fsalida,  whom  I  have  conversol  with  in  Joannina.  are  alan  in  high  repnte  aomg  llieit 
literati.  The  last-inentiDned  has  pnblialied  in  Bomaic  and  IaI^  a  voil  on  "IVa* 
Happinoss,"  dedicated  to  Catherine  II.  Bat  PalyxMa,  wlw  ii  stated  by  the  " 
to  be  the  only  modem  moept  Curay  who  has  diitingiiiabed  himwlf  by  a  kBowuoi^  N 
Hellenic,  if  he  be  the  PoljiDi*  lAmpauittiotaa  of  Yanina,  who  has  pnbliabed  a  nnml** 
of  editions  in  Romaic,  was  neither  more  nor  lesa  than  an  itiuvntut  vender  of  bniks ; 
with  the  contents  of  which  he  had  no  concern  beyond  hit  name  on  the  litJa  |«A 
plaoeil  there  ta  secnre  his  property  in  the  publicatjon;  and  he  was,  moreover,  ■  mas 
utterly  destitute  of  ■cholastie  aciiuiremcnts.  As  ttie  name,  huwevor,  is  not  bdomubiN^ 
some  other  Polyiola  may  have  edited  the  Epiatles  of  Ariftioietu. 

It  is  lo  be  regretted  that  the  syrtem  of  ct^atinenlal  btiokade  has  eloaed  the  few 
channels  thruogh  which  the  Greeks  received  tbur  publications,  particularly  Vaiin 
and  Trieste.  Kven  the  eommon  gramnian  for  children  are  become  loo  dear  (or  lh« 
lower  orders.  Amnngst  their  original  works  the  Qeograph;  of  Heletius,  Archbislmp  J 
Atlieu.'),  and  a  multitude  of  theological  quartos  and  poeliotl  pamphlela,  are  to  be  *Kt 
with ;  their  grammars  and  lexicons  of  two,  three,  and  four  languages  are  BstBOTM* 
and  exoelleat.  Their  poetry  is  in  rbjuie.  The  mott  nngular  piece  I  have  lately  see* 
is  a  satire  in  dialogne  between  a  Kuaaiao,  Bngliih,  and  French  travella,  and  tba 
Waywode  of  Wallachia  (or  Blachbey,  aa  they  lenn  him),  an  archbiahnp,  ■  mnvlaaV 
and  Cogia  Bach!  (or  primate),  in  succession  ;  to  all  of  whom  under  the  TuA*  the 
writer  attributes  their  present  degeneracy.  Their  saugs  are  sametims  iiretty  aad 
pathetic,  hot  their  tnnes  generally  unplcasing  to  the  ear  of  a  Prank;  the  bnil  is  the 
famous  "  Aivrf  voiJtr  vw-'EAA^Hn',"  hy  tlie  unforluDatc  Uinai  But  from  a  ata- 
[ogue  of  more  thau  Nily  aDthois,  now  before  me,  only  Dtlccn  qui  be  foUAil  wlw  haw 
toochcd  on  any  theme  exoept  theology, 

I  am  intmitod  with  a  oommission  by  a  Qreek  uf  Atliaui  named  Hanuntogri  ta 
mako  arTangementa,  IT  posible^  liir  printing  in  London  a  translation  of  nsllliiihairs 

*  I  hate  in  my  pOBn 
eiphange  from  S.  G — , 
rorgDtten  it,  or  foripren 

t  InOairapAmphletapUDstCoray,  hetalluor  "ihrowing  Ihe  innlcDt  Udknbt  «■!. 
of  the  windows."  On  this  a  French  critla  eidaima,  "Ab,  my  fruit  tbnv  aa 
Hellsnisi  out  of  the  window  I  what  ncriliigc  !"  It  certainly  woald  he  a  trsfa^ 
business  lor  those  authnn  who  dwell  in  the  attiea :  hut  1  have  quolod  the  iw^ac* 
mrrely  la  prove  the  similarity  of  style  ani'-ng  the  oontrovorualisla  of  all  tnillsfcul 
eouDtrieii  London  or  R^iiubnrgli  coald  hardly  parallel  this  rarlahin  ebullitioa. 
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Anaduniii  in  Roauic.  aa  he  hiu  uu  other  opportnoitj,  iinlisa  he  diapalche)  the  MS. 
to  Vieuu  by  Um  Bkok  Sea  unci  Daunbe. 

The  Retiewa  mentJoDs  n  acfaual  eaUblinheil  at  Hccntnnesi,  lucl  aapprcHed  nt  the 
hutigiitioii  of  SetoMinai:  he  meuiB  Cidonieg,  or,  in  Tarkiah,  Haivali;  a  town  on  ths 
tnntiiieiit,  where  tlut  iiwtitutiou  for  a  huuclred  stndeuts  and  three  pror«ssorB  kUU 
«tM>.  It  it  tnie  that  this  cslnhlishment  wan  dieturhed  by  the  Porhi,  nnder  Die 
ridienlaDi  prreuxt  that  the  Ureeka  were  eouBtniFtiiig  a  furtrcae  instead  of  a  culli^; 
bal  on  uiTMigaUnn,  anil  Uie  iMjinent  of  Home  pane?  to  the  Divan,  it  bus  bniu  per- 
uitlcd  to  etiuliuiie.  The  principal  prDfEeBnc,  nuaud  Ueniamin  (i.e.  Benjamin),  it 
■lotad  lu  be  a  man  of  talent,  hut  a  frvethiuker.  He  vas  born  in  Lesboa,  Ktudled  in 
Italy,  and  i)  mauler  of  Hellenic,  Latin,  and  ume  Prank  laneaageB:  btaidea  a 
aniatteriog  uf  the  adeauee. 

Tbuusli  it  i*  nut  my  iutentian  to  enter  fulher  an  ihie  lopie  than  may  allude  to  tlie 
article  in  qimtion,  I  eanDOt  but  nbterve  that  the  Benewer'a  lameatBtion  oier  the  Gill 
uf  the  Oreeks  aiqicara  nuRular,  when  he  eloaee  It  with  tlwee  wnnlB  :  "Tkechani/e  it  (Q 
it  altrHv*it  lu  iMeir  miJifrniiiAU  i-alhcr  CAun  'u  ana  'pAi/ineai  desrailajimi,'  "  It 
may  be  Irnc  tliitt  the  Bneks  are  nut  phyncaliydegenenitHl,  and  that  Conatantinnple 
euBlalunI  un  the  day  when  it  changed  maaun  aa  many  men  of  ax  feet  and  npvrardi 
■a  in  the  hunr  of  {inMpcrityi  bat  ancient  biMoi?  and  modern  potitica  inatmct  ni 
that  Kimelhind  more  Ifaau  pbyiicat  [lerfeiTtiun  is  neeetwary  la  preierve  a  atute  in  rigour 
and  independence;  and  the  lireeh*.  in  particular,  ate  a  melancholy  example  of  the 
neftr  eaoneiion  belween  moisl  df^ndation  and  natinnal  decay. 

Tito  BcTKwer  ntentiooa  a  plan  "««  beltm"  by  PotemkJn  for  the  pnritieation  of  the 
Romaic;  and  I  haTc  endeavoured  in  vain  to  prDcnre  any  tiding*  or  traces  of  ita 
•xinlenai.  Tliure  wu  an  academy  in  dt  Petenlnirg  for  the  Qreeke ;  but  it  waa  enp- 
frr— d  by  Paul,  and  haa  not  been  rerived  I7  hie  snccesaor. 

There  u  a  ilip  of  tlie  |>en,  and  it  can  only  be  a  slip  of  the  pen,  in  p.  S8,  Ko.  SI,  of 
(he  "  EdinbOTEh  Betiew,"  where  thefo  words  occur;— "We  are  told  that  when  tbo 
eapital  of  the  Eait  yielded  to  £hf  jruum " — It  may  be  preanmed  tliat  this  Uat  ward 
will,  in  a  fulnrc  edition,  he  altered  10  Mabomct  II.*  T1;e  "ladieaof  Conitantinople," 
it  (ROii.  at  that  period  spoke  a  dialect,  "  whicii  would  not  hare  diagraced  the  U|>s  of 
M>  Athoiiau."  I  do  not  know  how  that  might  be,  but  lua  sorry  to  say  the  ladieti  in 
fentnl,  and  llis  Athenians  in  particular,  are  much  allcred ;  being  fiir  from  cbojca 
Mth«r  in  their  dialeet  or  eipresaiolH,  u  the  whole  Attio  race  are  barbnroua  hi  a 
pjwferb : — 

"n  AftjM,  rponi  jt"(«7 
Ti  'y9^5apo^/t  rpt^tit  TKpa'" 
In  Gibbon.  toI.  x.  p.  1111,  i*  the  following  sentence:— "The  mlgar  dialect  of  the 
aty  wu  groH  sud  tarbaroua,  tliongh  the  coiuiKiaitiona  of  the  charch  and  pninco 
irnietima  nflnrted  to  copy  the  purity  of  the  AtUc  models."  Whalerer  may  be 
aiKrrted  on  the  subject,  it  is  diSeult  to  conceive  that  the  "  ladiei  of  Uunstantlnople," 
in  the  reign  of  the  bist  Cesar,  spoke  a  purer  dialeet  than  Anna  Comuena  wrote,  three 
'  ■  hrrore;   and  those  royal  pages  are  not  esteemed  the  best  modehi  of  oompo' 


•  In  a  formn  number  of  the  "  Ediuhiirgh  Heriew,"  1S08,  it  i»  obBerved:  "Lord 
ByrtiD  ptmcil  tome  of  his  cariy  years  in  Scotland,  where  he  might  have  learned  that 
yiiTiivcA  drjea  not  mean  a  baifpipt,  any  more  than  duti  meana  itfidtlh."  Query, —Was 
K  in  Seotkiid  that  the  young  gentlemen  of  the  ■'Edinburgh  Keview"  learned  that 
.«Jiinaa    mtsna   Makonet  II.   any  more  than   eriticum  mesas  i»failib<iils  l—hnX 

"Cndimoa  inqtie  victm  pmbemua  erurt  ngittls." 
Tj«  miitakr  aecmed  »  eomplctely  a  lapse  of  the  pen  (from  the  great  timilarilg  of  tlw 
Lwo  wor^&  and  the  lolal  abttiire  of  error  from  the  former  pagea  of  the  lilerary 
Ictiattuui)  Out  1  should  hate  passed  it  over  aa  iu  the  text,  had  I  not  perceived  in  the 
"  Edinborgh  Review  "  mnch  bcetions  exultation  on  all  such  detections,  panieularly  a 
recant  cue.  where  worda  and  eytlablea  are  subject*  nf  (Usqnisition  and  transpontion; 
and  Ibe  abavc-mentioned  parallel  pasnagcin  myown  case  irreaiatjbly  propelled  me  to  hint 
huw  nncb  ensier  it  is  to  be  critical  tlian  correct.  The  gmiitmtK,  havi^ig  enjoyed  many 
a  triutitfli  on  sucli  lietorin,  will  hnrdly  begrudge  nie  a  slight  malion  (or  Uie  preaent, 
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Btion,  aUbongb  the  prineess  ykmrrap  tix^p  AKPIBX12  Arraet(owr€ip.  In  the  Fansil; 
and  in  Yanina,  the  best  Greek  is  spoken:  in  the  hitter  there  u  a  flooriahing  schoul 
ander  the  direction  of  Psalida. 

There  is  now  in  Athens  a  pnpil  of  Psalida^  '*'ho  ia  making  a  tour  of  obaenratioii 
through  Greece:  he  is  intelligent,  and  better  educated  than  a  fellow-commoner  of  most 
eolleges.  I  mention  this  as  a  proof  that  the  spirit  of  inquiry  is  not  dormant  among 
the  Greeks. 

The  Reviewer  mentions  Mr.  Wright,  the  author  of  the  beautiful  poem  "Hnrr 
lonicee,"  as  qualified  to  give  details  of  these  nominal  Romans  and  degenerate  Greeks  ; 
and  also  of  their  language  :  but  Mr.  Wright,  thouKh  a  good  poet  and  an  able  man,  has 
made  a  mistake  where  he  states  the  Albanian  dialect  of  the  Romaic  to  approximata 
nearest  to  the  Hellenic  ;  for  the  Albanians  speak  a  Romaic  as  notorionslj  corrupt  ai 
the  Scotch  ()f  Aberdeenshire,  or  the  Italian  of  Naples.  Tanina,  (where,  next  to  the 
Fanal,  the  Greek  is  purest,)  although  the  capitil  of  Ali  Pacha's  dominions,  is  not  in 
Albania  but  Epinis  ;  and  beyond  Dt'Ivinachi  in  Albania  Proper  up  to  Argyrocastro  and 
Tepaleen  (beyond  which  I  did  not  advance)  they  Hi>eak  worse  Greek  than  even  the 
Athenians.  I  was  attended  for  a  year  and  a  half  by  two  of  these  singular  monn- 
taineeTH,  whose  muther  ton;nie  in  II lyric,  and  I  never  heard  them  or  their  countrymen 
(whom  I  have  seen,  not  only  at  home,  but  to  the  amount  of  twenty  thousand  in  the 
anny  of  Vely  Pacha*)  praised  for  their  Greek,  but  often  laughed  at  for  their  {wovincial 
barbarisniR. 

I  have  in  my  possession  about  twenty-five  letters,  amongst  which  some  from  the  Bey 
of  Corinth,  written  to  me  by  Notaras,  the  Coghi  Bachi,  and  others  by  the  dragoman  of 
the  Cainiacam  of  the  Morca  (which  last  governs  in  Vely  Pacha*8  absence),  are  said  to 
be  favoui-able  siiociinens  of  their  epistolary  ntyle.  I  also  received  some  at  Constanti- 
nople from  private  persons,  written  in  a  most  hy{>erl>olicaI  style,  but  in  the  tnieantiqna 
character. 

The  Reviewer  prococils,  after  some  remarks  on  tlic  t«^nfme  in  its  past  and  present  state, 
to  a  i>aradox  (pajze  r>Ut  on  the  great  miM'hief  the  knowle<Ige  of  his  own  languaf^  has 
done  to  Coray,  w  ho,  it  seems,  is  Ic>ii  likely  tj  understand  the  ancient  Greek,  bccanae 
he  is  i>erfeot  master  of  the  nu»<U:rn  !  This  o}>survation  f«»Ilow8  a  ]tara^raph,  rvcom- 
mending,  in  explicit  tenns,  the  study  of  the  Romaie,  as  *'a  |K>w«'rful  auxiliary,"  not 
only  to  tlie  traveller  aiul  f^rei^n  meivhant,  but  als.>  to  the  cla«sii^l  scholar  ;  in  ^hort, 
to  every  ImhIv  except  the  only  peixm  who  can  be  tlioroujjhly  :K-«iuainted  »'ith  its  u.^«*  ; 
and  by  a  ]>ariiy  of  reasoning',  i>ur  own  lanirua.iri^  is  ci>njivturi'<i  to  l>e  pn>liiibly  m<>re 
attiiinabl*'  by  '*  A»reipners"  than  by  ourwlves  !  Now,  I  am  ini*line«l  to  think,  that  a 
Dutch  Tyro  in  our  ton;;ue  (albeit  hiins<-If  of  S.>ixon  bUnNh  woulil  lie  sadly  fierplexed 
with  *'Sir  Tristram,"  or  any  other  given  "  Auehinleek  M.S."  with  or  without  a 
p-ammar  or  glos.Mary  ;  and  to  niMst  apprehensions  it  Mvms  evident  that  none  but  a 
native  can  acquire  a  comiH-tirnt,  far  le>8  comph-te,  knowled^?  of  (nir  ol*solete  idiomo. 
We  may  give  the  critic  cretiit  for  ills  injienuity,  but  no  more  lielievc  him  than  ^e  ihi 
Smollett's  Lismahago,  who  imiintuins  that  tJie  pun^t  Kiiirlish  is  sp.iken  in  Ktlinbtir^rh. 
That  ('oray  may  err  is  very  p<issil»le  ;  but  if  he  dins,  the  fault  is  in  the  man  rather 
than  in  his  muther  t<>n£rue,  wliicli  is,  as  it  iMi^'lit  t'>  In*,  of  the  greatest  aid  t4i  the  native 
student. — litre  tlie  Reviewer  pnx'ei-ds  to  business  on  Stralo's  Ininslators,  and  lien;  I 
dose  my  remarks. 

Sir  W.  l)rummond,  Mr.  Hamilton,  Lonl  AWnlecn,  Dr.  Clarke,  Captain  lieake, 
Mr.  (Jell,  Mr.  Walpnle,  and  many  others  now  in  England,  have  all  the  re<iui*ito  to 
Idniish  details  of  this  lalh-n  jM'oph*.  Th«*  few  obsiTN at h «ns  1  have  offert<i  I  should  havi 
h-ft  whiTe  I  made  them,  had  not  the  article  in  quiMinii,  and  alxivo  all  the  spttt  whtMx 
I  read  it,  indue***!  me  to  ailvert  to  tliose  i«jp^s.  wliirh  the  advantage  of  my  present 
situation  enablnl  me  to  clear,  or  at  least  to  make  the  attempt. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  waive  the  jhtsoiliI  fivlinus  which  rise  in  despite  of  me  in 
touehin^'  u|»«in  any  jvirt  (»f  the  "  E(linbur;:h  Uevicw  ;  "  not  fn»m  a  wish  t«>  conciliate  the 
favour  of  its  writers,  or  to  cjincrl  the  remembran<*e  of  a  syllable  I  have  formerly  pub- 
lisheil,  I'Ut  simply  from  a  srns4>  of  the  in)pro]tri«ty  of  mixing  up  pri>rate  rv»entB*«*nbs 
with  a  <iiMpiisition  of  the  pre.vnt  kind,  and  more  {saiticularly  at  this  distance  of  tim« 
and  |)la<*«'. 

*  [Vely  Paclia  govenie«l  the  Morea,  and  was  the  fon  of  AH  PachA.j 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  THE   BEOIND. 


s»: 


ign  prcBW*  BTen  fur 
I  fen-  iiubii^tians  on 
'  uf  tbe  (ircuki,  init- 
nt.  Hi  most,  to  Ihnia 
>u  vlth 


AmoD^ql  an  ciul&red  people,  obliged  to  hiiTe  recoune  to  1 
Ihiir  buuka  of  religion,  it  is  le«  to  be  nimderaJ  at  that  wb  Gm 
KPiKul  Hibjecl*  thoii  tUnl  we  find  wij  at  all.  Th«  whole  duu 
terifl  op  and  down  the  Tnrkiah  empire  and  elaewbcre,  maj  ai 
loillioni ;  and  jet,  lorn  aoLoty  a  number,  It  in  impoAnlble  to  (livorer  or 
•o  gteai  a  pruportioQ  of  buoka  and  their  authors  aa  the  Greeks  of  the  present  ce 
"  Ay,"  tolsaylhegeneninindrorataaof  opi<reMion,  who,  while  thij  aaacrt  the  ignompm 
of  lie  Qnvka.  wiih  to  prerent  them  from  dispeUing  it,  "  aj,  but  thme  nre  monttj,  if 
not  all  ecele9iin>nieal  IneU,  and  fooKqneatlf  good  for  uoUiiue."  Well  t  and  pra; 
vhat  elae  can  the;  write  about  t  It  is  pleaenat  enough  to  hear  ■  I'nnk,  panicuLu'if 
ko  BnglisbmaD.  who  may  abuse  the  gmitrnment  uf  his  nwn  oouotrj  ;  or  a  Freat;hiu]Ln, 
whona}  abueeeteiTBoTeniment  eicepthis  own,  ant)  who  m»if  range  at  will  orer  eviry 
(■liilowphical,  religioDs,  Kientilic.  Meptiial,  or  tnorul  gubjeat,  meeiing  al  the  Qreek 
U^eiidi.  A  Greek  noil  not  write  un  polities,  ntid  cannot  tonrh  on  uieiiee  for  witiit  iif 
iniovetitm  ;  if  ho  doubts  he  is  exanaiaaniaiteii  and  domnetl :  therefore  hia  cgiiBtiy- 
men  are  not  poiioned  with  modern  philuwiplij  :  aui)  a>  li)  monts,  thanks'  ]  the  1'urk«  I 
Ibere  are  no  aiich  things.  What  then  is  kfi  hiui,  if  he  has  a  turn  for  seribbllng  I 
Rdlgioli  ami  bolj  tridgnph;  ;  and  it  is  natural  emingh  that  those  who  hnTe  su  little 
in  tju*  lib  ^ouM  look  to  the  next.  It  is  no  great  wonder  then,  thai  in  a  Fatsli<gne 
Ml*  Mim  BM  of  fifly-GTe  Greek  writers,  many  of  whom  were  Uielf  liTinfc  not  abiiTa 
flfUesi  ^old  tune  louched  on  anything  but  religion.  The  cntalngne  aliudeil  lo  is  n>n- 
tkioeil  in  the  twenty-uith  chApCer  of  tbe  fourth  volume  of  Melstios'   Eoeteauutioil 

Hirtory. 


"  The  diffieultirs  of  tnirelling  in  Turkey  hove  been  much  euggeraled,  or  ratiier 
h»n  CDiinrlenbly  dinuiiahed,  of  lnl«  years.  The  Mustnilmsus  bars  been  beaten  bio 
m  Jtiod  uf  sullen  civility  very  eomforlable  to  voyngera. 

It  i»  haiarilonj  to  lay  mueh  on  the  subject  of  Turks  and  Turkey;  since  it  in  possible  to 
live ftmnDft^tlbetD  twenty  yeftca  without  acquiring  infonnatjon,  atleaitfruio  thenselvea. 
JIa  (ar  as  ny  own  alight  experieuce  carried  me,  I  have  nu  eomphunt  to  make  ;  but 
BBi  Indebted  for  wany  eivilitiei  (I  might  almnal  say  for  rrienitsbip).  and  much  liospi- 
Ulity,  to  Ali  Fttcha,  his  son  Vely  Taeha  of  the  Morea,  and  Mveral  othen  of  high  rmnk 
in  ibe  pnmnco.  Suleyman  A^.  late  Govemcr  oT  Athens,  and  now  of  Thebes,  wu  % 
him  nirant,  and  as  social  a  being  as  ever  aat  orou-legged  at  a  tray  ur  a  table.  During 
we  earninl.  when  our  English  inrty  were  masquerading,  both  hinsslf  snd  hie  cnc- 
MWir  wens  more  happy  to  "receive  masks,"  than  any  dowager  in  GrOBven«r-ac|iuiro. 

Oa  DM  occasion  of  iiis  supping  at  the  convent,  his  ftiend  and  visitor,  Uje  Co'li  of 
TbetiM.  waa  ouvied  from  table  perfectly  qualified  for  any  club  fn  Christendom  ;  wliile 
the  wsnfay  Waywvie  himself  triutnpbed  in  his  fall. 

In  all  money  transactions  with  lbs  Moslems,  I  ever  found  the  strictest  honour,  tl>o 
hifbcM  dininterntcdnesa.  In  trausaeting  bouness  with  them,  there  sri  Bona  nt  th<iae 
dirty  pecnlstiona,  under  the  name  of  interest  difiereuce  of  exciiange,  commissiiiu,  A:c. 
tie.,  anifbraily  found  in  applying  to  a  Greek  eunsul  to  cash  billa,  even  on  the  liriil 

With  rcganl  to  presents,  an  ettsbllRhed  custuni  in  thf  Easl^  you  will  rarely  find 
jmtnKlf  a  loaer  ;  m  one  worth  acceptance  is  generally  returned  by  aootlier  of  similar 
vahu — a  horse,  or  a  shawl. 

In  ike  aapital  and  at  court  the  citiiena  and  conrtiers  are  formed  in  the  same  schml 
wHh  those  of  Cbriatiauity  ;  hut  there  dues  nut  eijgt  a  more  honourable,  friendly,  and 
l>i(h-(piril«d  ehankctvr  thsJi  the  tme  Turkish  proTiiieinl  Ag^  or  Moalvni  country 
l^ntletnan.  It  is  not  meant  here  to  desigusle  the  governors  of  towns,  but  Ihiwe  AgHs 
lAo,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenuro,  possera  lands  and  houses,  of  more  or  less  eitenl,  is 
Orscee  and  Asia  Miour. 

The  Uwer  ordtn  are  in  as  tolenble  discipline  aa  the  mbble  in  countries  with  gnuWr 
pmeeaions  to  dviUntJon.  A  Motlem,  in  walking  tlie  streets  of  our  country-towns, 
would  be  more  ineommnded  in  England  than  a  Frank  in  a  similar  situation  in  Tnrkej. 
Bisimental<  are  tbe  beat  travelling  .Ircm. 


<iS 


22S  KOTES  TO  CANTO   THE  SECOXP, 

T)ic  he^*,  aeamals  of  Lhe  r<^ligi«ii  aii'i  <llltcnait  u^U  nf  MntuiHm  may  le  r^iiuil  >■ 
D'Ohionn's  French;  uf  their  mauurn,  lie,,  ]ierliapii  in  Tbnmtuu'ji  Kuglinh.  Tlw 
Oltfliuani,  with  ill  th^  defivU,  Me  n<it  »  people  to  be  dopined.  £iju)  ai  bait  b> 
the  SpmikrdB,  thejrBre  Buperiar  to  tlie  Fartui^eM.  If  it  he  difficult  tu  pniniinDa  wlul 
the;  ire,  ve  an  at  least  aj  what  the;  are  hoI  .-  tlie;  are  not  tKaclieruui,  Ihrj  m 
not  anvipilj.  they  do  hoi  burn  bfretica,  tltcjr  nro  not  luawaiii^  bm  hat  >u  edsuj 
kdvMuwl  to  their  eapitaL  They  are  faithful  lo  their  buIud  till  be  bFeuBiB  nuH  «• 
gruerii,  and  dcvunt  lo  their  God  without  an  inquisition.  Were  thej  ilrireD  &wa 
&t,  Sophia  to-morrow,  and  the  French  or  Bauiini  inthroDed  in  tbor  ttdul,  U  wnBU 
become  a  qnestion  whethor  Btirape  would  gain  by  the  clrluuiEe.  Eugtaud  ■■raid 
wrtoinl;  be  tbe  loBcr. 

With  r^ard  to  that  ignonuiee  of  which  they  are  ao  generally,  and  ■ometimca  joMly 
acxutel,  it  may  be  doubted,  alwaye  eicepti^ig  Pnn«  and  En^nd.  io  what  DSEhi 
pointa  of  knowledge  they  are  exwiled  by  other  nntinoa.  Is  it  in  the  coaunca  aita  of 
life  I  In  their  manafarturea  !  Ii  a  Turkiab  salire  inferinr  to  a  Toledo  )  or  I*  ■  Tnik 
worea  elothed  or  lodgeil,  or  f«l  and  taught,  than  a  R|aaiard  T  An  tbdr  ruhi 
wane  educated  than  aOmndne  !  or  an  Efleodj  than  a  Kiiicht  nf  61.  Jae"  I   1  tkink  noL 

I  nmember  Mahmout,  liie  graDdsoa  of  All  Fiu'ba,  anting  whether  my  frlki*- 
traielkr  and  myself  were  in  the  upper  or  lower  Houk  'if  I'nrliamait,  Kov.  Uii* 
qnealjon  front  a  boy  often  yean  old  proved  that  hiatduutinn  had  nol  been  negbrtnl. 
It  may  be  doubted  if  an  Engliah  boy  at  that  age  knows  the  difference  of  the  Diran  tna 
a  College  of  Dinitea  ;  bat  I  am  very  anre  A  %anianl  due*  not.  Huw  little  Xabauak 
'  ramunded  u  he  htd  lawn  entirely  by  his  Turkiidi  tutcin^  hoi  Icarard  that  than  WM 
mch  a  tbLug  as  a  Parlianieut,  it  were  aHlessto  euujecture,  uohm  we  aopfMaetbat  Ui 
iiutmat'ira  did  not  confliw  hia  Etodiea  to  the  Kotsd. 

Id  all  tbe  moeques  there  are  acbooli  rBtabliibeil,  which  are  mj  re^larl;  Mtfiwtiil ; 
and  the  poor  ore  taught  without  the  church  of  Turkey  lieing  put  into  petiL  1  l»- 
lieve  tbe  ayirt«m  ia  not  yat-printed  itbongh  then  ia  auch  a  tbini;  as  a  Torfdali  fnaa^ 
■nd  hooka  jirinled  on  the  late  mditjiry  initttutiou  of  the  Niiam  Qcdiddl ;  Bnr  lu<«  I 
heard  whether  the  Mofti  ivod  the  Motlaa  hnre  tuliacribed.  or  the  CUnwMD  Bttd  Ik* 
Tdlerdar  taken  tbe  alarm,  for  fear  the  ingeuuuua  yuuth  of  the  turlaa  ahonld  ta  tUfht 
not  to  "pray  to  God  their  way."  Tlie  Gravka  alao — a  kind  of  Eutom  Iriah  T«puM — 
hare  a  college  of  their  own  at  Maynooth,  — n»,  at  HaiTali ;  when:  the  hMenidol  m  Jiii 
much  the  aaniB  kind  of  amntenaiiee  from  the  Otloman  aa  the  Uatholio  oollen  froa  lb* 
English  ligature.  Who  ahnll  then  affirm  that  tbe  Turka  are  igoonuit  tagnl^  wIm* 
(hey  tliuB  evinoe  the  exact  propartiun  of  Cliriatian  eharitj  which  ia  lolerMcd  !•  Ika 
moat  proHperoni  and  orthodox  of  ail  poiiible  kingdoma  I  Bui  though  th«y  alkv  yi 
this,  they  will  not  suffer  the  Greek*  to  participate  in  tbeir  prirllegea  ;  noi  iM  llxn 
Bght  their  battles,  and  pay  tbeir  horatcfa  Ituiea),  bo  dmbW  in  this  world,  aial  damanl 
intheneit  And  ahull  wethen  eimtncipale  our  Icid)  UeIoIi  I  Malmniet  fbrMd  1  Va 
shootd  then  be  bad  MnnalnuKs,  and  wocae  CbriitJana  :  at  ]>reiient  Wi  unite  Uu  lo* 
of  both — jeeniticol  faith,  and  lometlung  not  mueh  inlcnoi  to  Turkiah  lultrmtio*. 

*■  Wheu  taken  by  the  lAlia%  and  retained  for  aeyentl  yeaia. 

"  M«cca  and  Medina  were  taken  lome  tiiue  ago  by  Uie  Wfthabees,  •  aect  ywHy 
increaaiug. 

*■  [Of  CcNutantioDpU  Lotd  fiynm  otya :— "  t  hate  ti»Tcned  gratt  |i«rt  nf  Tarkn, 
and  many  other  puia  of  Europe,  and  tamt  of  Alia ;  but  1  Mier  kbcid  a  work  'ol 
nature  or  art  whii^b yielded  an  impreaaiooliketbepruqwot  oSiMh  aide,  fium  th(3ma 
Towera  to  the  cud  of  the  Golden  Uora.  "J 


"  OrMonnt  Pentelicoi,  fmra  whimce  thf  marble  wn*  dng  that  omatncWd  tlw  pgUk 
edifioei  of  Athena.     The  laoJfm  name  ia  Munut  Mendeli.     Au  imiiMDM  emf*,  bival 

by  the  (jnarrieo,  still  rtroaina,  and  will  till  the  eml  of  tjui^ 


"  In  Jl  Attica,  if  we  oxoept  AtlieDa  itBeiraiRl  Muratliou,  tLere  i«  no  Bwne  mwe  in- 
ItmtiDg  thou  Ciipe  Coloiina.  To  tiie  antiquary  nnii  artist,  siitean  culmonB  are  an 
iucuhanitiMe  aonra  of  obaenntiun  and  design  ;  Id  the  ])iijtasa)ilier,  tlie  Bujijiosed  awne 
urauma  of  Pkto's  conTeraationB  will  not  be  uuvmlcouie  ;  nnil  tlie  trsTBllai'  will  Ijc  iu-iicIe 
with  tilt  beoolj  or  the  prnipect  OTer  "  lalea  tl;at  cniwnllie  ^^^eyji  ile«p  ;"  but,  for  an 
Kngliahnwa,  Culnana  ban  jet  ui  additiunal  int«reiit,  aa  the  autnal  aput  of  FalcDnar's 
■klpwnck.  FallBi  and  Flato  are  fotsutten  in  Ibe  ruvoUectian  of  Falcoimr  and 
CampbeU:— 

"  Hun  in  tbe  d«aJ  »[  ni^ht  by  Lonua's  tteep, 
The  Kaaiaii'B  ciy  vai  hwird  alung  tbe  deep." 
Thii  temple  of  Kinena  ma;  lie  wen  at  tea  froni  a  great  dialanae.  In  two  jgnmpji 
wtiich  I  made,  and  one  TOfage  lo  Cape  Culuuuo,  tba  view  &om  eitber  Hide,  l>j  laud, 
waa  ](■■  striking  than  tbc  appniacli  froin  tbe  islea.  In  our  Hecond  land  eicunion,  we 
had  a  narrow  eacapu  from  a  party  of  Uainulei,  concealed  in  tbe  caroma  beneath.  Ws 
»»re  lold  iiflcrwEuili,  bj  one  of  their  prifonera,  flubaeqnenlly  mnBomcd,  that  they 
tr«ii  deterred  from  attacking  ai  by  the  appearaaee  of  my  tvo  AJbojuana  :  coi^eclaring 
yvrj  Bgaeioualy,  but  folnely,  that  w<  had  a  complete  guard  of  thtw  AmaoDU  at  band, 
they  remained  atatioDary.  and  thui  saved  our  forty,  wliicb  naa  too  Email  to  bave 
opt"">l  '"J  eflictaal  resiitanco.  Colouna  i>  no  1e^  a  reaort  o£  painters  than  of  piialei ; 
tlirre 

"  The  hireling  artist  pbinli  his  paltry  desk. 
And  make!  degraded  nature  pirturesqae, 

(See  Hodgson's  Ijidy  Jane  Grey,  Ac.) 
Bat  then  Nature,  with  the  aid  of  Art,  haa  done  that  for  beraelf     I  was  fortnnate 
Mwngh  to  engage  a  very  inperior  German  artist :  and  hope  to  lenew  my  aoqnaiiitaDce 
with  thia  and  many  other  Lavantine  scenes,  by  the  arrival  of  hu  performance*. 

"  [The  following  passage,  in  Harris's  Philosophical  Iiu|uiries,  eonlains  the  pith  of 
this  (tasn;  "  NotwilbstAodiug  the  varioas  fortunes  of  Atlteaaaaa  city,  Attica  is  eUll 
famnai  for  olives,  and  Mount  llyinettut  for  boney.  Human  inatitutioni  perish,  but 
Katnre  i*  peruaneut."  I  once  puuited  out  the  coincidence  to  Lord  Byron,  bat  he 
BBoml  me  lliat  be  had  never  even  wen  ttiia  work  of  Harris. — Uooai.] 

*  Siile  Viator — heroa  ealcaa  I "  was  the  epilAph  on  the  famuns  Count  Merei ; — what 
then  moat  be  our  feelings  when  standing  on  the  tunjolns  of  the  two  hundred  lOteeks) 
who  fell  on  MaiathoD  1  The  princdpnl  barrov  boa  recently  been  opened  by  Fauvel  : 
ft*  or  no  relics,  as  vaH*,  &c.,  were  found  by  tbe  excavator.  The  plain  of  Uaiathon 
wai  o9ered  to  me  lor  sale  at  the  aumof  uxteen  tboasaod  piastres,  about  nine  hundred 
ponnde  f  Alu  ! — "  Bxpendc' — qnot  libra*  in  dnee  summo-^inveniea  T"— was  the 
dnat  of  Miltiades  worth  no  more?   It  oould  soueely  have  felched  lesaif  sold  by  Keii/kt. 

The  rcat  waa  added  while  the  ouilo 

"  [This  Btania  waa  composed  October  11,  1811  ;  upon  which  day  ilie  poet  writss 
tbiu  lo  •  friend  :  "  I  have  IwKi  again  shocked  with  a  death,  and  have  lost  one  very 
dMr  tu  meiu  happier  times  ;  '  bat  I  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  griel^'  and  'aappn] 
fall  of  horrors'  till  I  have  becnnie  cnlloun,  Dor  biini  I  a  tntt  lib,  itt  nn  event  wliicb. 
fire  years  ago,  woold  have  bowed  down  my  bead  lo  the  earth.  It  seems  as  though  I 
■ere  to  eiperisnce  in  my  yonlh  the  greal*«t  misery  of  age.  My  friends  bll  aroond  me, 
and  I  shall  be  left  a  lonely  tree  before  I  am  withered.  Other  men  can  always  take 
refoge  in  tbnr  families  ;  1  have  no  resource  but  my  own  redections,  and  they  present 
BO  pinepecl  here  or  hereafter,  except  tbe  selfish  satisfaction  of  surviving  my  friends.  1 
jHf  tttdeed  Tery  wretched,  and  yon  wiU  eicnse  my  saying  so,  as  you  know  1  ai 
— * — — T*  of  leuaibllity."} 


^^^IMt  of  Muaibility."] 


NOl'ES  TO  CANTO  THE  TIITUD. 


'  [In  a  letter  dated  Yeroua,  November  6,  1816,  Lord  Byron  aaya — *^Bj  the  wij, 
Ada's  nanie  (which  I  found  in  our  pedigree,  under  king  John*t  reign),  ii  the  mtoM 
with  that  of  the  sister  of  Chaiiemagne,  as  I  redde,  the  other  day,  in  a  book  tnaiing 
of  the  Rhine."] 

^  [Lord  Byron  quitted  England,  for  the  second  and  last  time,  on  the  25th  of  April, 
ISlC,  attended  by  William  Fletcher  and  Robert  Rushton,  the  "yeoman**  and  "page'* 
of  Canto  I. ;  his  physician.  Dr.  Pulidori ;  and  a  Swiss  valet.] 

'  [The  reason,  he  used  to  say,  why  he  disliked  society  was  because  the  fellies  and 
l)aJwions  of  others  excited  the  evil  qualities  of  his  own  nature.] 

*  "  Pride  of  pluc«"  is  a  term  of  falconry,  and  means  the  highest  pitch  of  fli^t. 
See  Macbeth,  &c  : — 

'*  An  eagle  towering  in  his  pride  of  place,**  &c. 

[In  the  original  draught  of  this  stanza  the  lines  stood — 

**  Here  his  last  flight  the  hanglity  eagle  ttew, 
Then  tore  with  bloody  beak  the  fatal  plain  ** — 

Mr.  Reinagle,  the  artist,  sketched  an  ea^le,  grasping  the  earth  with  hb  taUmt^ 
U])0D  which  Lorr^.  Byron  remarked — **  Reinagle  is  a  Itetter  {Miet  and  a  lietter  omithiJo- 
gist  than  I  am  :  eagles,  and  all  birds  of  pn'v,  attack  M'itli  tht'ir  talons,  and  not  with 
tlieir  beaks ;  and  I  have  altered  the  line  thus  : — 

*  Then  tore  with  bliMxly  talon  the  rent  plain. 
This  is,  I  think,  a  better  line,  besides  its  poetical  jusiioe.**] 

*  See  the  famous  song  on  Harmodius  and  Aristtgiton.  The  \ie«t  Rngliidi  transla- 
tion Is  in  Bland*»  Anthology,  by  Mr.  (since  Lxird  Chief  Justice)  Denman  : — 

**  With  myrtle  my  swurd  will  I  wreathe,"  kc. 

*  On  the  night  ]lrc^'iouH  to  the  actim,  it  is  snid  that  a  ball  was  given  at  Bmsseh.— 
[The  Uill  was  on  Thursil^iy  the  ir)th,  the  nijiht  U'fon>  Quatre  Bras,  and  not  on  Satar- 
•  lay  tlir*  17th,  the  day  before  Waterloo.  The  Duke  of  Wellington  onU'.re<l  the  general 
ofliccm  to  api>ear  nt  the  kill,  and  at  ten  o'clock  they  slip|ied  away  quietly,  and 
h;i.->tenod  afl^rr  tlieir  reHpertive  divisions.  lie  himself  remained  till  three  o'clock  is 
the  morning,  that  he  nii^ht  oulin,  by  his  a])i»arent  indiffen-nce,  the  fears  of  his  ssp- 
{•orteni  in  Brua'tels,  and  drpress  the  lio{N-8  ot*  the  wvll-wi.  hers  to  the  French.] 

~  [The  Duke  of  BninHwirk  fell  at  (Quatre  B^a^  ;  his  father  received  his  death- vovad 

at  .Tina.] 

"  [L<rhifl  is  tin-  chief  "f  the  CaiMeri«n  vlau.      Ailiyn  i»  the  (Jalie  name  for  Scotland.] 

''  i:«ir  lOvan  Cameron,  and  his  (l(Si;(.n<I:i)it  Doiuild,  the  *'pntlc  liochicl"  uf  ths 
"fai}  livf.- 


NOTES  TO  CANTl-  THE  TlllKI). 

"  The  woo]  of  SiHgniei  u  supposed  to  hr  a  n<nmiuit  bf  tae  fnrrrt  of  AnUn 
fiiniuDii  in  BoiKrdo'i  Orluido,  and  imniurtal  in  SbHkspeiirf'i  "  As  juu  'ike  iL"  I 
bIw  eelcbritcil  ia  Titdtnii,  as  bring  the  «pot  uf  suciwuful  defence  by  lh«  Oem 
i^niiut  Um  Ronum  enerouluncnU.  I  liave  ventnretl  tu  ulnpt  tlie  nwne  uiuue 
•rilh  nobler  >aad>tiuDa  tluui  tbuse  of  mere  nlaogbler.  [Sbakapwre'ii  forest  of  Ai 
KM  not  the  Anleane*  of  Belginni,  bill  &  wovdluid  diitTiet  of  Wurwiclulure,  uf  vl 
WTcnl  l>liueB>  ■och  u  UenlEj-ia-ArdcD,  ttill  retain  liie  name.] 


'■  [Then  «aa  a  thnnder-M 


a  iin  Ibe  morniag  of  the  battle.] 


«  [Tbe  &irl  of  Carlisle,  bj  satiriKng  l.iin 
The  saWr  of  Admiral  BjTon— tbe  poefg  grai 
uf  Mnjur  Uuvanl.J 

"  ["In  tbe  late  battles,  like  bU  tbe  world,  I  have  lort  ■  mnnertion— poor  FraJeKck 
Howard,  tke  beat  of  bin  tace.  I  had  Utile  intenuurK  of  late  years  with  iia  family  ; 
but  1  Dcrcr  law  or  hearJ  but  good  of  him." — L<n'ii  B.  to  Mr,  Moore.  Major  n»wanl, 
■ho  wu  inorh  beloved  by  hln  brother  oJEeen,  full  at  the  doH  of  the  actluo  when  llie 
Fivnch  hiul  gittn  wity  in  alt  diredioug.] 

"  My  guid*  from  Mount  St.  Jean  oter  the  field  seenwl  inlollifent  and  aooaraW.  The 
|>Uce  wbcra  Major  Howard  fell  WB>  not  far  from  two  tall  and  ■olitsiy  trecH  (theiv  wsb 
a  (Uid  ent  down,  or  ihivered  in  the  battle),  which  ■taod  a  few  yanlH  (mm  CMh 
otiier  at  ■  pathwa)^*  aide.  Beneath  theac  be  dii'd  and  vat  buriol.  The  body  hiia 
MUBe  been  nunored  tfl  Eutdond.  A  Bmnll  hollow  for  the  present  marka  where  it  luy, 
iMt  will  probably  aoon  1ie  eSaced ;  the  ])lough  hai  been  upon  it,  and  the  gnun  u. 
AAcr  poiuUng  ont  Uie  difiereot  spots  whrre  ricloo  and 'ither  gallant  men  lud  prnHhedi 
llw  goiile  Bud,  "Here  Major  Howard  by  :  1  waa  near  him  when  wounded."  1  luld 
him  Di)  r«Iatiunihi|s  and  he  seemed  then  atill  more  auiioUB  to  paint  out  the  {lartiuubir 
■pvt  ud  eiieninilaneeL  The  place  i^  one  of  the  must  marked  in  the  field,  fmui  tlie 
iweulkiit}  of  the  two  trees  above  mentioned.  I  weut  on  huraehack  twioe  over  the 
JIdd,  tompuing  it  with  my  recoDcetinn  of  Hiuiilnr  aceues.  Ai  a  plain,  Waterlou  seemi 
nurkid  out  for  the  »«oe  of  «unic  grent  uction,  iboiiEli  Ibie  may  be  mere  imaglaiitlun  ; 
1  have  licwed  with  atteotiun  thiiHi  of  Fhil«a,  Troy.  Miiiitiiifu,  Leuiitra,  Chnt^neo,  and 
MarMboa ;  autl  the  field  aruubd  Mount  St.  Jtaii  and  HMUijuumonl  appears  la  want 
IMk  bqt  a  better  eaow,  and  that  uoJelinnble  but  impreiuive  halo  whieh  the  Inpse  ..f 
■ipatbnwi  arouod  a  celebrated  Bjut,  t-i  vie  in  interest  with  any  or  all  uf  tliese,  eiicuiJt, 
prrbata.  tbe  last  mentioued. 


■*  Tbe  great  error  of  NapaleoD,  "if  we  hare  writ  vur  annals  true,"  was  a  eontinned 
obtnuim  on  uionkuid  uf  his  want  of  all  eommnnity  of  feeliiig  fur  or  with  them  ;  per- 
hapa  more  uBeoaite  lo  bDman  Tanitj  than  the  active  cruelty  of  mure  trembling  and 
■oapiciuua  tytunny.  Such  were  hi*  speeches  tu  public  aaiemhUea  as  well  aa  iudivi- 
duala  1  and  the  single  ei[>reasion  which  he  is  laid  tu  have  UHeil  on  retoruing  to  Paris 
after  tbe  Ruonan  winter  bad  deitroyed  bis  army,  nibbin)-  bis  bands  oier  a  fire,  "  This 
IT  than  Muiioow,"  wunid  probably  alienate  mure  (avuur  from  bia  cause  than 
ID  and  reversea  which  led  lo  the  renack. 


»  The  CBSLle  uf  Drachenfela  aUnda  on  the  highest  louimit  of  "  the  & 
tmr  Ibc  Bliiiii.*  banks  ;  it  ia  in  ruins,  and  connected  with  same  Hiugul 
b  the  first  in  view  on  the  road  from  Bonn,  but  on  tbe  opposite  aide  of  tlie  river  :  on 
Ihia  bulk,  nearly  facing  it,  are  the  remaina  of  another,  called  the  Jew's  Coalle,  and  a 
larsB  crosa,  commemalalive  of  the  murder  of  a  chief  l>y  bis  brother.  The  nuiuber  uf 
IB  and  eitia  along  the  «iune  of  Ihe  Khine  on  botli  aiiWi  is  wry  great,  and  Ihoit 
la  remailiibly  benuUful, 


\ 


HOTBS  TO  CANTO  THB  TIUltD. 

.  uilJnwwd  hj  tim  potl  to  liii  liaUr,  vere  v 


tlur  llhiiie,  iu  llnjr.J 

="  The  nKiuuiiient  at  tile  joodji  uiil  buiKwtol  Genersl  Xucsiu  (killed  hj  a  ridrUl 
M  AlkTltirdieii,  un  the  but  •!»;  iif  tin:  nmrlli  y<v  of  the  French  rejiablic)  itill  ibuim 
aadcscrihisJ.  The  iiuuri|itiiiua  mi  liii  muiiiin-eiit  luv  mtLer  loo  lung,  and  nut  retiaimli 
bit  lutiiii:  WW  vnuiigh  ;  Pmute  uluivd,  huiI  brt  imiunies  iilniiral ;  both  ni't  uvtr  hin. 
llin  Tuiienl  wm  Bltcndeil  Uy  ths  geuenia  sriil  ilelBchmeiits  Truiu  bulh  onuita.  la  Ihg 
mmc  Krnre  Qeiieni  Huche  it  iatenH),  ■  ^lUiit  man  alau  in  evisr;  Miue  of  ibc  •ndl : 
lut  tluHiKb  he  JiatiDguiKlied  hinuwlf  grestl;  iu  tattle,  he  bad  nut  the  good  futiuie  to 
die  there :  fait  clealfa  wai  Bttendeit  by  nuiiicions  or  pintun.  A  tepanle  maDiuBcul 
(not  uver  hi*  body,  m-liicfa  U  buried  by  Msreeftn'sl  (•  nised  for  bin  nekr  Audenwek. 
i>ppoa1l«  to  which  one  of  hit  mutt  menianible  eiplaili  wat  pcifonnel.  in  itirowinf  a 
bridjie  bi  an  iilaml  on  the  Hhiiie.  Tlw  shape  and  itylv  MX  different  ^B  thai  <d 
Marcnn'a,  and  the  uuEiiption  more  Hmple  and  pleating; — "The  AnaT  of  the  Suibre 
and  Meuae  to  iti  Cummander-in -Chief  Hochc."  Thit  it  all,  and  at  it  ihtiQld  be. 
llncfae  wai  eit»med  among  the  Grat  of  Pranw't  earlier  geucimlt.  bcfiiTc  Buonaparte 
iDouupnliied  hor  triomplui.     Ue  mu  the  dcwliudd  nuunuuider  of  tlw  invading  amj  tl 

"  Efareniireitstein,  t.  e.  "  the  broad  ttone  of  iionanr."  one  of  tiie  itrongert  fortnaia 
in  Europe,  wat  diamtntled  and  blawn  up  bj  llie  French  at  the  trun  of  Leobm.  h 
had  been,  and  oould  only  be^  rednced  by  fniiiino  or  treaahfT}.  It  fielded  to  lb* 
formtn-,  allied  by  turpritc.  After  iuTing  teen  the  fortifintiont  of  GiUallar  and  Malta, 
it  did  nut  much  nUike  by  comparitwn ;  but  the  lituation  it  oomaiBUiUng.  (Iiitial 
Naroiau  betivged  it  in  vain  far  toiue  time,  and  I  ttept  in  a  room  where  I  via  ahavn  • 
winJi'W  at  which  he  it  aaid  to  hare  been  slanding  obtenriiig  tbe  ycegiem  of  Ilia  Mpt 
by  maonli){ht,  when  a  bull  slj-ui'k  immcdiatol}  below  it. 

^  [On  talEine  HocVii^m,  the  Auttriani,  in  one  put  of  the  eugagemsnt,  got  to  tlw 
lirow  oftlie  hill,  whvnoc  tlify  had  Ilieir  Hnt  view  rf  tbe  Mine.  Tbey  inttautly  b«lled 
~uut  a  gan  wat  fired— nol  a  voice  hurd :  but  tbey  «tuad  gaiio;  ou  the  ritB'  mth 
tiiuae  fislingt  which  tbe  evcnta  of  the  laat  fifteen  yeare  at  once  otlled  np.  Tbea  tlMiy 
gale  three  cheen,  mabed  after  the  enemy,  and  drove  them  ioto  the  watur.] 

'  The  ohapcl  U  dettroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of  bones  diminiBhcd  to  a  mial]  aaailHr 
by  tiie  Burgundian  leginn  in  tbe  Hcrviee  of  France ;  who  aniioualy  eSaced  thit  raood 
uf  their  anc««torV  leu  Bucceural  invasion!!.  A  lew  atill  remain,  notwithttandinc  tha 
lain*  taken  by  tbe  Burgundiant  for  agea  (all  who  )«(iaod  that  way  nunoiinj;  a  boM  IB 
thdr  own  oonntry),  aiid  the  Icat  joMiliable  Lareeniua  uf  the  HwiBt  pottdiuot,  *Im> 
lurrieil  tbem  off  (o  tell  fur  knife-haiMilei ;  a  purpose  fiir  which  the  whilnwn  iuUbiil 
by  the  bleaching  of  yean  bad  rendemd  them  in  great  roquetl.  Of  thete  reliia  I  na- 
tured  to  bring  away  aa  much  at  may  hare  made  a  quarter  of  a  hvru,  for  whlcji  llw 
sole  exuute  it,  that  if  1  bail  nol,  t'le  next  paaner  by  might  hare  |icrTert«d  tlwa  W 
wuiw  otea  than  the  (areful  preKcrvatiun  which  I  intend  fur  tkvm. 


■-•  Avt 


tioum,  near  Moral,  was  the  Ronuin  ciintal  «f  UelvBi 


"  Julia  Alionula,  ayonug  Aventian  prieKteaa.  died  tain  after  a  .  ..  . 

cave  fact  fallier,  oondraaned  lo  death  at  a  traitor  by  Aulut  Cn'ina,  Her  epiUft  «mi 
ditcovered  many  yntn  ngo ;— it  it  thna :—"  Julia  Alfunala:  Uio  jaoeo.  bMiai 
liaLri^  infelix  piuln.  Vtm  Aventia  StMrdoi.  Kionre  patrii  nnvm  nan  |bU1  : 
.Male  mod  in  fati*  Hie  erat.  Vixi  annoa  xxiii," — I  kouw  of  no  human  nnnpo«iiB  •• 
nifocting  It  thit,  nur  a  hlttory  of  deeper  tnlcmit,  Thete  an  the  namn  and  tattoa* 
vhicfa  ought  not  u>  perith,  and  lo  which  we  turn  with  a  Imt  and  hnJlJiy  l*iidtr—^ 
from  the  wretched  and  glittering  detail  of  a  mnfutMl  dwm  of  oanijaiHta  and  laMhav 
with  wbieh  the  inlud  It  routed  for  a  time  lo  a  falie  and  fevvridi  tympatby.  IVo«  >!■■•# 
it  reran  at  luiKtb  with  all  the  nautea  oniaDquinl  on  nicb  intoiiioatiou. 


"Thit  it 


irSrd,  IRIR),  which  r 


NOTES  TO  CANTO   THE  THIRD. 


"  ["  itj  nature  leadi  me  to  lalitude,  and  Eiei?  da;  oddi  to  tbig  diipusitioD.  I  gfaull 
«(eT  aj  old  grooiiil,  and  look  upon  my  old  teat  and  uiount&iui,  the  uidy  auiuauil' 
IS  I  e'er  fbnnd  improie  upon  me." — ilyron,  LttUi'i,] 

la.     The  pauion,  woe,  and  madueBi,  to  which  LurJ 
Ji  the  Naattlli  Hilulise.j 

"  Thi*  refrra  lo  the  account  in  hid  "  Conffusioiu"  of  his  pasmon  for  the  CoinlMie 
il'Iloudclot  (the  mistreas  of  St.  l«mbert),  and  bii  long  wulk  evei?  momiug,  fur  tho 
mk»  of  the  aingte  kin  which  van  the  common  aalutatiou  of  French  aajuninuuioi. 
ttouoHiti'a  description  of  hia  feeling«  on  tliiB  occaaion  may  be  eonaidored  M  ttie  moat 
paiaioitBte,  yet  nut  impure,  desciiiilian  and  eipnuaiou  of  love  that  ever  kindled  iul'i 
wotda  -,  which,  after  all,  must  be  felt,  from  their  very  furi<e,  to  be  Liadequute  tu  the 
Jeiioatioa  ;  a  iHuatiug  can  give  no  aulhcient  idea  of  the  ooean. 

*■  nie  tiaed  to  aj  that  he  could  not  help  haling  his  benefactors,  and  he  waa  alirnys 
imagining  tlkat  their  seeming  friendship  was  u  cloke  for  tiuisler  dcuigns.  How  fa  hi» 
wild  pnlJtiaU  aophiaiiE  had  the  effect,  which  Lord  Byron  owribes  tu  them,  <i(  prudaeing 
lbs  Freticb  Uevolutiou,  baa  beeu  much  disputed.  Tbe  dnctrinea  uf  Kuusseau  were  itt 
icwt  not  aangnioary ;  tii  he  ileidared  that  the  bluod  of  a  aingle  luao  would  be  t'lo  [leu 
k  price  to  {uy  for  liberty.] 

ai  []>DRBg  Idid  ByroD'a  stay  in  Switierbiud,  he  took  up  bis  nsidenoe  ut  the  Cam- 
^igite-Uiudati,  in  the  viltagt:  uF  Ciill)(uy.  It  bUuiJs  at  tbe  (op  uf  a  rapiiUy  deaceudiug 
riBcysid ;  the  windowa  conimaudiu;;,  uue  vny,  a  noble  view  of  the  lake  and  of  Geneva ; 
U>«  utber,  up  the  lake.  Eiery  ervuiug,  the  puel  embarki^  uu  the  lake ;  and  tu  Ihe 
figlinp  eieiUed  b;  these  eicurHJuns  wc  uwe  theai!  delightful  utanua.] 

"  It  is  to  be  recuUeeted,  that  the  most  beautiful  and  impreasive  doctrines  of  tbe 
aUviBB  Foonder  of  Chrisliaaity  were  delivered,  not  iu  the  Trm/iU.  but  on  the  ifamii, 
T-:  wsiTatbe  qneatiou  of  devution,  and  torn  to  human  eloquence, —tbe  must  effectual 
wul  Bplendid  qwcimeua  were  not  pruiiuuiice<i  within  walls.  Deuoatbeues  aihlrestvil 
Ihe  pnldic  aud  popular  aasemblies.  Cteeru  ap-ike  iu  the  forum.  That  tliis  added  tu 
llirir  effect  on  the  mind  uf  Uith  utator  and  hearers,  uuiy  be  oonMived  from  the  diffct- 
eux  Utwren  what  we  read  of  Ihe  uBiuUuiis  then  and  there  produced,  and  thoge  we 
Donelres  exiierieace  in  the  perusal  in  the  cL'set.  H  irt  one  thing  to  r^ui  the  Iliad  at 
S-i^vuB  ami  on  the  tumuli,  or  bj'  thu  s[>niiKa  uiTh  )Eoiiot  [da  abunr,  and  the  plain  and 
riven  and  ArchipeUgo  an>ui>d  von  :  iiwl  .ltl  .l^irr  ti^  tnru  your  taper  over  it  in  a  srnig 
Ubrarj— (Au  I  know.  Were  tlie  eurly  -Wii  lupxi  )>r»^rcu  uf  what  la  called  Uelho<li»n. 
to  be  attribnl«d  to  an;  eausr  Iwy^ud  ihe  uliI.usiiuiu  i:icited  by  its  vebenient  faitli  and 
durtriaea  (Uie  truth  or  error  of  which  1  pivsitut'  ut'tther  t»  canrasa  nor  Iu  qncstinn>.  1 
Bltenld  (mtiin  to  ascribe  it  to  the  practice  uf  preaiJiiug  in  tiitjiddi,  and  the  unstudied 
sad  extemponneans  effuaions  of  its  Icacbera.  The  MuBialmana,  whose  ei-r^euus 
dnotiMi  IfA  least  in  the  b«Er  nrdersl  is  most  sincere,  End  therefore  iuipressive,  are 
aeedatoaed  to  repeat  their  prescribed  orisons  and  [irayera,  wherever  tbey  maj  be,  at 
ttie  Natod  hoiiTB^~trf  course,  Frei|uently  in  the  open  air,  kneeling  upon  a  light  nuit, 
fwUeh  tbey  carry  for  the  puriwse  of  a  bed  or  cushion  as  required!;  the  ceremony  laslB 
■MBC  minBtea,  during  wtiicb  ibey  are  totally  absorbed,  and  onl/  liviug  in  tlieir  suppli- 
cMiciD  :  nothing  cao  disturb  tbem.  On  me  the  simple  and  entire  sincerity  uf  theee 
mat,  and  the  spirit  wbii^h  appeared  tu  be  within  bu<I  uihiu  lliviu,  ui»ili-  »  f:ir  ^reatvr 
■nptesainn  than  any  gBDcnl  rile  whifh  wiu  ever  !>i'i.'.i  I. .  1  [n  |.l  i  .  -  r'  >^<  i>bip,  uf 
which  I  have  seen  thaw  of  alinust  every  pernuaeiou  iiii'l' '  j.M-iuiwtuf 

aur  own  sectarica,  ku4  the  Ureek,   the  i'uthulie,    lli<  I   .Hi'i-iin.  llit 

jitwiah.  and  the  Mahometan.     Maiiyuf  tbv  iivgroeF<,  <<i' n  i     <        '  i-- in  the 

k  emjiUV,  arc  iduhiters,  aud  liavf  ftrc  L»en-iM'  ■  i   >  l I  ■  i      "i   iii  nu*  j 


i 


"  The  thiindiT-BIi 
midnight,  1  ba< 
lie  leniLla,  but  u 
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;  of  h  tmlf  Psgan  deacriptioi; 


-e  bcAQtiluL 


"  [The  Journal  of  his  SwIm  tour,  which  Lonl  Byron  ktpt  fur  hia  riater,  elosta  wilk 
the  folluwing  muumfui  pusage  : — "lu  the  wtather,  fur  thja  tour,  of  tliirtopn  •ivft,  I 
have  been  very  fortunate — fortonato  in  a  wmpejiion  (Mr.  UobiMni»y— fonniale  id  nqr 
proaptKta.  and  eicmpl  from  oen  the  little  pettj  accident!  and  dela/a  whirh  tlUm 
render  jonraeyB  in  a.  lesi  wilrl  country  diuppoiuting,  I  wu  diipoaed  to  be  pleaaol.  t 
am  a  lover  of  nature,  iLnd  an  admirer  of  beautj'-  I  can  bear  fatigue,  asu  wdcuM 
piivatJon,  and  bare  seen  tome  uf  the  noblest  Tiewa  in  the  world.  Hut  in  all  tbta,— 
the  recollection  of  blttemeu,  and  mure  especially  of  recent  and  more  hnme  daolatio^ 
vhich  must  aemmpany  me  through  life,  has  preyed  upou  me  ben;  and  neitlieTtb* 
music  of  the  shepherd,  tbe  crubing  of  the  aTilancbe,  nor  the  tnrrent,  the  mooolai^ 
the  glacier,  the  fonst.  ni'r  the  claud.  baye  fur  one  momeut  li^lcoMl  tbe  ireighl  opua 
mj  heart,  nor  enabled  lae  to  lose  m;  ixm  wretohed  ideutity,  in  tbe  m^eaty,  and  tbt 
power,  and  the  glory,  around,  abure,  sad  beneath  me."J 

"  (Sbuuaa  xaix,  to  exi,  are  exqniaile.  They  hare  erery  thing  which  Buika  m 
poetiml  picture  nf  local  and  particular  tc'eucry  purferl.  Tbey  eihihit  a  nincaluwi 
brilliancy  and  foree  of  GiDey;  but  the  very  fidelity  otuw*  a  little  euartnunt  aud  labMF 
of  langua^.  Tbe  poet  aeema  to  hare  been  «o  engrnnd  by  tbe  MtoDlbo  to  ^1* 
vigour  and  Bre  to  the  imagery,  that  he  both  negliwtod  and  diadainad  to  rcodCT  hiniaJf 
more  hanaiinioui  by  diSiiser  words,  which,  while  they  uight  have  imprortid  Um  tCxt 
upon  tbe  atr,  might  have  weakened  tbe  impresvoD  upon  the  aiiad. — Sift  K.  BuMtk.] 

^  Ronanau's  HilolK,  Lettre  17,  Part  IV..  note.  "C«  manlAgnn  not  m  1>M« 
qa'une  demi-heuie  apris  le  aoleil  couehe,  lean  aniniocta  aiiiit  t<i»iii»  dc 
liiiut  le  ruQge  forme  lur  eea  cimei  blanchci  tine  belli  coultiir  dt  rue,  qn'ui 
fort  loin."~Tbis  apptica  more  iiarticuliirly  to  the  heists  over  MeiltEiic 
Vevay  ]^>ger  i  la  Clef,  et  pendant  deux  Jours  que  j'y  reMai  mat  voir  pcrBnoa^  je  frit 
poor  cetto  vilJe  un  amour  qui  m'a  suivi  dana  tons  me*  voyagca,  et  um  m'j  a  Ut 
ttablir  enfin  lea  biros  de  mon  roman.  Jo  dimii  volontien  &  ecux  qui  out  du  p^** 
qui  wnt  svnsiblea  :  Allei  i  Veray^viaitca  le  pays,  etamiius  lea  silea.  )irrom*aca-<raM 
sur  le  lao,  et  dilea  «  la  Nature  n'a  pM  fait  cc  bean  pays  war  uue  Jalie,  poor  aM 
L'laire,  et  pour  un  St,  Preui ;  miis  »e  les  y  cherohet  pa*."— te*  Con/wiioa*,  livreh'., 
y.  SOU,  Lyon,  ed,  17IIH.— In  July,  1816,  I  made  a  voyage  round  the  Uke  of  Qtawn : 
and,  as  far  M  my  own  obscrrations  have  led  me  in  a  Dot  DnlDt«reated  dot  intUeBtix 
survey  of  all  the  scenes  most  cclebratHl  by  Rauaseau  in  hi>  "  Qilolae."  1  can  mhlj 
■ay,  that  in  this  there  is  no  exaggeration.  It  would  bo  diffieolt  to  see  Qarwu  (wilk 
the  wenea  around  It,  Vevay,  Chillon,  BOveret,  St  <KDgo.  Heilleriei  KiMi.  and  Um 
Fntraneea  of  the  Rhone)  without  being  forcibly  struck  with  jia  pwoliar  aikntthni  «• 
the  i«noDs  and  eventa  with  which  it  hu  been  peopled.  But  this  I*  notaUi  thi 
furling  with  which  all  annind  Clareus,  and  th«  oppouto  recks  of  UeilUric,  ii  bmato^ 
is  Ufa  still  higher  and  more  eompreheDaive  order  than  tbe  mere  sympMliy  with  !■&• 
viduRl  passion  ;  it  is  a  sen»  of  the  eKisteuce  of  lo*«  in  ita  moat  extended  and  smUbM 
esimdty,  and  of  our  own  paniripntion  of  its  good  and  of  ita  ^f>ry  :  it  ia  iJw  fnat 
prinetple  of  the  univrne,  whiob  i*  then  more  cDcdfliiscd,  but  not  Its  manlfrncil:  nl 
of  whid),  IhoDgb  knowing  ounclvn  a  (lart,  we  Use  our  individuality,  and  miogle  is 
the  beauty  of  ths  whole. — If  Bnnamu  had  never  writtan.  Dor  lived.  iJw  mait  siiia 
tious  would  not  ten  have  belonged  to  such  soeim.  He  has  added  to  tbe  latefHt  4 
hi*  works  by  their  adoption ;  he  ha*  shown  his  nnte  of  their  beauty  ij  tho  aeleetinB; 
but  they  have  done  that  for  hi^n  which  nn  haman  being  could  do  for  thnn. — I  had  tki 
liirtDDe  (Rood  or  evil  u  it  might  be|  to  Hki]  from  Meillerie  (where  wr  lauded  tar  ■«» 
tlmel  to  at.  Ulngo  dariag  a  lake  itorm,  which  sddvd  to  the  tnapiifleenoe  uf^  areiu*^ 
although  o<™*ionally  arewnipniiied  by  Jangcr  lo  the  bust,  which  wa*  anudl  and  imi- 
iMulul.      It  nan  ..Tcr  Ibis  very  rut  iif  the  InU  thai  Uu'isKnu  has  diircD  tb*  totil 
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St.  TnoK  snd  Midkme  Vr'oltaar  to  HeilUrie  lor  shelter  during  a  tempeit.  On  gaining 
the  ahnre  it  St.  Qingo,  1  funud  thnt  the  wind  hud  beea  snfEcientlj  Btraag  to  Mow  ilciwu 
MOM  tan  old  chcatuut  treea  en  thv  lower  put  of  the  monutaio.  Ud  the  DgipuHitv 
httgbl  of  Cturai  a  ■  eh&t«an.  The  hilU  are  caTered  with  vineyBrda,  uid  tnten>]Krwd 
■itli  •rsDe  small  but  buotiful  woods;  cue  at  theae  wu  muued  tJie  "  Boaqiict  de 
Jnlie  -. "  '.ai  it  in  nniarkable  that,  though  lung  ago  cnt  down  b;  the  bmtal  wifiiih* 
Deffa  of  tbfl  monka  of  Si.  Bemoni  (to  whom  the  Unci  appertaiapd),  that  the  ^ruanJ 
night  Of  CDfloflHl  int'>  ft  vlDej&rd  for  the  DiisBrable  itrooeiiof  an  execnhle  Hupentition, 
the  inhabitaDti  of  Clannt  nill  point  oiit  the  apot  where  ita  trevs  ctoud,  calling  it  hy 
the  name  which  conaernted  onii  mniTeil  them.  ttoDaaean  haa  not  been  pHrticutiirly 
fuTtonate  in  the  preserfntion  of  the  "  JochI  hahitations"  be  has  given  to  "airf 
nothings  "  The  Piiar  o(  Ihvnt  SL  Uemuil  liu  cut  d.>wn  aonic  of  his  wooda  for  tlie 
mkt  of  a  few  ruks  of  vine,  and  Bnonapnrte  has  levelled  part  of  the  mcka  of  Meillerie 
u  inprcning  the  mad  to  the  SiinploD.  Tlie  ruiid  it  an  excpllent  one  ;  hot  I  caniiot 
qah*  a^;iw  with  ■  nnutrk  which  I  heard  made,  that  "  La  route  vaul  mieox  que  lea 


"  ["I  have  traTeraed  all  Ronmaan'a  grnand  with  the  'H£lo^'  before  me,  and  nm 
Mraek  to  a  dcgre*  that  I  eannot  eipraas  with  the  fijrce  and  accuncj  ef  hia  deacriptions, 
asd  Ux  btftot;  of  their  rcnlily.  MdllrTiG,  Clattna.  and  Veva;.  and  the  Chftt^au  de 
ChiUun.  m  pLwes  of  whieh  I  shall  ngr  little ;  heeaaae  all  I  eunld  aay  most  laU  short 
1/  Uw  impnssioui  the;  stunp." — Bi/iv»,  Ltttiri.1 


•  Volutin  and  Qihbon,  [Toltain 
»t  his  lije.  and  Gibbon  at  Lansannc 
inlTSl.      It  waa  there  that  he  wrslt 


reaided  at  Pemey  during  the  last  twenty  jeara 
-om  1783  till  within  a  twelvemonth  of  hia  death 
the  second  h:Uf  of  hia  immortal  hialory.  j 


FO  or  three  mcjnthi  old,  hot 
ide,  and  appwircd  to  have 
wlib  aflection  when  he  wis 
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'  Thb  communication  between  the  ducal  palace  and  the  priBons  ai  VeniM  !■  Ij  a 
glo(  my  bridge,  or  covered  gallery,  high  above  the  water,  and  divided  by  a  BioDe  inll 
into  a  passage  and  a  celL     The  state  dungeons  called  pozsi,  or  wells,  were  sunk  in  the 
thick  walls  of  the  palace  :  and  the  prisoner,  when  taken  out  to  die,  was  oondneted 
across  the  gallery  to  tlie  other  side,  and  being  then  led  back  into  the  other  oompait- 
ment,  or  cell,  upon  the  bridge,  was  there  strangled.     The  low  portal  throu|^  which 
the  criminal  was  taken  into  this  cell  is  now  walled  up  ;  but  the  passage  is  still  opca, 
and  is  still  known  by  the  name  of  the  **  Bridge  of  Sighs."    Thepoai  are  under  the 
flooring  of  the  chamber  at  the  foot  of  the  l)ridge.     They  were  formerly  twelve  ;  bat  ua 
the  first  arrival  of  the  French,  the  Venetians  hastily  blocked  or  broke  op  the  damper  off 
these  dungeons.     You  may  still,  however,  descend  by  a  trap-door,  and  crawl  dowa 
through  holes,  half  choked  by  rubbish,  to  the  depth  of  two  stories  below  the  ftrat  laage. 
If  you  are  in  want  of  consolation  for  the  extinction  of  patrician  power,  perhaps  joa  may 
find  it  there  ;  scarcely  a  ray  of  light  glimmers  into  the  nan'ow  gallery  which  leads  to 
the  culls,  and  the  Dktces  of  confmemeut  themst'lves  are  totally  dark.     A  small  hob 
in  the  wall  admittitd  the  damp  air  of  the  {lasijagt*!*,  and  served  for  the  introductioa  of 
the  prisoner  s  foo  1.     A  wooden  pallet,  raised  a  foot  from  the  ground,  was  the  oaly 
furniture.     The  conductors  tell  you  that  a  light  was  not  allowed.     The  cells  are  aboat 
five  fuices  in  length,  two  and  a  luilf  in  width,  and  seven  feet  in  height.     They  are 
directly  beneath  one  another,  and  respiration  is  somewhat  difficult  in  the  lower  bolea. 
Only  one  prisoner  was   foun<l  when   the  republicans  descended  into  these  hideuos 
recesses,  and  he  is  said  to  have  Ken  confuieil  sixteen  years.     But  the  inmates  of  the 
dungeons  beneath  had  left  tnices  of  their  repentance,  or  of  their  despair,  which  an 
still  visible,  and  may,   perhai^s,   owe  something  to  rc<.*ent  ingenuity.     Some  of  the 
detained  appear  to  luivc  offendetl  against,  and  others  to  have  belonged  to,  the  sanrd 
biMly,  not  only  from  their  signatures,  but  from  the  churches  and  belfries  which  they 
have  scratched  ui>on  the  walls.     The  reader  may  not  object  to  see  a  siiecimen  of  the 
records  prom])te  1  by  so  terrific  a  solitude.     As  ncirly  as  they  could  be  copied  by  nuiv 
thai  one  jjencil,  three  of  them  are  as  f(>llow8  : — 

1.  KO.V    TI    FIDAR   AD    AtOUNO    PENSA   C   TACI 
SK   FUr.IR    VUOI    UK   sriONI    INSIDIE   C    LACCI 
JL  I'KNTIRTI    I'K.NTIRTl    NULLA    CinVA 

MA     UEN    DI    VALOR   TUO    LA    VERA    PROVA 

1007.    AM    2.    CENARO.    /PI    RE- 
TEST«.>    V     LA    IJKSTIKMMA    P*   AVER   DATO 
DA    MAN/.AK    A    U5    XORTO 

lAC'OMO   .    GRITTI   .    SCRISBa. 

2.  UN    PARLAR    IHXno   et 
NKOARE    PRONTO    rt 

IN    PKXSAR    AL    FINK    PIO    DARK    LA    VITA 
A    NOI    ALTKI    MKmIIINI 

i«;o:». 

l;«;«^    lolix  BAPTI5TA    AD 
K<  «I.J  «.iAM    <"KTKLLARini 


HOTES  TO  CAKTO   THE   FOUICTH. 


Tha  mpTiM  ha»  rolioved,  not  correetcd,  the  Kileeisnu  ;  Bomo  of  vMdi  are,  hawen:r, 
Aot  qnile  lo  dcddcd  natt  tha  letten  vara  eriilviitlf  wntcheil  in  the  'lurk.  It  na[f 
UHd  be  ahHTTHl,  ttuit  bfilemtKia  and  man,';iur  umj  he  read  in  the  first  inscriiitiun, 
which  niu  prubahlj  written  b;  a  priitoner  ronfiDrd  for  sonie  act  of  impiel;  cumniitlrd 
at  ■  fttuctsl ;  thst  C'orttUariui  a  the  name  of  a  parUh  do  terra  firnia,  nenr  the  UK  ; 
knd  (hat  the  Uat  iaitiale  eriJeiillj  are  iinC  for  Vii-a  la  Mania  China  Katiolica  liowitM. 


'  [The  vinged  lio 
'  S«<)eIlicDa.  dew 


«  sanrted  to  be  tiw  a 


of  St.  Alarlc,  the  patron  m 


iMUpletDT,   tl 


intelli 


log  (he  appcantnee  of  Venice,  haa  mado  nse  of  the  nbove  iina 
^icai  verv  it  nut  tnie. — "  Qua  fit  ut  qui  aupcme  arlieui  o 
^nj  medio  Oceaou  flgnrauuu  ae  putet  ioBpicere." 


Bosloin  in  Venice,  wliich  tbej  tell  me  U  partienUr 
to  Uc  coimnon  peuple  ol  tUie  niuntly,  of  singing  Btnntaa  uat  ilC  Taaso.  Tiiey  are  eat  to 
a  F*«tt;  aulemn  tune,  and  when  one  begins  in  an;'  pan  of  the  poet,  it  ia  odda  but  be  wiJ 
be  uinreTBd  bj  aomebodj  ciae  that  oierhaara  him  ;  ao  that  aometimca  ;od  haie  ten 
Dt  a  dnien  in  the  neighbonrbood  of  one  another,  taking  Terae  aflei  Terse,  and  ruoning 
OB  vitfa  the  poem  u  (araa  their  memoriea  viU  carry  them. — Adi'ISON,  a.d.  1700. 

The  Tell-knfwn  Bong  of  the  gnndotiera,  of  attemate  alanua  from  Tasno'a 
"JemiiUnD,"  luu  dieil  with  the  iudependenoe  of  Venice.  Editionn  of  the  poem,  with 
the  witinal  in  one  column,  and  tlie  Venetian  varialiuiia  on  the  other,  ta  aung  bv  the 
teUun,  were  outv  aomm..,.  and  .■%!<.■  .lill  to  be  found.  The  folJ^wiug  extnu't  »ill 
■m   to   aliuir   the   ditference    bi^twi-vo   the   Tuiuiii   einc  and   the   "Cunta  alia 


CUlo  r  arme  pietou,  e  'I  mpitano 
Che  '1  gran  Sepolcro  libero  di  I'riato 

llolto  rgU  oprA  nil  aenno,  e  con  In  niaa< 
Holto  taSii  nel  glorioao  n«iuiB)o ; 

B  in  i*a  1'  Inferno  a  lui  a'  op|n>M,  c  in 
S  anntl  d'  Aain,  e  di  Libia  il  ]u|>ol  u 

Che  it  Ciel  gli  die  bvore,  e  nottfl  a  I  Su 


L'  aime  jJdoBe  do  cnnlar  gbn  logl.i, 
S  de  Ooffredo  la  immorul  bniura 

Cbe  al  fin  r  ha  libera  co  struaia,  e  ilo[;is 
Del  neatro  btion  OeaCi  la  yepultura 

Demeio  mondo  nnito,  e  de  quel  Bogln 
lliaH'gr  Plnton  nou  1'  ha  hu  lual  paum 

I>o  r  ha  agiubt,  e  i  comiiogni  sparpnuui 

Tulli  '1  gh'  i  ha  meaai  ioaieme  i  di  dul  1) 


I 


><■<  If  tli'- 
«  I^uil 


rl«rd. 


r,  take  uti  and  Mntinnc  i 


'Ji  oS  the 


On  the  7th  uf  Uat  Jannair,  the  ■ 


ir  of  Childe  narold,  and  another  Bogljibman, 
Ibe  wmer  oc  tuii  notice,  rowed  to  inc  Lido  with  two  wtijwrB,  on*  rif  whom  wm  l 
mrpcntCT,  and  the  other  a  gondolier.  The  former  plaiwl  hinuelf  at  the  prow,  the 
latter  at  the  (ti^m  of  the  boat.  A  little  after  leaving  the  quay  of  the  Piaiietta,  thej 
Itfui  to  mag,  and  continued  their  exerciae  until  «c  arrired  at  thu  iahkud,  Tbej  gate 
n^  amuaM  otlicr  mt»;».  the  death  of  Clorinda,  and  the  palace  of  Armlda  ;  and  did 
Bwt  nnx  UK  Venetian  Imt  the  Tuacan  tenu.  The  CDrpontcr,  however,  who  waa  tlie 
>r  of  the  two,  and  »»a  frequently  'ibtiged  to  pi  impt  hia  B>mpanii>n,  told  u«  tlinl 
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he  iM^nld  Iraiiilate  llie  original.     He  tilitH,  that  he  conld  aiog  almoat  lbi*«  bandnd 
itaiuiis,  bat  hn4  tiut  ipiriU  (NUirAtit  has  the  wonl  he  ased)  lo  leani  aaj  more,  «  M 
ling  vbat  hv  olreadf  kuev  :  a  man  mast  have  idle  time  on  his  haode  to  acquire  iir  t 
re[ieiit,  and,  Mid  the  ponr  felbw,  "  look  U  mj  dotlies  and  at  me ;  I  un  Bturias.' 
This  ai>eech  was  more  adei^iiig  than   his  peribrmiuiaj,  which  habit  alone  ran  nuke 
Mtmctive,     The  reeiutive  vu  ulirill,  Kreaming,  uiJ  miiDolouo 
behind  nisialed  his  vaice  by  holding  hi*  band  to  ono  side  or  his 
OKvd  n  quiet  aelioii,  which  he  evidently  endeafoared  to  restiuD ;  but  *■*  Ini  mi 
inlereatfil  in  his  subject  aJlogetber  to  reprent.    Prom  (base  men  we  learnt  that  tiepaf 
is  not  confined  lo  the  gondulien,  and  that  although  the  chant  is  seldom,   if  i 
volniilary.  there  ara  Ml  aereral  unongn  the  lover  elasses  who  an  acqaaiated 
a  tev  ataniiuL 

It  does  not  appear  that  it  is  ninal  for  the  perfarmer*  to  rov  am)  ung  at  the  i 
time.     Allliough  the  tetHi  of  the  "  JernEoleia  "  are  no  longer  caanally  hoant, 
i*  yet  much  music  upon  the  Venetian  nuuls  ;  and  upon  bolyiUyi,  tbue 
are  not  near  or  informed  enough  to  distinguiib  the  wards,  maj  bncy  that 
gondolaa  still  reMund  with  the  stiuns  of  Toaso.      The  writer  of 
appeared  in  the  "  UuriosiUea  of  Literatnre  "  must  excuse  hia  hein_ 
with  the  eioeptiDn  of  some  phrasee  a  UtUe  too  amhitiaua  tnd  extrai 
funiiehed  a  very  eiart,  as  well  as  agreesble  de^ription  : — 

"  In  Venice  tbt  gondoliers  know  by  heart  long  passage*  from  Ari«to 
often  chant  them  with  a  peculiar  melody.  But  this  tolent  sneois  at 
decline  : — nt  leasts  after  taking  some  pains,  1  eould  find  no  mon  thi 
who  deliTeted  to  me  in  this  way  a  passage  &om  Tosso.      I  must  ftdo,  iiui  Ue  btH 

the  gouduliera. 

"  There  ate  always  two  concerned,  who  altarnalely  sing  the  rtrophea  We  knn» 
the  melody  eTcntunlly  by  RousscnD,  lo  whose  sonea  it  is  printed  :  it  baa  pmpnrly  ■> 
melodious  moTement,  and  is  a  sort  of  molium  between  the  canto  formo  ■wd  tlw  eanla 
lignnto  ;  it  approadwa  to  the  former  by  r«citMdvii»l  declamation,  anil  to  til*  lalMC 
by  pfttaages  and  course,  by  which  one  sylhtble  ia  detuned  ami  emboUished. 

"I  entered  a  gondola  by  moonlight ;  one  singer  placed  himself  fiirwanU  »mi  iIn 
other  1^  and  thus  proceeded  to  St,  Genrgio.  One  began  the  »ng  :  when  be  bat 
ended  bla  «tr«phA,  the  other  look  up  the  lay,  and  au  continned  the  sing  altcrwldy. 
Tlironghont  the  whole  of  it,  the  same  notes  innuiably  returned  ;  but,  Bmordinc  la  ilk 
inbject-imtttDT  of  the  strophe,  they  laid  a  greater  or  a  smaller  stm,  aanwdiDis  m 
one,  and  nmetimta  on  another  uot«,  and  indeed  changed  the  euunaiatiun  of  tlw  whdi 
■trophe  as  the  object  of  the  poem  altered. 

"On  the  whole,  howerer,  the  SDunds  were  hoane  and  •amming  :  they  ■semsd,  b 
the  manner  of  all  lude  uncivilised  men,  lo  nuke  the  exnllooey  of  their  singtag  in  ita 
force  of  their  vwce.  One  seemed  deurous  of  conquering  the  other  by  the  sttesgith  J 
hi*  lungs  :  and  so  tiir  from  recdving  delight  frum  tliia  tsene  (^at  up  as  I  wm  >n  tk* 
boK  of  the  gondola),  I  found  myself  in  a  very  unplcoaaiil  nttuttion. 

"  My  companion,  to  whom  I  oommunieated  this  eiroumslaiioa,  being  very  dniinul 
(a  keep  up  the  credit  of  his  countrymen,  auured  me  tliat  the  singing  was  vay  deligtilr 
\t[  when  heard  at  a  disUmoe.  Accordingly  we  gnt  ont  ttpoo  the  sh'-re.  teavhu  i»e  •( 
the  singers  in  the  goudok,  while  the  other  wrait  In  the  dislance  of  some  hundiM  paeM. 
They  now  began  lo  slug  against  one  another,  and  1  kept  walking  up  and  dowi  hMsna 
tbem  both,  ail  as  alwavi  to  leave  him  who  waa  to  begin  hit  part.  I  freqaeatly  sti*i4 
■till  and  hearkened  to  the  one  and  to  the  other. 

"  llere  the  scene  was  |ini|ier1y  introduced.  The  strong  dccbuutory,  and,  as  il 
were,  ffbrii'l''l'e  soond,  met  the  em  truai  far,  and  calleil  Kirth  the  ailentinii ;  Ikm 
qi^kly  aueceoding  trsneiti'ms,  which  necessarily  required  to  be  snng  in  a  lnwvr  t-ac^ 
•Mined  like  plaintive  strains  sooceadiDg  the  vociferations  of  emotion  nr  of  pain.  T%» 
other,  who  Uslened  attentively,  immediately  began  where  the  lonnw  IsA  off,  answrriw 
him  in  milder  or  more  vehement  notca,  according  as  the  purport  <J  the  stiaphe  i«quin£ 
The  aleepy  canals,  the  lofty  building  the  splendour  of  Ihs  miHin.  the  ilnrp  tl»l««« 

of  the  few  gnndnlaa  that  mnved  like  «(arits  hiihci        '  " '  '"      -—  ■  - 

pwuliarity  of  the  sci-ne;  and.  amidst  all  these  t 
the  character  nf  this  wunderliil  harmony. 
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"It  anita  pnfeMl;  veil  with 
at  ml  no  one  ol  thew  cnnHila,  a 
ef  which  ntiution  is  wiiuewhat 
memory.  He  oflen  miteg  his  r 
diiiUoet  onr  the  tnnquil  i 


II  idle,  (olitury  nuriner,  Ijing  a(  length  iii  his  Tewl 
ling  tor  bis  otrapany,  or  for  a  fiure,  the  tiresoiDeni'W 
Jiiciateil  hj  the  «DgB  uicl  puetiral  slniiea  be  luB  ill 
X  SB  iiiud  n»  he  mil,  which  eitendi  itself  to  a  rant 
and  ns  all  Is  atill  a         ~  ' 


I  the  miilit  af  a  hirge  and  popntout  town.  Here  ig  iio  nitttiug  of  caniopM, 
BO  BMK  of  (txA  pusengErs ;  a  rileoC  gondula  glides  now  and  then  by  him,  uf  wlilrh 
Um  qilaahiiigj  of  the  oan  are  s»rcely  to  he  hevd. 

"  At  a  dictance  he  hean  another,  pvrliapa  utterly  nnlinDWO  to  him.  Uclody  am] 
Vtne  inuDMUately  attach  tbe  tro  strnn^rs;  he  IwFniiiei  the  rcapomiTe  echo  to  the 
Aimer,  aad  exerta  luouelf  to  be  heard  aa  he  had  heard  the  other.  By  n  tacit  eantenUtm 
diBjr  alternate  lerte  for  >ene ;  though  the  mng  ahould  last  the  whole  night  tlirough, 
(bey  cntartaia  thenuelra  without  fttigne  :  the  hearers  who  are  paasiog  between  the 
Ivo  Ukc  part  in  the  amusement. 

*'  Thii  Tocal  perTormancc  »oands  best  nt  a  great  dietance,  and  is  Ihca  incxpretiiihly 
cbarning,  aa  it  only  fulfill*  It*  dcMgn  iii  Lbc  sentiment  of  remote ueai.  It  la  plaintive, 
but  out  ilimial  iailaiounil,  and  at  times  il  in  aoareely  po«ible  to  refmin  from  tean.  Uy 
mmiJiiniiia.  who  otherwise  wu  not  a  vei?  ilel.rately  organised  persoo,  said  quite 
nnei{ieclally : — E  nagoUre  come  qnet  cantfi  inMoeriaiie,  e  molto  pid  quando  lo  canlono 
■>ei5ltu. 

"I. was  told  that  tbe  women  of  LibD,  tbe  long  raw  of  islands  that  diridai  the 
Adriatic  from  the  Lagaans,*  particotarly  Uie  wumen  uf  the  eitreme  districts  of 
"  '  and  Palcstrina,  aing  in  like  maaoer  tba  works  of  Tasso  tc  these  and 


"Tbty  haiB  the  mstorn,  vfaon  their  husbands  are  Gsbiog 
bift  IB  At  eTeningt  and  Ttcifarale  tJieae  songs,  and  conUnue 
nofame.  till  each  of  them  can  Uiitingoiiih  the  tespunsea  of  her 


sea. 


to  sit  ailing  the 
r  au  with  great 


Tbe  lore  uf  mnmc  and  of  pootry  distinxniiAex  all  dosses  of  Venetians,  even  amongn 
J|«  fanufol  sons  of  Italy.  The  dty  itself  cau  oocuionally  f'lmish  respectable  aodiiriiea 
•■  1*0  anil  eren  three  opcra-IiDusn  atnlimer  and  there  are  few  eTcnts  in  prlialii 
lifc  tbu  do  nut  call  forth  a  prinleil  and  <rireatat«il  wnnet.  D-xjS  a  physician  or  ■ 
lni*'take  bii  degree,  ur  a  elergyinan  preach  bin  inii'iileit  seriDOD,  has  a  aur^eon  |ier- 
'nsdna  operaUuu,  would  a  harlBijuin  annnuncL-  his  departure  or  bia  benefit,  areyiu 
*>  ^«nnMaU(«d  on  a  marriage,  or  a  birth,  <^r  a  lawmit,  the  Mases  arc  iaTukcd  to 
'nUl  tbe  same  number  of  syllableH,  and  tire  imliridual  trinmphs  blaie  abroad  in 
*ti»  rhite  or  party-coloured  placards  on  half  the  comers  of  the  capital.  The  last 
]"*?  ota  biouritc  "prima  donna"  brings  down  a  shower  of  these  poetical  tributes 
'"*  Um*  upper  regions,  ftom  which,  in  our  theatres,  nothing  hnt  cnpida  and  snow- 
*"|>a>aK  neeustomod  to  dncend.  There  is  a  poetry  in  tbe  very  life  of  a  Vecctiau, 
*sU,  it  its  oummun  CDniw.  is  varied  with  thuse  surprises  and  ehangm  w  reouiB- 
""■■■Ue  in  fiction,  but  so  different  from  the  aoUrr  uiouotony  or  northern  eiisteuce; 
^l^^nnit*  are  mised  into  duties^  duties  are  soflenrd  into  nijusement^  and  erery 
*^**  fc'ing  considered  ss  equally  making  a  port  of  tbe  bunnest  of  life,  a  annrmnced 
™  I*rfnii«d  with  the  same  earnest  indifference  and  gay  assiduity.  The  Venetiau 
'""^  cmunantly  cloaes  ila  colnmns  with  the  folluwiag  triple  adi 


St.  HoBBs,  opera 
St.  Benedict,  a  o 
8tt  Luke,  repose. 


O'lB^y  cf  clKiracteTS. 


long  row  of  island^  but  a  loug  Island: 
,   edit.  1S07;  and  Apimidii  xxix.  M 
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When  it  is  recollected  what  the  Cathulicn  bellere  their  oonsecnted  wmfer  to  ht, 
may  perhaps  thiiik  it  worthy  of  a  more  respectable  niche  than  between  poetry  and 
playhouse. 

*  The  answer  of  the  mother  of  Brasidas,  the  Laoedsemonian  general,  to  the  itnui, 
who  praised  the  memory  of  her  son. 

^  [Erery  year  the  Doge,   accompanied  by  a  festive  procession,  went  in  the 
galley,  the  Hacentaur,  to  the  moutli  of  the  harboor,  and  cast  a  ring  into  the 
token  that  Venice  bad  subjugated  the  Adriatic  as  a  siKiose  is  subjugated  to  her 


'  The  Lion  has  1(^  nothing  by  hia  journey  to  the  luTalides,  but  the  gospel  w 
Bupix)rted  the  paw  tliat  is  now  on  a  level  with  the  other  foot      The  horses  alt(^ 
retumetl  to  tlie  ill  c)u«eu  spot  whence  they  set  out,  and  are,  as  before,  half 
under  the  pf>rch  window  of  St.  Alark^s  Church.      Their  history,  after  a 
{•tniggle,  has  been  satisfactfjrily  explored.      The  decisions  and  doubts  of  Krino 
Zanetti,  and  lastly,  of  the  Count  Leo]x>ld  Cicognara,  would  have  ^ven  them  a 
extraction,   and  a  pedigree  nut  more  ancient  than  the  reign  of  Nero.      Bat  JC 
Schlegel  8tep]>e«l  in  t*  teach  the  Venetians  the  value  of  their  own  treasnies; 
Gnvk  vindicated,  at  last  and  for  ever,  the  preten5ii<in  of  his  conntrynien  to  this 
production.*     M.  Mustoxidi  has  not  been  left  without  a  reply;    but^   as  yet, 
received  no  answer.      It  should  seem  that  the  horses  are  irrevocably  Chian,  and 
transferred  t<>  Constantinople  by  Theoilosius.      Lapidary  writing  is  a  &vonrite  pi  —  ^  df 
the  Italians,  and  has  conferred  reputation  on  more  than  one  of  their  literaiy  chanKr^'«^iA. 
One  of  the  l)est  specimens  of  I3o<lnnr»  typography  is  a  rc8})ectable  volume  of  jiiw<    ■  i|' 
tions,  all  written  by  his  friend  Pacciaudi.      Several  were  prepared  for  the  reeo'v«^*^ 
horses.      It  is  t>  \ye  hoped  the  best  was  not  selected,  when  the  following  wordM      ^WCR 
ranged  in  gold  letters  above  the  cathedral  porch : — 

QUATUOR  •  r.(iC0RUM  *  SIG.VA  '  A  *  VF.XETIS  *  BTZAKTIO  *  CAPTA  '  Ab  '  TEMP  —  -^  ' 
MAR  •  A  •  R  •  S  •  MCCIV  *  POSITA  *  QU*  *  HOSTILIS  '  CCriDITAS  *  A  *  llDCCmX»*  * 
AiiSTl'LERAT  '  FRANC  *  I  *  IMP  *  PACIS  '  ORBI  *  DATi  *  TRUPIIJkUM  *  A  '  VDCOSZT-aC  «"  * 
VICTOR    •    REDUXIT. 

Niithinc  shall  l>e  said  of  the  Latin,  but  it  may  be  permitto<I  to  obeerve,  thA^  '^^ 
injustice  of  the  Venetio  is  in  transiMtrtin;;  the  hort«es  from  Constantinople  was  aK  I''A'4 
etjual  to  that  of  the  French  in  carryin};  them  to  Paris,  and  that  it  would  hav«r  ^  -^■''b 
more  prudent  to  have  avoided  all  allusions  to  either  n>blxTy.  An  aiHMtolie  !•>'*  '^^ 
shnuld,  perhaps,  have  objeottHl  to  aitixing  over  theprincijml  entrance  of  a  metr'|N>'*  "**" 
church  an  inscription  having  a  reference  to  any  itlier  triumphs  tlian  th»»se  of  rtU*r*  •-"•• 
Nothing  less  tluin  the  juieificatiiiu  of  the  world  can  excuho  such  a  S(»leciam. 

'^  [In  1177  the  Venetians  ma^le  cimimon  cause  with  Pope  Alexander  III.  agi«  '■^** 
Fretlerick  l$iirliarosJ>a.  After  the  Suabian  was  defeated  he  prostrated  himself  t**^  "^  '^ 
Alexander  in  the  cjithedral  of  Vt-nioo.  The  rei^ni  of  the  Austrian  Kmpcn>r  dateafj  *  ''" 
171>.S  when  Venice  was  made  ovit  to  him  by  the  tn-aty  of  Cam|K)  Formio.  ] 

Aft<'r  many  vain  etl'ort^  on  the  |>:irt  nf  the  It'iliauH  entia>ly  to  throw  offthe  vitke- 
f  reilerick   liiU'k'irn.ssa,    and  as  fruitle.NS  att^MupUs  of  the  Kmi^ei'or  to  make  hiini* 
al>ii4ilute  ma!)t<;r  tlirou«:hnut  the  whule  of  hi.s  (Jisalpinc  dominions,   the  bliHNiy  strv^ 
«»f  f  nir-aiHl-twi'rity  year>  wciv  hrippily  l»r.»ni;ht  t »  a  close  in  the  city  of  Vrni<^.     T 
articles  of  a  treaty  hail  Imtii  jirevinusly  a;:reeil  upt»n  between  Pi»i)e  Alex.vider  111-  »■"■ 
Barlwirossa;  and  the  f'irnur  liavini:  n.'i"eiv«:<i  a  wafe-Ctniduct,    h;ul  alrea«lv  arriv-?l 
Venice  lV«iiii  K«'rrar:i,  in  •■  •nipany  witli  the  ainliiiMKiulnrs  of  the  KiiiK  4»f  Sicily  ani)  tP 
consuls  oftlie  Li»niharii  I>eu::iie.     There  still  reniaine<l,  however,  many  ]taimiM  tA»a>|ji 
and  f.-r  H-veral  days  the  |»ea«-e  was  lK-liuve<l  ti  be  iiii practicable.      At  this  junnurv, 
was  Hu<l«ienly  ri-p<>ii4'd  that  the  Kin])eror  had  arrived  at  (-hioza,  a  town  fif)««n  mil 
fntni  the  capital.      The  Venetians  nwe  tumultuously,  and  insi^toil  ui^^n  inime«li»tirl 
condui'tin;:;  him  to  the  city.      The  Limliards  t^ik  the  ahirni,   and   ileittrt«d  toward 

♦  Su  i  4uattr.'  cnvalli  .hlia   Basili.a  di  S.    .Mar.-o  in  Veuczia       Lettera  di  AnUn"^ 
Mr.ht*'Xidi  C»r«Mn.Me.     Pailiiu,    IsiU. 
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J^*>*u  The  Popt  hinuelf  m«  «['|iwhi-u-riY«  of  koiob  illmiBter  if  Fii^rio  shoulJ  ind- 
^^J  tdTaure  upun  liitn,  hiii  wv  if-wgiirifll  ty  the  |jrui)euFe  and  ulilrest  of  SrluutiF.ii 
f^l'^  lb«  Pii^.  Siviiiiileiutuwini  iiauied  bcuecu  I'hiniti  «ad  tile  ca|>ibi],  until,  at 
f^  tlie  Bmperar,  rvliuiDK  aoiuewbal  ol  Irm  jireteiuioiu,  "Uid  ulde  I>i>  Ituiiibe 
**<^,  and  pM  on  the  mildnm  uftbv  Ituuk"* 

p  'liSitarda;.  Iha  SSrd  of  July,  id  the  yrar  11T7.  ui  TciwKaB  ^\)ejr  itaattiirii 

^'^■ttiH,  ID  fnM  pomp,  Irwn  Cbina  tu  iSo  lalaiid  of  Udo,  a  milt  frum  Venice.    Ksriy 

^**«  Mit  munuDg.  the  Pope,  asoiiupanied  by  the  Si<-UiMi  ambuaadon,  and  hy  the 

**■««!«  of  Uioibardr,  whom  he  bud  realled  tnia  the  main  Uad,  toKsthar  with  a  gtrst 

^^<>ainne  of  |»>p)^  repured  from  the  patriarchal  palooe  to  St.  Mark's  Church,  and 

^^itmnly  alaalnd  the  Bmperorand  hia  partiaani  from  the  eieomninnieationpronoonosl 

^Satmt  liin.     The  ChAOcellar  of  the  Emiiire,  ou  the  |iart  of  hia  iiiai'ter,  «noun«d  the 

J^li-popea  an-l  their  Mhigtnatie  adherents.     Iminedialuly  the  Doge,  nith  a  gteat  tiiile 

•"Uth  of  the  deip  ami  lailj,  got  on  biiard  tlie  gnllejn,  aud  nr^ting  on  Predcri*,  rowirf 

fcin  in  Biiehly  Male  from  the  Lido  to  the  capital.  The  Bmperor  deaceoded  from  tho  gal  ley 

%l  tbe  quay  of  the  PlauetU.      The  Doge,  Ihc  [jalriurr^h,  hii  biiiha|«  and  clergy,   arid 

*t)a  people  of  Venioe  with  their  groHCa  and  their  Hlandardi,  marched  in  lolemu  pnince- 

^Aun  beforr  him  lo  |]ie  church  of  St.  Mark.      AleX]indfr  *tx  aenled  bcfnn  the  vestibule 

■■t  Ul«  bafilioa,  MIenitnl  by  his  bishopi  and  cardinuls,  by  the  patriarch  of  Aquil«ja,   hjr 

UoBfchUihulia  and  liiahopa  of  Lunil^rdy,  all  of  them  in  Rlitle,   and   eli^tlied  in  their 

pfanrrh  rnhm.       I'nderic  approached —"  noTed  by  the  Holy  Spirit.  Teaeratlng  the 

Alaudny  in  th-  person  of  Alexander,  laying  ande  hi«  impcrinl  dignity,  anil  thmwing 

off  bl*  nianlle.  be  proilnteil  hinuclf  at  full  length  at  the  ft^uf  the  l'o)«.     Alexander, 

^ih  Icnra  In  bia  eyca.  raitttl  him  benignantly  fr"m  the  gmund,  kiwd  him.  Ueanrd 

kuB  1  anit  itonwdialely  tbe  Germani  of  the  tiain  wng  with  ii  toud  tihco.    '  Wo  praliii) 

«W,  II  L>>r<l.'      The  Bmtienir  then  taking  the  Pope  by  the  nght  hand,  led  hiia  to  the 

rhareh.  luiil  hating  reoeived  his  benedictinu,   returuvt  tu  the  du«tl  pfilace,"t    Tbe 

vrnnutiy  ></  humilialjnn  was  repeated  the  next  day.    The  Pope  himBFlC  at  the  requett 

«f  Fmlcrir,  nud  luans  at  Ht.   Murk's.    Tbe  Kmperur  again  hitd  aniile  hi>  im]«rlal 

Miurtle.  and  Ukloj:  a  wand  in  bi>  hand,  officiated  aa  erriier,  drinng  the  Ulty  fruia  the 

choir,  an-l  precaiing  the  pontiff  tu  tbe  altar.      Alexander,   after  reciting  the  ijispel, 

ffswlwd  Is  the  peu)de.     The  Bmperur  put  himself  cloaebi  the  pulpit  in  the  attitude 

M  ItMroing  i  aud  the  pontilT,  tuuched  by  this  mark  of  his  ntl«ntion  |far  ha  knew  that 

Vrvd*Ti<?  did  not  uudentand  a  word  he  naid),  commanded  the  ifatriarch  of  Aijuileja  Ui 

ttia»ld*l«  the  tatin  diaeuone  into  the  Oerman  tongoe.     The  cielH  vaa  tlien  clianled. 

I'nilrrie  made  hii  otiUtlin  and  ki«ed  the  Pope's  feet,  and,  naaa  being  o«er.  led  hiui 

I7  llie  hand  t-i  hia  wliite  hone.      He  held  the  atirmp,  and  vonld  have  ted  the  horse's 

rein  tu  the  water  aide,  had  not  the  Popeacrcpled  of  tbe  ioclination  fur  tbe  perfannancp, 

and  adectiunately  dismined  him  Kith   hia  benediction.      Such  Is  tba  ■nluitanoe  of  tha 

aenmnt  left  by  the  archhi«hop  of  Salerno,  who  vas  preaent  at  the  oercumay,  andwhnn 

iiliity  ia  cunliruied  by  ererj  subaequent  nuration.     It  wuuhl  be  not  worth  an  minute  a 

nconl.  were  it  not  the  triumph  of  liberty  aa  well  as  of  auperstition.      The  tliilea  of 

bnoUuily  owed  to  it  ^e  eonfirmation  of  their  priTilegca ;  and  Aleiander  had  reason  to 

tbaak  the  Almighty,  who  bad  eiuibled  an  jnlirm,  umrmcd  old  man  to  subdue  a  lenilile 

and  puteni  wvendgii,; 

*  The  mder  will  iwoUeet  theeiclamatiouarthe  Higlilauder,  "  Oh,  far -••<  ijnti- o/ 
herndfr!"  Heniy  Dandolo,  when  elected  Doge,  in  I1B3,  wa*  ci|{hly-five  years  uf^a'^. 
When  ho  CDniiiuindBd  the  Venetian!  at  the  taking  oF  UonataDtinople,  lie  waa  eoii- 
■•{uenlly  ninety.*eten  yean  old.  At  this  ago  he  aDuexed  the  fourth  and  a  lialf  of  tlie 
~'  *  '"         '    g  fuc  to  tbe  Komaa  empire  wu  tlien  islkd,  to  tbe  title  and 


^QoilMUMtdilia,  imperator,  opersnte  eo,  qui  cordaprincipum  nicnt  niUet  qiiaiido 
"  UDiHler  iDclinat,  leonina  feritaie  deponila,  orinam  nianHuetudinem  induit." — 

4i  Salofnitoai  Chronicoo,  spud  Script.  Rer.  Ital.  turn.  vii.  p.  i'ii. 

f%a.  ItaL  torn.  »ii.  p.  281. 

;  ^  tba  aboTo-citod  Romuald  of  9alenio,       In  a  necoml  «nnon   which  Alnnn-ler 
pnaebnl,  on  the  Armt  day  of  Angiul,  hefiire  the  Brnpcror,  lie  eom|>*r«l  Prailcrlc  tu  the 
pruUgal  son.  and  himself  to  the  <urjE<Tiu|;  lather. 
I  Mr.  Gibbon  haa  omitleil  the  iiniHiiluil  t,    nnd  hw  wtillea   BomaDi  ioMead  of 
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to  tbe  territories  of  the  Venetian  Doge.  The  three-eigliths  of  thiseiu|Mre  were  pRwrrtd 
in  the  aiplumas  until  the  Dukedom  of  Giovanni  DolHno^  wlio  mado  use  of  the  aboft 
Jcitignatiou  in  the  year  1357.* 

Dimdolo  kil  the  attack  on  Constantinople  in  iienon.  Two  ships,  the  ParadisK 
and  tlic  Pilgrim,  were  tied  together,  and  a  drawbridge  or  ladder  let  down  from  their 
oigher  yanlB  to  tlie  walls.  The  Doge  was  one  of  the  first  to  msh  into  the  citj.  Then 
was  coiiipleteii,  said  the  Venetians,  the  prophecy  of  tlie  Erjthroean  aibyl  : — "  A 
gatheriug  ti»gotlier  of  the  powerful  shall  be  made  amidst  tbe  wares  of  tbe  Adriatie, 
uuder  a  blind  leader  ;  they  shall  beset  the  goat — they  shall  profiuie  Byzantiani — thtcj 
sliall  blacken  her  buildiupi — her  spoils  shall  be  disperued ;  a  new  goat  shall  bkat 
until  they  have  measured  out  and  run  over  fifty-four  feet,  nine  inches  and  a  half.**t 
Dandulo  died  on  the  first  day  of  June,  1205,  having  reigned  thirteen  yean,  six  months, 
and  five  days,  and  was  buried  in  the  church  of  St.  Sophui,  at  Constantinople.  Strangely 
enough  it  must  sound,  that  the  name  of  tlie  rebel  apothecary  who  reoeired  the  Du^'i 
swurd,  and  annihilated  the  ancient  government,  in  1796-7»  was  Dandolo. 

^  After  the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Pola,  and  the  taking  of  Chioza  on  the  Idth  of  Aagost, 
1 37t),  by  the  unitixl  armament  of  the  Genoese  and  Prancesoo  da  Ourara,  Sigoiir  d 
Padua,  the  \reuetiaus  were  reduced  to  the  utmost  despair.  An  embassy  was  sent  to 
the  conc|uerorB  with  a  blank  sheet  of  piiper,  praying  them  to  prescribe  what  terns 
they  pleased,  and  leave  to  Venice  only  her  independence.  The  Prince  of  Padoa  was 
inclined  to  listen  to  these  ])ropo8als  ;  but  the  Genoese,  who,  after  tiie  victory  at  PoU. 
had  shouted,  **To  Venice  !  to  Venice  !  and  long  live  St.  George  !"  determined  to  anai- 
hihite  tlieir  rival  ;  and  Peter  Doria,  their  commander-in-chief^  returned  this  aasvcr 
to  the  suppliants  :  **0n  God*s  faith,  gentlemen  of  Venice,  ye  shall  have  no  peace  firwD 
tbe  Signor  of  Padua,  nor  from  our  commune  of  Genoa,  until  we  have  6nt  pat  a  reta 
ii|K)n  those  unbriilled  horses  of  yours,  tliat  are  upon  the  porch  of  your  eranfDelist 
St.  Mark.  When  we  have  bridled  them  we  sliall  keep  you  qnieL  And  this  is  the 
pleasure  of  us  and  of  our  commune.  Ap  for  these,  my  brothers  of  Genoa,  that  yoa 
have  brought  with  you  to  give  u])  to  us,  I  will  not  have  them  :  take  them  back :  fur 
in  a  few  days  hence,  I  slmll  come  and  let  them  out  of  prison  myself,  both  these  and  all 
the  others."  In  fa«.'t,  the  Genoese  did  advance  as  far  as  Malamoooo,  within  five  wilei 
of  the  capital  ;  but  their  own  danger,  and  the  pride  of  their  enemies,  gave  ooura^^  tu 
the  V\;ncti;in8,  who  made  pnxliglous  efforts,  and  many  individual  sacrifices,  all  of  them 
(rarvfuUy  recorded  by^their  historians.  Vettor  Pisani  was  put  at  the  head  of  thirty- 
four  galleys.  The  Genoese  broke  up  from  Mulamocco,  and  retired  to  Chiioa  ia 
(.)ct4d»er ;  but  they  again  threateneil  Venice,  which  was  reduced  to  extremities.  At 
this  time,  the  Ist  of  January,  l:is(i,  arrived  Carlo  Zon<»,  who  had  been  cruising  no  tbe 
(uMiitftse  c<»:uit  with  fouiloon  galleys.  The  Venetians  were  now  strong  eu>iiigh  Ut 
\H:t>'iv^ii  the  (fuUiX'He.  Doria  was  killctl  on  the  22nd  of  January,  by  a  stunc  ^let, 
one  hundrul  and  ninety-five  })oundH'  weight,  discliarged  from  a  bombard  called  the 
TreviHan.  (/hioza  was  then  closely  invested  ;  five  thousand  auxiliaries,  amongst  wbna 
Mere  Mouie  Knglihh  condottieri,  c<>mmaudc<l  by  one  Captain  Cecch«t,  juiued  the 
Venetians.  The  Genoese,  in  their  turn,  prayed  for  amditions,  but  none  a-ere  gnuite«l, 
until,  at  laxt,  tlio}r  HuirendcrtHl  at  discretinn  ;  and,  on  the  24th  of  June,  I'^b**,  the 
!)«)•;(;  (/oiiturini  made  his  trinmi>h:il  entry  into  ('hioza.  Pour  thousand  pritjouvrs,  nine- 
tifn  galU'ys,  many  smalhtr  ve.twlH  anil  barks,  with  all  the  ammunition  and  arms,  aiid 

llt»niaiii:e.  Decline  and  Fall,  chap.  I\i..  note  IK  But  the  title  acquired  by  Datidolu 
ruur'  thus  in  the  chronicle  of  his  naniesake,  the  Do^c  .\ndrew  Daudolo:  **Ducali  tilulu 
addiilit,  *  (jnarta'  |t:trti>  ct  diiuidi:*-  totius  iini>eni  Komaniie.* ''  And.  Dand.  i'hnmiCiA, 
rap.  iii..  I*ars  xxwii.  ap.  S4>ri)>t.  Ker.  Ital.  t«>ni.  xii.  ])age  331.  And  tlie  Roiuani*  is 
•  •li!M*rve<l  in  tliesi:l»sei}Uent  acts  of  the  Doges.  Indot-d,  the  continental  poaseivrions  of 
the  (inek  K'Mpiiv  in  Kui-<>{h>  wcn>  then  geiieraliy  known  by  the  name  of  Koniania,  and 
that  :ip}N'l]:itiiin  is  still  s«i-ii  in  the  nia]ts  of  Turkey  as  applied  to  Thrace. 

"  Sve  t!- eontiiinatinii  nf  Dand< ilia's  (Mir >nieli',  ibid.  p.  4US.  Mr.  Oibbnci  appears 
not  t<i  iii'-luiie  l>>irui<i,  following  S;iniidi>,  uho  >:iys,  **  II  qual  tittdo  kI  uso  fin  al  iXifil 
(iiiiv.mni  I>«<!tiii«>."'  ^^ee  Vite  d»"  I>mhi  di  Venezi.-i,  ap.  Script.  Rer.  Ital.  liia. 
530,  (ill. 

t  Chruuicttn,  ihid.  ivirs  xxxiv. 
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>tiiftb«p«diti«i,  fdliDIo  ihebunliuf  the  eoDqucn 
*ible  mmiar  o(  Duria,  wuuW  have     ' 

As  ncaiuul  uf  th«e  tnuinwrliini 
wrilteu  lij  iJaoiBl  Uiiiujto,  whu  vru  in  Venice  at  the  time. 

*  (This  tine  ii  eiitlentlj  dcrirnl  baia  Pi>|k'ii  "  Emj  od  Man  : " — 

"  Mftrk  Uj  what  wrelilied  iite|i»  Ihfir  glorj'  grvw* 
Prum  dirt  Kod  9uwi>ed,  lU  [>iuud  Vemoe  ruw."  J 

*■  That  ia.  the  L.'oa  of  St.  Mark.  Uie  itaDaanl  "f  the  repahlic,  which  la  ll.o  u 
^  %b«  vurI  Paut&huu— FianUJuioe,  FaouiJeun,  ruilahxiii. 


The  tural  bftttle  of  Lepaoto,  which  dmtroyel  (he  unpadiuii'jr  of  liic 
e  Medltcmnmi,  wu  liHi[;ht  io  ISTl.  The  fleet*  of  the  Fo|i^  S|win,  aiiil 
teagaed  with  that  of  Veoioe.] 

"  Tbe  popnlatiaa  of  V«Tiice,  at  the  end  nf  the  wreDteesth  ceatarf,  amnUDlnl  In 

*^^9m1j  Iva  huulrBl  thonnDd  »al(.     At  tho  Ingt  onitiu,  taken  two  yrors  ag'i,  it  wu 

*^*>  OioTe  than  shout  one  hundred  and  three  thauund  ;  and  it  dirninisliea  dnilf.     The 

^^•nuncETCC  and  the  official  emplojimen(a,  oluch  were  ta  he  the  iineihauslol  loam  iit 

^vnetiuD  Ersndeur,  have  hoth  expired.      Most  a!  the  [utrieian  iDaiuiona  are  doertHl, 

^*hI  VMuld  gnulnally  diiappcar.  had  Dot  the  Ui'Tcrniuent,  ahtrmed  by  the  deinolltiun 

^»f  acTentji-lwa  daring  the  laat  two  yaxn,  e>iir»»ty  forbidden  this  nul    ruonm  of 

t^tmrtj.      ITanj  rannanu  of  the  Vinelian  U(>bilit)'  ^n  no*  ac»tl«red,  aitd  confoiuideii 

^ritb  tlw  wimlthier  Jews  npon  the  banks  of  the  Urctila,  whou  Falladian  tnhtoea  have 

*u&k.  or  an  ainking,  is  the  tRiwral  decs)'.     Of  llie  "geutilutimD  Veueto."  tlie  nalue 

a«  Bijll  known,  and  Iliit  ii  »ll.     He  i*  but  the  sbBdow  of  hii  former  eelf,  but  he  u 

Ikititc  and  kind.     It  antTlj  may  he  inrdoned  to  hiin  if  fae  i>  queruloui.     What'icr 

naf  have  hern  the  vicea  of  Uw  republic,  and  although  tlie  oatunil  Umo  of  ila  e-linteiice 

■nay  be  thought  by  foreigner*  to  have  arrived  in  the  due  eouru  of  mortalitj,  onlj'  one 

•fMiineDt  can  bo  expected  tram  the  VeneUaaa  themaelvee.     At  no  time  vere  tJie 

•nliJn'U  of  the  rejnthlio  »  luuitiimoua  in  their  resolntiun  to  rally  roond  the  ManiWd 

u<  St.  Mark,  ai  when  it  wai  for  the  hut  time  unfuried  i  and  the  eowardieo  ami  the 

inadmy  of  tilt  few  patrinani  wbo  recoionieuded  the  btol  nentrality,  were  confined 

tu  tbe  penona  of  tlie  traitor*  tbeinaelvi^  Tlie  pnwent  race  cannot  he  thought  to  regret 

tbc  luaa  of  their  ariirtactatioal  furma,  ant  too  dnpotic  goiermnent ;  they  tliink  only  on 

the!r   naiohcd    independent.     Thi^j  pine   awaj  at  the  remenitironce,   nnd  on  thia 

autyect  aapend  tor  a  moment  their  gay  guud  humour.     Venice  may  be  nid,  in  the 

wunla  uf  Uie  Scripture,  "  to  die  doily  ; "  and  so  geneml  and  ao  apparent  is  the  decline, 

••  to  beeome   |*infnl  to  a  etronger,  not  reconciled  b)  the  eight  of  a  whole  nntjuu 

expiring,  ai  it  were,  before  hia  eye*.    So  artificial  a  creation,  having  loal  tliat  principle 

whichalini  it  into  life  and  BupporVd  its  eiistence,  mun  fjillto  piecei  at  once,  and  oink 

nun  rkpiilly  than  it  nee.     The  abhum-ooe  of  ilavery,  which  drove  the  Venetians  to 

the  la,  hue,  oince  their  diwater,  forced  them  to  the  land,  where  tbey  may  be  at  l«wt 

overioukcd  amoogM  the  cruwd  of  dependeote,  and  not  present  the  humiliating  apectoi^le 

fif  a  wbote  nation  kaded  with  recent  chaina.      Their  livelinea,  their  olbbilitj,  ami 

tbit  happy  indiBerenca   which  conititution  alone  can  gire  (fur  philosophy  aspires  tu 

it  in  TUJil,  have  not  snnk  under  circuDinaDcea )  but  many  pecniiaritiee  uf  coalume 

and  manna  bare  by  dtgreea  been  lost ;  and  the  noUes.  with  a  pride  oomuiun  to  all 

Italian*  who  have  been  mail«T^  bare  not  been  persuaded  to  parade  thnr  inngnifirancc. 

That  (plendour  which  was  a  proof  and  a  purlkm  uf  their  power,  thsy  wimid  notdegrwle 

into  the  trapping  of  their  sahjectiau.    They  retired  from  the  *pace  which  they  had 

oempied  ia  the  e>«  of  their  fellow  citiunii ;  thcu  continuance  in  which  woald  have 

laoi  a  ■ymptoo]  of  a0|uieKeace,  and  an  insnil  to  tliuee  who  luSiireit  by  the  cummon 

Diicfortune.     Those  who  remained  ju  the  degraded  capital,  might  he  said  rather  In 

haint  the  erenea  of  their  departi^  power,  than  to  live  in  tliein.     The  reflection,  "who 

am)  what  eulhnla,"  will  hanlly  Ixw  a  comment  from  one  wbo  ii,  natiunally,  the 

(newl  and  the  oUy  of  the  caaqucmr.     It  may,  however,  be  allowed  to  ny  thui  nluh, 
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thai  to  thrise  vbo  vish  to  recover  their  indopendenee,  any  maiiien  mniit  l«  an  olijert 
of  detestation  ;  and  it  may  he  mfely  firetuld  that  this  unprofitable  aTemiou  vitt  n<4 
L&Te  been  corrected  before  Venice  shall  have  sank  iiib)  the  tUimo  of  hex  choked 


^^  The  ftnry  is  told  in  Plutan'h';:  Life  of  Xicias.  [It  wna  tnc  Terte  of  Euripida 
which  hi  alleged  tn  liave  profiuced  sucli  a  hiimauisin;;  efTect.  The  Sioiliana  had  a  peeuCar 
admiration  for  his  vork«,  and  8<jiue  of  the  Atheniuns,  after  the  defeat,  obtained 
refrcfihineiii  by  a  repetition  of  a  few  of  hi:;  lines,  while  others,  £br  teaching  longer  !«•• 
■agefl,  were  set  at  liberty  by  their  maifters.  ] 

"  "Venice  Preserred;"  *'Mv8t<»ries  of  Udolpho;"  "The  Ghost-Seer,  or 
Armenian ; "   "The  Merchant  of  Venice  ; '*  " Othello." 

'7  Tannfn  is  the  plural  of  tanne^  a  8i)ocie»  of  fir  peculiar  to  the  Aipe,  which  only 
thrives  in  very  rucky  jKirts,  wher^  8c»n.'ely  fuiil  Kuflicteiit  for  ita  nourishment  can  be 
found.     On  these  s\yAM  it  grows  to  a  greater  hei;;ht  ttian  any  other  mountain  tree. 

^  The  above  description  may  seem  fant^uitir^l  or  exaggerated  to  thoee  who  have 
never  seen  an  Oriental  or  an  Italian  skv,  Vft  it  \n  but  a  literal  and  hanllv  auffieieiit 
delineation  of  an  August  evening;  (the  ei«;l)tOfiith ),  as  contemplated  in  one  of  many 
rides  along  the  banks  of  the  Brenta,  ueiir  La  Mira. 

^  Thanks  to  the  critical  acumen  of  a  Sx>tciiman,  Me  now  know  as  little  of  lAum 
as  ever.*  The  disiMveries  of  the  Abl.ie  de  Sa<le,  hi.n  triumphs,  his  sneera,  can  bu 
longer  instnict  or  amuse.  We  must  n<»t,  however,  think  that  these  memoirs  r  aivaa 
much  a  romance  as  Bt'Iisariiis  or  the  lucas,  although  we  are  told  so  by  Dr.  Beattie,  a 
great  name,  but  a  little  authority.*^  His  *'lal)oiir"  has  not  been  in  vain,  notwith- 
standing his  "love'*  has.  like  most  other  inssions,  made  him  ridicohiua.S  The 
hyjiotbesiH  which  overi)owered  the  struggling  Italians,  ami  carried  along  lew  intereated 
criticH  in  its  current,  i.^  run  out.  We  have  another  proof  that  we  can  never  be  sure  that 
the  parad«»x^  the  most  singular,  and  therefore  having  the  most  agrevable  andaathentie 
air,  will  not  give  place  to  the  re-cstiiMishetl  ancient  prejuilice. 

It  M-ems,  then,  tirst,  that  Luira  wii.*^  iNini,  livtnl,  died,  and  was  buried.  Dot  in 
Avignojj,  but  in  the  country.  The  fountains  of  the  Sjrga,  the  thickets  ot  Cal^ritriva, 
may  resume  their  j)ret elisions,  and  the  expliMknl  (A.  la  Ba*tie  again  lie  heard  with 
ctiniithft'iicy.  The  }ly|•t)the^is  of  the  Abl>e  had  no  Ktn»nger  pro]>s  than  the  |«rohmt«t 
sonnet,  and  mo«ial  found  on  the  skeleton  «.f  the  wife  of  llugi)  de  Sade,  and  the 
manu.s«'iij»t  note  to  tln3  Vir^ril  of  Pctnircli,  now  in  the  Ambnwian  library.  If  tht*** 
piiNit.s  were  ixith  inci  nil  "stable,  the  ]Kic*.*'y  was  written,  the  metlal  comptiHed,  cart,  and 
depi»sit«-<l  witliin  the  K|»ai"e  of  twelve  hours  :  and  these  ileliberaite  dutiiw  were  |*r- 
firnusl  rouml  the  cnrcasH  of  urn-  who  «lieil  of  the  )>la;:ue,  an<l  was  hurritni  to  the  grnve 
on  tlie  dav  nf  her  death.  These  «loc;inients,  therefore,  are  t4H>  decisive  :  they  prove 
n'»t  the  ffti't,  but  iln'  forp'ry.  Kither  tlie  jmnnet  or  the  Virgilian  nt»to  must  I*  a 
falsiticatioii.  The  Abl-e  rit-i.-s  U>th  as  incDiitestably  true;  the  cunsetiuent  deductii>n  is 
ine\itable--  tliey  are  lH«tli  <*videntlv  fal>t'. 

S'Ciiiidiy,  L'tnia  uns  never  marrie^i,  and  was  a  haughty  virgin  rather  than  that 
tnnhf  (tilt/  ),i'i'<lriif  wite  whi»  honi.ur"<l  .Vvi:;non,  l»y  making  that  t«iwn  the  theatn-  ft 
an  honest  Fn-ncii  ]i.i>hii)n,  and  phiv'.il  i>lV  fur  one  and  twenty  years  her  linie  muc/iiuff  ii 
of  nlt«  mate  fa^ourH  and   refuscils  ^  uiniu  the  tirst  {>oet  of  the  age.     It  waa,  ioJrt-d, 

*  Sr»-  An  llistori«al  and  Critie.d  K>«.ay  on  the  Life  and  rharact«'r  of  P<ftrarch  ;  and 
A  l)iN>'rtation  i.n  an  Historical  Hy]»oth«'sis  of  the  Abbe  de  Sade.      ISlO. 

+   .MrTijoires  |niur  la  Vie  «!.•  retr;>rque. 

:7  Life  (if  HKittie,  by  Sir  W.  ForU-s,  noI   ii..  p.  10«». 

»:  Mr.    UibJMin   ejilled    his    Meiui'irs    "a    lalniur  of  l.ivo "  (si-e  Decline  and  Fall, 

"hap.  l\\.,  iiot«>  n,  aiiil  fniJMMei!  iiiui  with itidence  and  deliuht.      The  compiler  uf  n 

viy  vi>luniiri«UN  work  iiiii^t  take  nin<h  ciitii'ism  n]Min  trust ;  Mr.  UibUm  )uu»  d^me 
to,  th-chjh  iH't  a*;  n-a-ldv  a-*  soiii*  ntln  r  aiitli<>is. 

!|  The  M'uiiet  liad  U  fi'ic  aw.tk.  ii>il  th.'  suspi-  iMi,>  of  Mr.  IIi>nti'e  Wal|K«le.  See  his 
letter  t«'  Wart«»r.  in  17»»;i. 

*i    *'  J*ar  CI.'  ]K.'tit  manege,  e<'(t4-  alt4'rnative  de  l;iv«>uis  et  de  rigucun<  bi«i  m^ungv^ 
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■US 


fmtha  tw  uuEiuir  Ibat  a  funule  ahonlil  be  made  r^pniiBible  for  elcvtii  thilrlren  a\ntB 
1h»  (uth  i>f  a  toiiintenireUii  ubbreviation,  &nil  the  deiMsion  of  a  librarisa.*  ll  in. 
■WWCTET,  a*(U&cMi7  to  tbink  tbut  the  toTe  of  Pctntrch  wiu  oot  platuaic.  The  hHii- 
fiBHi  vtueh  be  pnyel  to  piiaeas  but  0111.1;  anil  fur  a.  moniuat  wu  lurely  niit  uf  Ihii 
Wibtij't  aikd  •oaidthjng  so  verj  real  as  a  luiirruige  [irojed,  with  one  vbo  baa  been  iUI; 
called  ■  ihadovj  nymph,  ma;  be,  perbapa,  deteulwl  lU  at  Uiast  six  places  or  his  dud 
aaoDtU.  The  Iutc  0!  Petnrth  wu  neither  plaUiuic  our  poetical  j  and  If  id  one  pusatfC 
of  bia  mirka  lie  «lla  It  "amore  TeemeuUiBBimi)  lua  unico  ed  unesto,"  he  caaSeiuKt,  id 
■  teXttt  til  a  friend,  that  it  was  guilt;  and  perterse,  that  it  abeorlied  him  quite,  aiid 
BkBiiterrd  lua  heart. 

la  thii  aae,  hoHBrer,  he  ma  perhaps  aUimed  fiir  the  culpabilit;  of  hii  wiahea  ; 
fiir  Ike  Abbe  de  Sade  hiDiself,  «bj  cerlujnly  vuulil  not  liuve  been  senipuluuil;  delicate 
if  he  QoukI  haTe  pnivnl  Ilia  ileacent  Ironi  Pctraroli  ns  well  as  Lanro,  is  forred  into  a 
Mmrt  ddence  of  h'ti  rirtuana  gramlmother.  As  far  as  relates  Ut  the  poet,  wc  have  nu 
aaiuiil/  fur  the  innoeenee,  except  perhapc  in  the  eonstano;  of  Ilia  punuit.  He  saaurea 
a*  in  fab  ejHitle  to  p<iat«rit;,  that,  when  arrival  at  his  fortieth  year,  he  not  onl;  had  in 
kuttur,  but  had  lust  all  reeullection  andimnge  of  an;  "  irreguLiril;."  But  the  birth  of 
bialiat>mlilaa(,4)terciinlu>t  be  angned  earlier  than  his  tJuitj-ninth  year  ;  and  either  the 
aufieryar  tlwuuraltt;of  the  poet  miuitlinve  fuiloi  him,  when  he  fbr^t  or  was  guilt;  of 
ihia  aftfi.;    The  weakoat  argument  for  Ibi'  puiit;  uf  tliii  lava  has  been  drawn  &om  the 

Kt— — — "-  of  it)  «l[«cta,  which  survived  the  object  of  hiB  passion.  The  reflect'iuD  of 
.  Jr  la  Htrtir.  that  virtue  alone  is  capnble  of  luaking  Impreiiiions  which  death  cannot 
•Ace.  b  one  of  thoae  whiih  rvcrybod;  applauds,  and  enerybod;  finds  uut  to  be  true, 
tlie  mameul  lie  examines  bis  owu  breaet  or  the  rerords  uf  himuin  feeliiig.g  Snc^ 
a|.u|jhtliegma  (su  do  nothing  fur  Fetiaich  ur  for  the  cauee  of  mumlit;,  except  with  the 
»r;  wok  anil  the  ver;  joiug.  He  that  has  ma<le  even  n  little  progress  beyond 
iicwiruira  and  papUage  cannot  be  eiUfieil  with  uiytlung  but  tnilh.  What  is  i^cd 
iiudkaiing  the  honour  of  an  individual  or  a  nHtiou,  is  the  must  fuUle,  tedious,  and 
ajuaatnwtive  of  ail  writing  ;  allbougb  it  will  alwaye  lui^ct  with  more  applause  than 
UiM  Bobat  criticisiu,  which  is  attributed  to  the  malii-'ious  ilmite  of  reJui^iug  a  great 
■HBB  to  the  counKin  standard  of  hnnuuiit;.  It  is,  ufli^r  aU,  not  unlikely  that  uur 
butanian  was  right  in  retaining  Lis  bvourite  bypnthetii^  salvu,  which  aeoures  the 
anthoT,  atthoDgb  it  scarcely  saves  the  honour  uf  the  auli  unknown  misLtessufFeCtarab.il 


BDe  fcDune  tendre  et  atfn  imnae,  pendant  vingt  et  un  ana,  le  plua  grauil  po^te  de  son 
«icrj«,  Bkos  faire  la  mi'indn;  brecbe  i  aon  bonueur."  Ml^oires  pour  in  Vie  de 
l>u»iqiie,  Vtibcf  aut  Prantois. 

*  In  a  ilialcigue  with  St.  Auguaiin,  Petrarch  hn.i  dcscriiial  Laura  as  having  a  liirly 
ukauned  aiih  repeated  jJii'i».  The  -ibl  eilit.'R-  r.iid  miil  iiiiuti-d  perlaib'i'ioaHiVi. ; 
lint  SL  tirperonier.  librarian  to  the  Fici,.  b  l.in.'  ji,  IT'.-J,  iihi,  saw  the  M8,  iu  Itie 
I'aiisbhrai;.  made  an atteitatiou  tbat  "  lh  lit  lI  {ii'i'  i  4  'I!  Ikv,  purtubus  exhauiluu." 
»<  ShIf  joined  the  names  of  Hewn.  iv,ii.|..t  j.ivl  l.rj..(   tM^h  M.  CApjieroniir,  and,  in 

lUfewtui,  Ac.  p.  SdT.  Thomas  Aquinas  is  called  in  tu  suttle  whcllicr  J'etrarcli'a 
Biiitna  was  a  c&oafe  maid  or  a  amiineni  wife. 

t  "  Pigmatiou,  quanto  lodar  ti  del 

Dell'  imagine  tna,  Be  inille  volte 
N'  Bvesti  quel  ch'  i'  boI  una  vomi." 

Sunetto  SB,  juancfo  ijiinae  a  Simon  Calla  mnetita. 
Le  Hint,  kr.,  giar.  i.,  p.  18U,  edit.  Vcn.  ITSS. 
1  "A  qneala  coarean.3M  coal  uneera  diede  forve  hkabIoub  ana  nuuva  ewlula  di'  ei 
feoe."— Ttrabosdii,  Sloria,  ic,  t,  4S2. 

I  M.  de  Bimaid.  Damn  ile  la  Baatic,  in  the  Mfmolres  de  rAcadimledcsInacripliiini 
M  Bdle  Letln  for  ]T40  and  17ol.     See  also  mtieasinui,  kc,  p.  21)5. 

I  "Aad  if  the  virtue  or  prudenc«  of  Laura  was  inexorsbUi.  be  employed,  and  might 
liaaiit  vl  waiajiag,  tlie  nymph  of  poetry." — Decline  imi!  "all,  ehiip  Is*.,  p.  3S7, 
rjwtaii.    Std.     I'erhap*  the  </ii  bore  meant  for  i£rAfwuA. 
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KOTKS  TO  GAMTU  THB  FOCETH- 


lixit  to  Vfnice  in  conipnitj  vitli  PniMaKo  Norallo  da  nunira.  Le  >p|>e»ni  Ui  bi,n 
paicwcl  the  fuui  but  Jean  oF  his  lire  letwecn  tli«t  cbarminf!  nlitaile  Bt.d  tMoft.  f-t 
ibar  iDunthi  |>rvTioUB  lo  his  death  ■«  wu  iu  a  >late  of  csntiniul  Uuignor,  kod  in  tbe 
morning  of  Jaiy  the  lUth,  in  the  year  1:17-1,  wu  fonod  dnul  id  Ilia  Ubnu?  ehvr  willi 
his  head  rating  npon  a  boak.  TJie  cliair  i>  itiU  ibowD  uunajftt  (he  preduu  nlia  if 
\rTiul,  which,  from  the  anJDtetTupteU  reoeratiuB  that  haa  hwn  iittashecl  lo  eTMTtluB( 
relkU<ra  to  this  grut  man  from  the  moueut  of  hia  itealh  (o  the  ]ire>«it  hour,  iam,  il 
ruaj'  be  hoped,  a  better  cbanw  of  autbeutidCj  than  the  Shakiperian  neoanal*  tf 
StntTord-li  poD- Aron. 

Ari|iia  (for  th«  last  erllable  !■  accentoi)  iu  pronnneiation,  althoogh  the  analogj  at  tL* 
Kngliah  latiguags  haa  been  obeerrsd  in  the  venel  it  twdie  lubs  bam  Padoa,  and 
■luul  three  miles  on  the  right  of  the  hi^i  rnaii  to  Kurigo,  in  the  bnMoi  of  Iht 
Uuganuao  hilla.  Aft«r  a  walk  of  twenty  niiouteJ  acnm  a  Itat  vell-vHided  ra«d0«. 
jDii  eiinie  tu  a  little  blue  lake,  clotr  hut  (lithiiiuleia,  and  to  the  foot  of  a  annwi—  at 
acclivitiea  and  bills,  clothed  with  rinejards  and  oi-uhardt.  rich  with  fir  ami  [mi 
granate  trees,  And  STery  annnj  (rait  ahmU.  Fram  the  banks  of  the  lake  tbe  nail 
viiiils  into  the  hilla,  and  the  chorch  of  Arqul  is  soon  awn  between  a  clef)  wbon  tm* 
ridiitea  a1o[«  towarda  each  other,  and  nearly  enclose  the  riOage.  The  houan  an  •Mi' 
icml  at  intervals  on  the  Bleep  aidea  of  theae  inuumila  ;  and  that  of  Ibe  yon  ia  ea  llv 
edge  of  a  little  kuoU  overiuoking  two  deacenla,  anil  eommanding  a  view,  nut  oa|it  of 
the  glowing  gardena  in  the  dales  immediately  beneath,  bnt  of  the  wide  {lUuaa,  absrc 
vhiiae  low  wouda  of  mnlberry  and  willow,  thickened  into  a  dark  maaa  bj  fMoatm  of 
viuea,  Islt.  single  eyprcsaes,  and  the  apirea  of  towna,  are  aeen  in  tbe  iliatance,  wlud 
atretches  to  the  mouths  of  the  Fo  aod  the  shores  of  the  Adriatic.  The  climate  of  Uhk 
volcAnif^  hills  is  warmert  and  the  rinlAge  begins  a 
I'adoa.  Petrarch  is  laid,  for  he  cannot  be  aajd  to  be  baried,  ii 
marble,  ralsol  on  four  pilastera  on  an  elevated  base,  and  prsss^ 
with  meaner  tumlie-  It  alaiHla  conapicoooalj  alone,  bnt  will  be  an 
t^ur  lately  planted  btnndar  F<drarch^s  Fonntain,  for  here  everythiag  U 
s^iriuga  and  ex[anda  itaelf  beneath  an  artificial  arch,  a  little  beloa  (he  ehordb  Ma) 
BluQ'ida  iJentifully,  in  the  driest  seuon,  with  that  Boft  water  which  wm  the  ancMi 
wraith  of  (be  Eoganean  hills.  It  wonld  lie  mor«  attiactiTB.  were  it  not,  laiOM 
a^siuis,  beset  with  hometf  and  wiipa.  No  other  coincidence  could  asaimilaU  tkvtc«hi 
of  reininJi  and  Archilochoa.  The  revolutions  of  centuries  have  (pared  th«M  tt^fam- 
tered  valleys,  and  the  only  violence  whiah  has  lieen  oSerBd  to  theaaheaof  FetimnJi  bu 
prompted,  not  bj  hate»  but  veneration.  An  attempt  waa  made  to 
uf  Its  tretuore,  and  one  of  the  arms  was  stolen  by  a  Florentine  through  a 
is  still  visible.  The  injury  is  not  forgotten,  but  has  served  to  idenU^  th 
the  country  where  he  was  bom,  but  where  be  would  not  liw.  A  pea 
A  rig  uA  being  asked  who  Fetrarch  was,  replied,  "  tint  the  |>enple  of  thepuai 
all  abuDt  him,  but  that  he  only  knew  that  he  was  n  PUireutinfl." 

Mr.  Foray  th  *  wis  not  quite  corrcct  in  saying  tliairelinn^  never  teturaed  to  ^bbhT 
after  he  had  once  quitted  it  when  a  lioy.  It  appous  he  did  pass  tlinn^  Flec^wi 
ou  his  way  from  Parma  lo  Rome,  and  un  his  return  to  the  yrar  1  lifiO,  aai  i  ■MJiri 
there  long  enough  to  form  some  acquaintance  with  it*  nioal  iliitingoished  inhsUtaBta, 
A  Pioreutine  gentleman,  aduuned  of  the  avecnun  uf  the  i>oet  for  his  naUva  roaairj, 
waa  Mgiir  to  point  out  this  trivial  crmr  in  oar  accouiplitbod  traveller,  wbua  ht  kara 
Mid  respected  for  au  cxtraoidinary  eapainty.  eitcDMve  entditiun,  ami  rvfiaeil  taM^ 
joined  lo  that  engaging  simplicily  of  mannen  which  ha*  ba'U  *n  frequently  i  ai  i^lil 
«a  the  Bunat,  though  it  ij>  ecrtninly  not  ao  indispeluahle,  li«i(  of  anpcriur  gaaiiM. 

Bvery  rootatap  of  Launi's  lover  haa  been  anxiously  (raced  and  reeutUed.  ^w  himm 
in  wUch  he  lodged  is  shown  in  Venice.  The  inhabiunla  uf  Arauo,  in  order  ts  iMilt 
the  ancient  eontroveny  bctweaa  their  city  and  the  neighbouring  Aneua,  elan 
Fetrirrh  was  carried  when  seven  monlhi  tdd,  and  rcmalaed  until  his  seranlh  yaw, 
have  designaldd  by  a  lung  inscription  the  spat  where  their  gnat  fellow  dlim  ««a 
Iwni.  A  tablet  has  been  raised  lo  him  at  r»nua,  In  Ihe  ehapel  of  St.  Agatha,  at  Iht 
calhodr*'.,  faecausii  he  was  archdeacon  of  that  aocirty.  and  wa*  only  aiiali^hnl  fiug  his 
iutvudn  scpultnn  in  their  eharch  by  a  fwtl'jH  iltAtli.     Another  tulicl,  mlh  s  bo^ 
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liai  beca  eneted  to  him  at  Faiia,  onicconiil  of  his  Laring  passed  tlie  mituma  bl  lUHS 
ID  ik*t  ritjr,  with  hu  Mjo-ia-l&v  BroBunj.  The  pnliciial  condilioD  which  li>u  for  itgea 
pnctuded  the  Itidiiuu  from  the  criticiBm  uf  the  livinj^  has  cuoiwaUBtfid  their  altcnlion 
In  the  iltiutntiun  of  tbe  dead. 

•'  ["I  hlTB  built  among  the  Euganean  hillR.  a  maall  honae,  dBoentand  proprr,  in 
tihuii  I  liape  to  (nn  tl»  rest  of  my  daja,  thinking  alvaji  of  mjr  dead  or  alueut 
frieadi.  "^PKraiacn.  ] 

3  Tlie  itnigBle  a  to  the  full  u  likelj  to  be  with  d 
SaUn  ehoae  Uh  wtldemeaa  (or  the  l«o[ilaliciD  of  our 
L«ke  [ircfeiTHi  the  preaenw  at  a  child  to  complete  aolitude. 

'er  tbe  caMie,  cell,  kc, 

^  rerbai*  the  couplet  In  which  Boilean  (leprcclatei  Tasoo  loa;  aerre  as  well  as  anj 
Mhrr  (peeimen  In  justify  the  opiuion  given  of  tbe  huTOony  of  Freacb  verse  : — 
"A  Malherbt^  i  Rac«n.  prefiire  Tbfophile, 
Kt  le  cliniinant  da  Tome  1  luut  Tor  de  Virgile."— Sat.  ii. 

Tl»  Wognipher  Seraasi,'  out  of  tendem«a»  to  the  reputation  either  of  the  Italian  or 
liie  Frenrh  poet,  ia  eager  to  observe  that  the  satirirt  reeaDleil  or  ejplaioed  away  tliia 
opnaar«,  and  aubseqnenllj  allowed  the  anthor  of  the  Jemulem  to  be  "a  geniuf, 
■nlrlime,  nat.  and  happily  boru  fur  tbe  fai)(herfligbM  uf  poetry."  To  this  ve  will  add, 
tlut  llie  reoLDtaLion  la  &t  friini  tutisEaetury,  when  we  eaainioe  tbe  whole  aneoiDte  is 

ported  by  OliveLt  Tbe  sentence  iiruDuonced  against  him  by  Bohuural  is  recorded 
~  ''  iHifiLiian  of  the  critic,  irhiiae  fiaUnodia  the  ItsJiui  makes  no  effort  bi  lUs- 
mter,  aui  would  nut,  periiaps,  accept.  Ai  to  the  oppueition  which  the  Jernsalein 
ifBAunnteRil  from  the  Cruwaa  aeademy,  who  degiaded  Tauo  from  all  competitibn  with 
AriiMJi,  IwIdw  Dujaidu  and  Pulci.  tbe  ilugrace  of  aoeh  opposition  most  also  in  smne 
ntanore  be  laid  l«  the  charge  of  Alfonao.  asd  tbe  court  of  Ferrara.  For  Leonard 
(litlvia^  the  principal  ami  nearly  the  solo  origin  ot  tfaia  atlack,  was,  there  can  be  uo 
d.>ul4,f  inflnenwd  by  a  hope  to  acquire  tbe  favour  of  the  llmiK  uf  E>l«  :  an  object 
■liirh  be  thooght  attainable  by  exalting  tbe  repulntiou  of  a  iialjve  poet  at  the  eiiicnse 
"farinl,  then  a  pi-uoMi- «/ tfdfr.  The  hopes  and  elf»rts  of  Salviali  must  nrvo  lu 
■hn*  the  ciintemporary  opinion  aa  to  the  nature  of  the  (uet's  iinpriaonnient ;  and  will 
Ktl  up  tbe  ineainre  of  oar  indignation  at  the  tyrant  jailer.  |{  In  tact,  the  oulagnniat  nf 
Tb»u  «a«  not  diiappuinled  in  the  rea:ption  given  U  his  criiicism ;  he  waa  vailed  to 
thi  Boort  of  Pertam,  where,  hii'iiig  endiuvoured  to  heighten  his  claims  to  Hivonr,  by 
fiitrgjiva  on  tbe  Cunily  of  bis  suvereigD.l  he  was  in  turn  abandoned,  and  expired  in 
■ii|{leoted  poverty.  The  opposition  of  the  Cruscans  was  brought  to  a  olose  in  At  yean 
oflir  the  commencement  of  the  controveray  ;  and  if  the  Academy  owed  its  fint  reoowu 
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),  par  r  AbW  d'fllivet, 
LTois  monlre  <]ne  le  ban 
,      .  idaan  said  he  hod  not 

rkiinged  his  opinion.      ^^  J'en  ai  ai  pen  chang^,  dit-il,"  Ac.  p.  1^1. 

:  La  Uanitre  de  Iden  Fenaer.  Philaothesis  fur  TasBo,  and  snys  in  the  outset,  "De 
t>.iu  les  beau  eaprits  que  I'ltAlie  a  port6s,  le  Tasse  est  peot^Atre  celni  qui  pense  le 
ploa  cblement."  Dot  Boboars  seems  to  apeak  in  Embuns,  who  oioses  with  the 
alMurd  comparison  :  "Pailea  taloir  le  Tone  tant  qa'il  vous  piaim,  je  ui'en  tieus  poor 
Boi  A  Virgile,"  Ac. 

t  La  Vita,  Ac.  lib.  In,  p.  90.  torn.  ii.  Tbe  Enitiah  reader  may  eec  an  acoinut  ol 
the  oppusition  of  the  Cnuca  to  Tasw,  In  Dr.  Black,  Life,  Ac.  chap.  xvii.  vol.  iL 

I  PiiT  fottber,  and  It  ii  bitted,  deciaivc  proof,  that  Tauu  waa  neilhur  more  nor  leas 
than  •  prlumtr  of  Halt,  the  reader  i>  [eferred  to  UliturioHl  lllnalratiuat  of  the  IVlb 
Canto  ofCliilde  Hamtl,  p.  5,  and  following. 

^  Omiuui  rnnebri  .  .  .  delle  loili  di  Don  Luivi  roidiiuJ  d'Este  .  .  .  <[etl!  Iwli  di 
~     »  Alf.«uio  d'Estc.    See  U  Vit,-i,  lili.  iU..  p.  117. 
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to  K.ivin*;  .-iliuotd  o|)ent;<l  with  such  a  imnwlox,*  it  is  probable  that,  on  (he  :tber  hawt, 
the  care  of  hie  repuUtliuii  alleriattd  rather  than  aggravated  the  ImpriHonDieiii  uf  the 
injured  jjoet.  The  defence  of  hij  father  and  uf  himself^  fi>r  both  vere  iiivulTed  in  thr 
i-ensui-e  uf  S:dviati,  found  enij»Ii>ynient  fur  many  of  hin  Military  houn,  and  the  captire 
tniidd  Imve  bee!i  but  little  enibai'niH.'^ed  tii  reply  tu  accuaatiunii,  where,  amtiD|pit  ijUirr 
deiin<iuencieD,  he  was  charged  with  invidiuuAly  o.nnittin^,  in  his  cumpariann  heiwcri 
France  and  Italy,  to  make  any  meiiti«»n  uf  the  uuiiula  of  St.  Maria  del  Fkm  al 
Florence.  +  The  late  biographer  itf  Ariusto  i»eem»aM  if  willing  tu  renew  the  euutn»* 
vei-sy  by  doubting  the  ihterpretatiuii  of  Taiwo*H  self  estimation  t  related  in  Senuw* ■ 
life  of  the  poet.  But  Tiraboschi  had  before  laid  that  ri\'a1ry  at  refii,|  bj  f>bowiii^ 
iliat  between  Ariosto  and  Tasso  it  is  not  a  question  of  comparimn,  but  iif  piefeniiniL 

'^  [*'I  do  not  know  whether  Sci»tt  will  like  it,  but  I  have  called  him  the  *Ariiifitiiif 
the  North '  in  my  text.  If  he  should  n«)t,  say  so  in  time.'' — /mtU  B.  to  Mr,  Muritig, 
AuguHt,  1S17.  Nu  tit  of  caprice  ever  prevented  IriH  doin;:  homaize  tu  the  only  geiini 
who  cuit^d  pretend  to  divide  with  him  the  favour  of  the  public.  **Soiitt,**  he  rviiiaiktf 
in  his  Diary  for  1821,  **i»  certainly  the  mo>t  wiMiderful  writer  of  the  day.  Hi* 
novels  are  a  new  literature  in  tliemnelves,  and  his  }Ktetry  as  good  as  any — if  ni4  better 
(«>nly  on  an  erroneuus  system ), — ^and  only  ceaseil  to  be  mu  popular,  beoiujie  the  tu^jv 
Were  tire<l  of  hearing  *  Aristides  cidled  the  Just'  and  SiMtt  the  best,  and  «iatFaeL«J 
him.     1  know  no  reatJiug  to  which  I  full  with  such  aiairrity  as  a  work  of  his.**J 

'^  Before  the  remains  of  Ariostn  were  removed  from  the  Benedictine  church  ti»  the 
libniry  of  Ferram,  hi;;  bust,  which  surmounted  the  tomb,  was  struck  by  Uj:htniji^ 
ind  a  crown  of  iron  laurels  melted  away.  The  event  h:ui  been  reconled  by  a  writer  uf 
the  la^i  century,  tl  Tlie  tran^fer  of  these  sacred  ushes.  on  the  (ith  of  June,  I  Sol.  wm 
one  of  the  mo8t  brilliant  t>]iectaole.3  of  the  short-lived  lt:ilLin  Republic;  andtotMi- 
Ktcnite  the  memory  of  the  ceremony,  the  once  famous  &llen  /uittpitfi  were  rt^iveJ 
und  reformed  into  the  Arinstean  academy.  The  large  public  place  thri.iug!i  which  tJie 
iriK'cKsion  iKiradcl  was  then  for  the  first  time  allied  ArioKto  Sjiuire.  The  aiithfu*  uf 
iIm*  Orlando  is  jwdously  claimrr<l  as  theHiMnt-r.  m»t  of  Italy  but  Ferrara.*!  The  m<ttlKr 
■  '\'  Ariosto  wa.s  of  Ke;;u'io,  and  the  hon^e  in  wliioh  he  waa  liorn  israrefully  (lislinguikhid 
by  a  t;iiilct  with  these  words  :  **Vui  naci|nt;  Ludoviii)  Ari(»st<i  il  gionii»-^.  tli  Seitimhrtf 
diir  anno  1474.**  But  the  FtTiarfse  make  liifht  of  the  aci'ident  by  whii'h  their  |N4.-t 
was  lM*rn  abroiul,  and  claim  him  excluNJvely  for  their  own.  They  }>i>8seM  his  Uoiift, 
tht'V  show  liiri  anu-ohair,  and  his  inkstand,  auil  hi.s  autogra]di.<». 

" Hie  illius  arma, 

I  lie  currns  fuit "' 

The  httuse  whcrt"  he  lived,  the  n»om  where  hi'di«-d,  are  (h'signatetl  by  his  own  repUcel 
mrniorial,**  and  by  a  rciM  nt  inscription.  The  Fernirts*-  are  more  ji>aluus  i»f  tbrir 
i-laims  hince  thi:  animosity  of  l><-nina,  arisin;<;  fri>m  a  cause  which  their  n|iolvyist» 
mvsteriouslv  hint  is  not  unknown  to  tbcm,  ventiircil  t  >  deL'rado  their  soil  and  climate 
U'  a  Ho'otian  ini'a|>acity  for  all  >))iritu;il  pHHlucliiuiK.  A  (|mirt>>  volumt;  has  l>ii>n  (^UmI 
forih  by  the  liilraetion,  and  this  ^llpplenlent   to  Fanitti's  Menioirs  of  the  illuktrioDs 

*  It  was  fiiunthd  in  \'>>'2,  and  the  C!rus<*an  answer  to  relle;:rino's  Caruffa,  or  A'^mii 
pittjiia^  wa-*  iniblislM-il  in  l."t*»l. 

f-  "  (*i)iitanto  I'ote  s<ni|Mf  in  lui  il  v*-K>iiii  dilja  sua  ]*e.««}<ima  volonta  c^mtn*  alb 
ni\/.\"U  Fiormtiiia.  "      La  Vit.-i.  ill),  iii.,  |ip.  '.'*!,  '.*'',  torn.  ii. 

T  La  Vit.-i  di  M.  L.  Aiiust",  >4Titta  <lair  .Xi'.it*  (iir<>l:imi»  Barutfaldi  (iiuniore,  Ac. 
IVrrara,   1  >'»7.  l:l».  iii..  p.  -'•-.      '"n^  lli^t<iii<ai  IIiustratii"n«,  A:c.  p.  'ICk 

<  Storia  d«  lla  L«tts..  \c.,  lib.  iii.,  t*uij.  \ii..  |  .ir.  iii.,  p.  1-*J«»,  •e«'t.  4. 

:•  op.  di  lii:iii«oi)i,  vnl.  iii..  p.  17'>,  •ij.  Miiano,  1^<>'J:  licttt-ra  al  Si;;iior  (ruidu 
S.ivini  .Xn-itl^iif-ritici',  .sniT  ind<>l<-  ili  nn  t'uliiiiii*-  i-adiit<>  in  hrcstU  I'anno  17«'iS'. 

*!  *' Appa.'»>inn;ita  aniniiriti»re  cd  in\  tM<i  a|K*!<>;:ist;i  drll"  ihurru  FrriHitjit.**  Th« 
title  was  lirst '^ivt-n  ly  Ta.'>«»,  and  i-*  <pii»tiii  t  ■  tbi  •-•<nMisi'>n  o'i  the  I'awsti,  lih.  iii., 
pp.  jI»'.-,  iMJ.'i.      Li  Vita  di  M.  L.  .\ii...vi<..  .v.-. 

**-    **rar\a  m  d  :ipt.:i  niihi.  Md  iiiilii  i<biii>xia,  i^cd  uon 
^rdida,  |i:irta  ju«  >  >vil  tanivn  ;>  r<.  iii>mu£." 
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'ntiMK  Lu  bren  uniMili]»r«<l  a  lriiiiu|.lmiit  n\>\}  Ui  tbe  "UiuuItd  Slori.x.  glallsl 


^  Tim  eimIci,  tlie  nem  ailt  the  laurel,  &nJ  the  nhile  tiofl.  irere  aniDngHt  tlie  iiuhC 
>|>)w\ivi>]  |in>ervKUv»  njaingt  li^luiiig  :  Japiler  chuse  the  Grat,  Auguatus  U)r<ur  ih" 
■"■■■I,  aiul  Tilwriiu  ucvsr  Culril  to  wear  a  wieaXh  <it  the  thinl  when  tlie  ali.v 
tl'r«iiii  mil  II  tbtuHlnr-iitgrtu.  *  Those  superatitlaoB  maj  be  received  vithuul  u  iiiwr 
>"  n  «iaiiti7  vlitm  the  uajpoal  iii^perl'iea  of  the  haul  twig  lidve  nut  lout  oil  their 
<n«til;  *nl  jwriiiipi  the  nailer  ma;  not  be  luDch  aariirineil  ttial  a  Ciiumeiitalur  on 
IbMiiAhu  liaa  token  upon  himiielf  grurel;  I"  diaprore  the  imputed  rirtuea  uf  the  ui 


g  that 


he  « 


^*  The  CurtUn  lake  and  the  Rnminal  Gg-tree  in  the  Forum,  having  been  tonuhnl 
1^  liglitnitig.  were  held  naL-red,  and  the  memDr;  or  the  accident  was  iit-esencil  by  h 
puABil,  ur  altar  reHeuibting  the  mouth  <>r  a  weli.  nilh  a  little  chapvl  cuveriDg  the 
c^witj  feHppDAvii  to  he  uiaJe  hy  the  thunder-bolt,  fiodica  Mathed  and  penioaa  atmck 
^■^mI  vrre  tbonght  to  be  incormptible ;  t  and  a  (troke  nut  btAl  inferred  periietaiil 
Ji^rnit  J  upon  ^e  man  lo  distingoiahed  b;  heaieo.  S 

ThQM  killeil  bj  lightning  were  wiap)ied  to  a  white  ftairaent,  and  buried  where  thej 
feU.  The  lopemition  was  not  ennfined  to  the  wonhip|K»  of  Jupiter  :  the  LoniUarda 
tjalicTHl  in  the  onieoi  fumiihnl  bj  lightDiDg ;  anil  a  CbriMJan  ptieat  oonresieB  that, 
1*9  a  diabolical  akill  in  interpreting  Ibuiider,  a  Mer  foretold  to  Agilulf;  dnke  ol  Turin, 
*a>  omt  which  cauie  to  put.  and  g*Te  him  n  queen  and  a  erown.  {|  There  was, 
^■■'Vem',  KHuething  equiviKxl  in  thia  aigii,  which  the  luieienC  inhabilitntB  of  Konie  did 
^w^  tlwap  consider  pro|fltiuDB ;  and  an  the  fFsra  itre  Ukel;  to  hut  longer  thui  the 
**^«iwlitioiia  of  iDperatitiun.  il  li  Dot  Kntnge  thnC  the  Koioaui  uf  the  age  of  Leo  S. 
•*•  uiiU  ham  been  ■>  much  Unified  itt  nm^e  miiiuleqireled  etorm*  ut  to  require  the 
Kftgnatloua  of  a  aebaUr,  wba  arrayed  hII  the  Itarning  un  thunder  and  Ughtnit 


**^^*ilil<xte  of  one  of  rU  ci 


''  Italia,  Italia,  U  to  eni  Teo  la  aurU  I " 

■  The  eelebrated  letter  of  Scryina  Sulpiciua  to  Cicero,  on  tlie  death  of  tii«  ilouglil*r, 

hich  I  often  traced  in  Greeoe,  Uilh  by 

.    _  "On  inj  return  from  Aiiin,  m  I  wafc 

I  JH^ina  townrda  Uegam,    I  begun   to  etinl^mpliLte  the   proHpect  of  the 

DBud  me :  £gina  wna  behind,  Uisgaii  before  me ;  Pineaa  on  thi>  right, 

in  the  left  ;  all  which  tuwnis  once  bmont  and  flonriahing,  now  lie  overturned 

^^~iid  Inial  in  their  ndns.  Upon  thi»  aight,  I  could  not  but  think  preaentlf  within 
^^]j»dt  Alu  '■  hoff  do  we  poor  mortala  fret  and  vex  inmeivt«  if  toy  of  our  frieuibi 
*^iptm  to  die  or  ha  killed,  whow  life  u  jat  *d  ahuit,  when  the  earcaiwn  of  hi  many 
"^^oUe  cities  lis  here  eiiHwed  before  n,>  in  one  view." — See  Hiddleton's  Cicero, 
-^Til  iL,  p.  371. 

*  It  ia  Poggio,  who,  looking  from  the  Csintoliiie  bill  upon  mined  Rome,  breaka 
Vottli  into  the  eiclamation,  "  Ut  uuna  oiuni  decore  nndala,  prostiala  jaoet,  iuatui 
Vp^ntei  cadaveria  ourrupti  atque  uuJique  eXesi." 

*  Ptin.  Kat.  HLat.,  lib.  U.,  rap.  55.  Co1umelh^  lib.  x.  Sueton.  in  VJt.  AupuL, 
«r  ^'>  et  ID  Vit  Tiherii,  cap.  Uic. 

t  HtM  4  PL  (OB,  edit.  Lugd.  Itat.  !6i;7. 

:  Vid.  J,  C.  BuUengcr,  de  Temu  Motti  et  Pnlrainih,,  lib.  v..  cap,  il 

i  OM<i>  npEunneili  irifiii  4ifti,  b9it  xal  is  Stiit  ri/iiTiu.  Plut.  t^ymiKW,  vid.  J,  G. 
BalleDg,,  at  anp. 

II  Panli  [liacDni  de  Geslis  Langobnnl.,  lik  iii.,  cap.  lir. 

5  L  P.  Taleriani  de  fulminnm  aii,-nili<'j>tionibua  declauulti'^  ap.  Gncr.  Autiq.  Rom., 
tOB.  T.|  IW  SS3.     The  dcvlamatiun  is  uililreiwd  Ui  Juluku  uf  M«dicia. 
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"  ["Whereof  all  Earope  rings  from  side  to  side.** 

(HiLTOH.    Sonnei  xziL)] 

^  The  view  of  the  Yenas  of  Medicis  instantly  soggests  the  lines  in  the  "SenoM  i** 
and  the  comparieun  of  the  object  with  the  description  proTes,  not  only  the  oonvetBtf  s 
of  the  portrait,  but  tlie  peculiar  turn  of  thought,  and,  if  the  term  may  be  used,  Ac 
iMtxiuil  iiungifiation  of  the  descriptive  poet.  The  same  condosioa  maybededveed  tnm 
another  iiint  in  the  same  episode  of  Musidora  ;  for  Thomson  s  notion  <vf  the  prnrileiM 
ut'  favoured  love  must  have  been  either  very  primitive,  or  rather  deficient  in  ddiea^, 
when  he  luade  his  grateful  nymph  inform  her  discreet  Damon  thai  in  aone  hnHJar 
moment  he  might  periiaps  be  the  companion  of  her  bath  : — 

"  The  time  may  come  you  need  not  fly.** 

The  reader  will  recollect  the  anecdote  told  in  the  Life  of  Dr.  Johnaoa.  We  win  man 
leave  the  Florentine  gallery  without  a  word  on  the  Whftter.  It  seems  stninite  that 
tlic  character  of  tbat  disputed  statue  should  not  be  entirely  decided,  at  least  in  the 
mind  of  any  one  who  has  seen  a  sarcophagus  in  the  vestibule  of  the  Basilica  of 
St.  Paul  without  the  walls,  at  Rome,  where  the  whole  group  of  the  fable  of  Mnnyas  » 
seen  in  tolerable  prcsen-ation ;  and  the  Scythian  dave  whetting  the  knife,  is 
represented  exactly  in  the  same  portion  as  this  celebrated  masterpiece.  The  slave  is 
not  naked  ;  but  it  is  easier  to  get  rid  of  this  difficulty  than  to  suppose  the  knife  in  the 
hand  of  the  Florentine  statue  an  instmmeut  for  shaving,  which  it  must  be,  if,  as  Lnnsi 
sup]xwies,  the  man  is  no  other  than  tlie  barber  of  Julius  Cssar.  Winkdmaan, 
illustrating  a  bas-relief  of  the  same  subject,  fullows  the  opinion  of  Leonard  Agnetiai, 
and  his  authority  might  have  been  thuught  conclusive,  even  if  the  ret«mUanoe  did  nt< 
Ktrike  the  most  careless  observer.*  Amongst  the  bronies  of  the  same  prinrdy 
collet^on,  is  still  to  be  seen  the  inscribed  tablet  copied  and  commented  npoa  ly 
Mr.  Gibbon. +  Our  historian  found  some  difficulties,  but  did  not  desist  fiwn  his 
illustration.  He  might  be  vexed  U*  hear  th:it  bis  criticism  has  been  thrown  away  on 
an  inscription  now  generally  recognised  to  be  a  forger}'. 

**  [In  1S17,  Lord  Bynm  visited  Florence,  on  his  vay  to  Rome.  "I  remained,"  he 
says,  **but  a  day:  however,  I  went  t4>  the  two  galleries,  from  which  one  retains 
drunk  with  beauty.  The  Venus  i.s  more  for  admiration  than  love ;  bnt  there  at« 
sculpture  and  {tainting,  which,  for  the  first  time,  at  all  gave  me  an  idea  of  what  people 
mean  by  their  cant  about  tiiose  two  most  artificial  of  the  Arts.**] 

"At^iue  oculos  lUiscat  uteniuc  suos.** — Ovii>.     Amor.  lib.  ii. 

.V.  [((fhc  chnn*h  of  Santa  Croce  contains  much  illustrious  nothing.  The  tomba  of 
Mm-hiavelli,  Michael  Angelo,  Galileo,  and  Altieri,  make  it  the  Westminster  Abbey  of 
Ituly.  I  did  not  :idmire  any  of  these  tomlw  — Iteyond  their  contentSL  Tliat  of  Alfieri 
i«  bmvy  :  and  all  of  them  seem  to  me  overloade*!.  What  is  necessary  but  a  bast  ami 
Q'tme  (  and  {terkips  a  date  if  the  hist  for  the  unchronological,  of  whom  I  nm  one.**— 
Jfi/ron  Litters,  1»17. 

Til  is  name  will  recall  the  memory,  not  <>n1y  of  those  whose  tom1«  have  raised  the 
Santa  (.Voce  into  the  centre  ot"  ]>il;:rinin^t — the  Mw*ca  of  Italy — but  of  lier  wb<«e 
el(M|uence  was  ]K)un'4i  over  the  illuhtriitus  ashes,  and  whose  voice  is  now  as  mote  as 
tliiisc  kIic  Hun^.  ('oKiNNA  18  HO  nmrc ;  and  with  her  should  expire  the  fear,  tlie 
fluttt'ry,  and  the  envy,  which  threw  too  daz/ling  «)r  too  dark  a  cloud  roumi  the  maivh 
of  ^i.-nius,  and  forliad  the  Hteady  pize  of  ili.Ninteri*st(^l  criticittm.  We  have  hvx  picture 
eiiilK-IIi.sh(^<i  <ir  dist<»rte<l,  uh  friendship  or  detraction  Imx  held  the  |<encil  :  the  impartial 
|:ortr.iit  was  hardly  to  be  ex|!tHU'<l  from  a  cont<"ni|K»niry.  The  imnutliate  v»tice  of  hrf 
Mirvivufs  will,  it  is  prxilKiMe,  l>e  far  from  alV'tnlin;;  a  jut^t  estimate  of  her  singular 
capacity.  The  gallantry,  the  love  of  wi>niler,  and  the  ho{)e  of  assooi.ited  fame,  whicb 
bluntt«l  the  cii^e  of  ccnMiie,  UiUnI  reiuHo  to  exirit. — The  dead  have  no  sex  ;  they  esi 

*  StT'  Moniui.  .\nt.  jiicd.,  \^ir.  i.,  rap.  xvii.,  n.  xlii.,  p.  50;  and  St4*rin  iklW 
Ai-ti.  Kc  lih.  xi.,  <'ap.  i.,  l<>ni.  ii.,  p.  ol4,  hut.  i>. 

♦  Nomina  ^t'ltiMiiie  Anii^Uiv  Italiie,  p.  -••*,  tilit.  oct. 
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tariaiar  hjr  no  ih!t  minclu  ;  lUej  can  ooiir«r  do  priiitege  :  Coriiiiui  has  nsaeil  lu  bv  ■ 
woiDUi-— (hr  ig  ont;  mx  auitaor ;  anil  it  may  be  loKKtn  (hat  nuuij  will  Te|B> 
tbsmKlrM  Ivr  Tonnf  r  cumtjlaiBumi  by  a  aeTeritj  tu  which  the  eilnivHguica  of  previinu 
{Maim  a>7  |«Thiips  pn  the  colour  of  trath.  The  latmt  posterity— for  M  the  litcoi 
yimtrrilj  ihtj  Till  auurecUy  deaciaiil— will  bare  to  prunounoe  opon  iier  luiuaa 
lawlaniotw ;  md  the  longer  the  n«ta  through  which  they  are  eeen,  the  mun: 
■aWTitriy  niuule  will  be  the  object,  the  more  certain  the  justice,  of  the  decitiuu. 
SIm  will  enter  into  that  eiiitenoe  in  wliich  the  great  writers  of  all  ugee  and  nation 
ua,  u  il  were,  a»uciated  in  a  world  of  their  own,  and,  froni  that  superior  sphiaT, 
rivd  thdr  eternal  indqenne  for  the  cunUul  and  ooneolation  of  mankind.  But  the 
iadrndual  will  gradually  disappear  as  the  author  is  more  diatinetly  seen  ;  some  one, 
llicnSm,  of  ail  thoae  whom  tbe  charms  of  inroluutary  wit,  acd  of  easy  hua|iita1ity, 
•MnduJ  within  the  (rieodly  circles  of  Coppett.  should  rescao  from  ohlinaa  tbiiac 
*in«in  whieh,  although  tfaey  are  laid  Ut  iim  the  shadi^  are,  in  fact,  more  frequently 
Ailioi  ihsa  eieileJ  by  the  domestic  cares  of  priiste  life.  Some  one  shi.uld  be  found 
to  fnnnj  tKe  unallecied  graces  with  which  she  adorned  ihose  dearer  relationships,  tlia 
lartmanee  of  wh<«e  dulits  is  rather  discovered  amongst  the  inleiior  secrats,  tluiti 
■*■>  to  Ibe  oatwan]  management,  of  family  intercoorse  ;  and  which,  indei  d,  it  require* 
Jta  dtlincj  of  genuine  sffvction  to  qualify  fur  the  eye  of  an  iniliflerent  spedJitor. 
•••<  ODe  Aould  be  fonnj,  not  la  celebiate,  but  lo  describe,  the  amiable  mijtrees  uf 
■■  ffn  mausiun,  the  centre  of  a  society,  ever  Tsried,  and  always  pleased,  the  creator 
■f  "lUfHi,  dircBtetl  uf  the  ambiti.in  and  the  arts  of  public  rivalry,  shone  forth  only  tr 
IP**  tn*h  niiituotiiin  to  those  around  her.  The  mother  tenderly  aSectlouale  and 
•"■Jetly  brluini,  the  friend  unboundedly  generous,  but  still  esteemed,  the  charilablo 
MslnxKB  of  >ll  distress,  cauuut  be  forgotten  by  those  whom  she  cherished,  and 
'|2'*«eted,  niiJ  fnl.  Her  lea  will  be  mounted  the  most  where  she  was  knovn  the 
III**  :  aad.  !>'  the  surruwi  of  very  maoy  frionds,  and  more  Jepeudanta,  may  be  uflcrol 
^  ■linnlcRettil  nfnt  of  a  stnnger.  who,  auidnt  tbe  sublimer  scenes  of  the  Leman 
I  **•  rp^ied  bis  chid' Mitisfactiuu  from  cuutcuipUting  the  engaging  quulitin  uf  tbe 
'■■"•wi  parable  Coriuna. 

,  AlJiai  i>  tlie  gr«Bt  name  of  this  age.  The  Italians,  without  waiting  for  the 
°'*nil(nl  yean,  nmaider  him  M  "a  poet  good  in  Ltw." — His  memory  is  the  man  denr 
Uien  bcouse  be  is  the  l*rd  of  freedoiu  ;  and  becaoeo,  as  lueh,  iui  tragedies  can 
|^|^l*e  no  uoBntenauee  ftom  any  of  their  savereigni.  They  are  but  very  seldDm,  and 
^t  verjr  few  of  them,  allowed  to  be  acted.  It  was  observed  by  Cicero,  that  nawliere 
^*Te  g^  Unw  opinions  and  feeling  ol  the  Boniaiis  so  clearly  shuwn  as  at  the  ^catrc* 
]^  Uwautnniii  of  ISIS,  a  celebrated  improvitat^ire  eibibited  his  talents  itlllie  Up«n>- 
"^"■ivaf  Uitau.  The  reading  of  the  theses  hauJeU  in  fur  thesabjaetsnf  hi)  p«try  wns 
T^^Ted  by  a  Tcry  nnmcrons  nudicnoe,  for  the  ruost  put  in  silence,  or  with  Inuijhter  ; 
~°t  when  the  aniitant,  unfolding  one  of  the  paj-ers,  eiclajnivd.  The  apniltniia  >•} 
•'iaar  AlJIrri,  the  whole  theatre  bunt  into  a  shout,  and  the  applause  was  e>nitinilc4 
■'«  tntat  uoDHOts.  Tbe  lot  djd  not  fall  on  Allieri :  and  the  Signor  8gjirei  had  to 
tunfiirth  his  extCDponuy  common-places  on  the  bomlianluenl  of  Algiers.  The  ubolee, 
Mnl.  is  not  leA  to  aocideni  qoile  so  murh  aa  might  be  thought  from  a  SnX  view  nl 
thi  eerentoDy ;  aod  the  |>olice  not  only  taken  care  lo  look  at.  the  jAiwrs  liefoiehaud, 
tel,  in  cmseof  aoy  pnidentiaJ  after- thonght,  steps  in  bi  cxirrect  the  Tdin<lib;9B  of  chaitce, 
Ikr  [wupneal  tor  dei^ing  Alfieri  was  received  sith  inimediale  enlbasiasni,  thn  ratlivl 
Irwse  it  waa  oonjeotared  there  Wuuld  be  no  opportnnity  of  canyiug  il  into  vScet. 


*  Tbe  frae  exjatwaoa  of  their  honest  sentiments  survived  their  lil-erlio,  Titius, 
Iks  ftiMd  0*  AMooy,  prcaented  ihtm  with  games  in  tlis  Uieatre  of  Ponipey.  They 
did  tat  (vBer  ilia  biilluuwy  of  the  spectacle  to  e&ee  from  their  uiemory  ilmt  the  mau 
wb»  flmualied  Ihem  witli  the  tntiTUiument  had  murdered  the  Sdii  uf  P»iu|icy  :  tliey 
dnrcUia  from  tke  theatre  with  curses.  The  moral  sense  of  a  |i>ipuUi",  i>|  iLHitaneotuly 
I  Ijsiil it.  IB  peror  wrong.  Even  the  do1di<:is  uTthe  triumvirs  joineil  in  tlic  etwratioa 
af  U*  eilitens,  by  shonting  ronud  the  chariots  rf  Leiiidus  and  I'lancus,  wliu  had  pru- 
wibol  llKir  Isothers,  He  (jcrmunM  nun  ilr  Colli,  rfuu  inamiAaH  amiHln;  a 
mfriaf  voHh  a  iwx-rd,  were  it  nothing  but  a  good  gian.  [U.  Veil.  Fatiiruut!  Hist,.  * 
lib.  iL,  cap.  I  nil,,  p.  7S,  edit  Elzevir.  1^30.      Tbid.  lib.  ii.,  cap   Uivli.] 
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^  The  affectation  of  nmplicity  in  sepulchral  inacriptionfl,  which  lo  often  I 
uuoertain  whether  the  structure  before  us  is  an  actual  depositoiy,  or  a  oenoti 
simple  memorial  not  of  death  but  life,  has  given  to  the  tomb  of  KachiaTcUi 
mation  as  to  the  place  or  time  of  the  birth  or  death,  the  age  or  pareninci 
historian. 

TANTO  HOXIVT  HYLLTM    PAR  ELOOIVX 
VIOCOLAVS   XACHIAVELU. 

There  seems  at  least  no  reason  why  the  name  should  not  hare  beoi  put  al 
sentence  which  alludes  to  it. 

It  will  readily  be  imagined  that  the  prejudices  which  hare  paand  the 
Machiavelli  into  an  epithet  proverbial  of  iniquity  exist  no  longer  at  Kloren 
memory  was  persecuted,  as  his  life  had  been,  for  an  attachment  to  liberty  inciM 
with  the  new  system  of  despotism,  wliich  succeeded  the  fall  of  the  free  guvem 
Italy.  He  was  put  to  the  torture  fur  bfing  a  **  libertine,"  that  is,  fnr  wi 
rei»t«>rc  the  republic  uf  Florence ;  and  such  are  the  undying  efforts  of  thi«e 
interested  in  the  pei'version,  not  only  of  the  nature  of  actions,  but  the  me 
words,  that  what  was  once  patriutuni,  has  by  degrees  come  to  signify  dtrbam 
liavf  ourselves  outlived  the  old  meaning  of  *Miberality,"  which  is  now  anoU 
for  treason  in  one  country  and  fur  infatuation  in  oil.  It  seems  to  have  lieen  s 
inistike  to  accuse  the  author  of  **  The  Prince,**  as  being  a  (Minder  to  tyranny 
tbink  that  the  Inquisition  would  condemn  his  work  for  such  a  delinquent^, 
is,  tbat  Machiavelli,  as  is  usual  with  those  against  whom  no  crime  can  be  |»rui 
suspected  of  and  choi'ged  with  atheism  ;  and  the  firbt  and  lost  movt  violent  up| 
**Tlie  Prince'*  were  Wh  Jesuits,  one  of  whom  persuoiled  the  Inquisitiun  * 
f(«»e  tardo,"  t(t  prohibit  the  treatise,  and  the  other  qualified  the  secretari 
Florentine  republic  as  no  better  than  a  fool.  The  father  PoSMevin  was  pixivi 
to  havv  read  the  Itook,  and  the  father  Luochesini  nut  tj  Iiave  understood  it 
clior,  however,  that  such  critics  must  have  objected  not  to  the  ulavt* ry  of  the  di 
but  tu  the  sujiposed  tendency  of  a  let^nun  which  shock's  how  distinct  are  tlie  iht 
a  niun.'iR'h  from  tiic  happiness  of  mankind.  The  Jesuits  are  re-established  i 
and  the  last  chapter  of  *'  The  Priure  **  may  again  call  forth  a  particular  rt 
fntm  those  who  are  employed  once  more  in  moulding  the  minds  of  the  rising 
tion,  Ko  as  to  receive  the  impressions  (»f  despotism.  The  chapter  iH-ars  f 
**Ksc>rtjizione  a  HLierare  la  Italia  dai  Barlkori,**  and  concludes  with  a  liOcrfiHt 
ment  to  the  future  reilemptii>n  of  Itiily .  **  Nou  si  deve  mlunque  l.HSciar  imnar 
ocoasionc,  aoci<.>i-che  la  lUiVui  vt-gu'a  doi»o  tanUi  temiK)  ap|>arire  un  sue  redent«> 
poRso  essprinu-re  con  qual  ainore  ei  fus«e  rioevut^)  in  tutte  <juelle  i)rovincie,  ch 
jiatito  }H-r  qiicHte  illuvloni  esterne,  con  cpial  sv-te  di  vendettn,  C4»u  che  <«tins 
eon  che  liM'rinie.  Quali  porte  an  li  »ern-n'lx'no  f  Quali  pupo**  li  neghenel 
(ibkilienui  ?      Quale  Italiauo  il   urghereblie  Tobbequio  1   ad    u^jHUNo    I'I'ZXA 

BAKHAOO    lH>MINIO."* 

^  Dante  was  Iwini  in  Flon-nre.  in  the  year  VHW.  He  fought  iu  two  hatt 
fi»nrtfen  times  aml«ass;ulor,  and  ouf-e  prior  of  the  repul»lii\  When  the  party  uf 
of  Anjou  triimiphed  over  the  iiiuufhi,  he  uas  aliHcnt  on  an  emboiMy  1 
lionifaire  VIII.,  an«l  ua.s  I'ondeiuuL'il  t-<.>  two  years'  lianishment,  and  to  a 
,s(Mi()  lire  ;  on  tin-  non-])ayin«-nt  of  uhii-h  he  was  further  punu»hed  by  tlic  seqne 
of  all  his  pro|M.>rty.  '1  he  repuMii',  Iiowcvit,  whs  not  content  with  this  satisfact 
in  ITT'J  was  <iis<-ov».'re<l  in  the  an-hivfs  at  Flori-mv  a  sentence  in  which  lhui1 
elevi-nih  of  a  li-^t  of  liftnii  cndcnnuHl  in  I'M^'l  to  U- burnt  alive  ;  7''i/w  /ffrtTni 
fnnihuratur  fir  t/u^i(l  imiriutnr.  Thf  prcuxt  for  this  judgment  ^»aMap^■h»f« 
lotrtrr,  extitrtions,  and  illicit  puuh.  liuraefv.'ianim  iuitiHarmm  ruitn'inu 
ilUcitoruia  lncroruiUf\:  and  with  t<ui'h  an  'uvuKitii.'n  it  is  uot  htrange  that  Dant 

•  11  Prini'ipc  di  Nircolo  Marhi.ivrlii,  tV<'.,  con  la  ]irefiuione  e  le  note  ist 
pilitiehe  di  M.  .\meU)t  de  la  lIt>U'^.<sV'(.-  t.  1'  eNUue  e  ci-nfutaxione  dell*  0|ie] 
CoMn'»|K>li,  17»»I'. 

t  Moiiaihlla  Ixtt.  It.d.  toni.  v.,  Ii)>.  ill  ,  par.  'J.  p.  14^.  Tiralms^'hi  isim 
*  Iht  dutcji  "'f  the  thi\i.  de<  rw>  a-ain-l  i)ant»  an   .\.i«.  i;;<'i  loU,  Mid  13It>. 
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bio  itmin  prntvcteil  hit  innopedra.  nnil  tlie  injustice  of  hi>  &1Iow-d(]iei».    Hia 

•PJnl  li>  Kloram  wu  iu«otu)jBiu»l  by  onuther  to  the  EmjieroT  Hinirj  ;  and  tlie  duth 

"f  Itut  Sutcrtiign  in  1313  wui  the  signal  fur  a  wntenee  of  lireTucalile  bauinliroent.    He 

W  Man  lingered  nau  Timany  with  hufjcs  of  reuJl  ;  then  tmwlled  into  the  nortli 

<^  lltSj,  wliere  Verons  bad  lo  bouil  of  hia  lougot  residence  ;  and  he  finallj  setlted  at 

faiBBMi,  irokh  WHS  his  ortlinary  hut  nol  eanstant  sbiije  nntil  his  death.     The  refusal 

*f  Ihe  Vnwtiiuis  Ui  gnuit  liim  n  piililic  audienoe,  on  the  part  of  Ouiil,'  Novell  ■  ila 

■^■le*!*,  hi(  prutmior,  is  ssid  tu  have   Iwen  the  prinui,ol  esnae  of  Ibis  eveot,  which 

Mppeosl  iaK2\.     Us  was  bnnul   ("iii  acn  minurum  sde")  it  KsTenns,  in  a 

uitiUnae  Vna\-,  which  was  erectui)  by  Quido,  resloretl  b;  Bernardo  Bembo  in  1483, 

Pf^tnr  for  that  repnblic  whioh  bad  refused  to  licar  him,  again  restored  bj  Cardinal 

^-^ftii,  in  101*2,  ami  replacu)  by  a  mure  ULagiiiliivnt  sepalchre,  0onstrai.'t4Ml  in  ITE^U  at 

*^  BXpelue  .if  the  Cardinal  Luici  Valunti  Uuuzaga.      Hie  oBence   or  oiisfDrlnne  of 

Waie  Kat  an  stUdinii'nl  to  a  deleate.1  part;,  and,  as  his  lost  (avunrable  biognLpliers 

'Huge  i^nrt  hiui,  loo  great  a  frtedoin  of  speech  and  luiu^btiness  of  manner.     But  Ihe 

B«n  Mge  paid  h«ioDn  almost  divine  to  t1<e  exile.     The  Floren^nes,  having  in  vain 

*i>il  freiquentlj  attempted  to  recovei'  hii  bodj,  crowned  his  imxge  in  i  church,*  and  hia 

Pietan  ia  still  one  of  the  idols  of  their  catbedroL     The;  struck  loeclnlB,  the;  raised 

■t«tiKa  to  him.     The  citie*  uf  Italj,  not  being  nbla  lo  dispnte  abont  his  uhb  birtii, 

<«n(en<lcd  for  that  of  his  grent  i<uem,  and  tlie  Florentioea  thoBght  it  for  their  honour 

*«  prrm  that  he  bad  finished  the  wvenlh  Canto  bdbre  tbi>;  drove  biiu  from  Ilia  natiie 

^\f,    Piflj-one  jenn  after  bis  denth,  they  rndoWHl  a  profefifloritl  chair  for  the  eipuDiid- 

>bg  of  bi*  venea,   ami  Boccaccio  wan  a|i|Hiint«i)  to  this  pntriotic  eniplofment.     The 

cXunple  vw  imitated  tiv  Bologna  and  I'iwi,  nnil  thr>  cnmmeDtatnni,  if  the;  iMtfurmed 

liiBt  littla  service  lo  literalnre,  nuginentnl  the  veneratinii  wliicb   bafadd  a,  racred  ur 

■Ocml  kllegi-iT  in  all  the  image*  of  his  uiynic  muse.     Uia  Inrth  ami  Ids  inboc]'  were 

diacDTCiml  to  have  been  ilislingmshnl  above  thoHC  of  ordinary  men  :  the  author  of  the 

XAec&awrim,  his  earliest  biographer,  relntes  that  his  mother  was  warned  in  a  dream  of 

Uio  tmpnrlance  of  her  pregnancy  ;  and  it  wn- found,  by  othera,  tJiatatten  yean  of  age  he 

kaad  nutnifestol  his  precodons  passion  fur  that  wudoio  or  theology,  which,  nnderthemun" 

<*f  BartTiee,  bad  bees  mistaliua  for  a  substantial  raiMresi.    When  the  Divine  Comeii; 

k»l  been  ncogniaed  as  a  mere  mortal  inuduction,  and  at  the  illiliuice  of  two  cenlnriea, 

''^ben  cnticiam  and  competitioD  bod  soheml  the  judgment  of  the  ItalLann,  Itaiite  «u 

BtKriotuly  declared  snperiur  to  Uomer  :  +  and  though  Ihe  preference  appuired  lu  (oniv 

ttuouta  "an  herttiol  blasphemy  worthy  of  tlie  flames,"  the  contest  was  TTguruusly 

VBaintaioed  for  nearly  tilty  yean.    In  later  times  it  was  mode  a  question  which  of  lh« 

"Xjjrd*  of  Y«ina  codd  bowit  of  having  putronised  Itim.t  nnd  the  jealuus  scepticism  of 

«iM  writer  would  not  allow  Bavenna  the  undoubted  posaesslon  of  bis  bonea.      Even  the 

^nliml  TiraboBcbi  vat  ioelineil  Va  believe  that  the  poet  had  foreseen  and  foretold  -lUe 

WiIm  diaaivetiea  of  Oalileo.— like  the  great  originals  of  other  nations,  his  popnlarily 

ka  Dot  always  maintuneJ  the  SHmc  lervl.      The  last  age  seemed  inclined  to  un<ler- 

"valae  him  aa  a  nuidel  and  K  study  :  and  Bettintlli  una  day  rebuked  hts  pupil  Monti, 

fur  poring  over  the  honih  tnci  obsolete  «tn**(!>nceB  of  the  Cuiumedia.     The  present 

(KOcnitioii  having  reeutcred  ^m  the  Gallic  idolatries  of  Cnniotli,  biis  retimied  lo  the 

unc'tent  worship,  and  tlie  Danliggiare  of  llw  northern  Italians  ii  thought  even  iu- 

Hivmet  by  the  more  Tu»lcrate  Tuscans, 

Tlun  is  still  mueh  curious  infonDntinn  relative  to  the  life  and  writings  of  this  great 
|avi,  wbich  ba*  out  oa  yet  been  collected  eveu  by  the  Italians  ;  but  the  celebratol  t'go 
K'W>>I  ■  lunlitate*  to  supply  this  defect,  and  it  is  uut  to  b«  reRretteil  that  Ihi)  nntioual 
WLirk  hu  Iveu  mserved  fur  one  so  devuteil  to  bin  country  onJ  the  caun  of  trotL 


*  !<u  reUl(«  Fioinn,  hut  amne  think  bis  coronatiLin  only  an  all^ory.  See  9toria,  ka., 
■••up.,  li.  I ±3. 

i  Vj  VaK'lii,  in  bis  Ercolann.  The  controversy  continued  from  1570  to  tBlfl.  8m 
Mirt^  Itc.,  torn,  vii.,  lib.  iii.,  |iar.  iii..  p.  12S0. 

;  O^  Jaeopo  Dtooin  Gsnonini  iti  VciuDii.  Scrie  di  Aneddoti,  ti.  2.  Sea  Slorin,  Ik., 
■*■    i.,  pai.  i„  p.  -2*. 


^ 
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story  of  an  iiucriptioii  upon  it,  Jngt*aia  Patria,  luTtng  giTen  a  name  to  a  BMilen 
tower,  is,  if  not  true,  an  agreeable  fiction.  If  be  was  not  buried,  be  oertainljr  liveii 
tbeie.* 

In  co>l  angnsta  e  solitaria  villa 

Era  '1  grand*  nomo  cbe  d*  Africa  s*  appella 

Percbe  prima  cul  ferro  al  vivo  aprilla.t 

Ingratitude  is  generally  supposed  tbe  rice  pcculi&r  to  repubUci ;  and  it  nnM  to  be 
forgotten  that  for  one  instance  of  popular  inconstancy,  we  bave  a  bondred  exampk*  U 
the  iall  of  courtly  favourites.  Bendes,  a  people  have  often  repented — a  mooarrb 
seldom  or  never.  Lt^aving  apart  many  familiar  proofs  of  this  fact,  a  short  stoiy  mar 
show  tbe  difference  between  even  an  aristocracy  and  tbe  multitude. 

Vettur  lisaui,  having  been  defeated  in  1354  at  Portolongo,  and  many  years  after- 
w.ird8  in  tbe  more  decisive  action  of  Pola,  by  the  Genoese,  was  recalled  by  t&e  YenetiaM 
government,  and  thrown  into  chains.  The  Awogad«)ri  pn>[iosed  to  behead  hiui,  tni 
th  supreme  tribunal  was  contest  with  tbe  sentence  of  imiirisonment.  WhilHt  Kmui 
>»as  suffering  this  unmerited  dis;:race,  Cliioza,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  capital,^  was,  br 
the  assistance  of  the  ifiyuor  of  Padua^  delivered  int  •  the  bonds  of  Pietro  Duria  At 
the  intelligence  of  that  disaster,  the  great  bell  of  St.  )Iark*s  tower  tolled  to  anus,  ami 
the  people  and  tbe  soldiery  of  the  galleys  were  summoned  to  the  lepulse  ii  tbe 
Approaching  enemy  ;  but  they  prot<»t«.*d  they  «'ould  not  move  a  step,  unUn  Pisaai 
were  liberated  and  pbced  at  their  head.  The  great  council  was  instantly  aitmlJnl : 
tbe  prisoner  was  called  before  them,  and  the  Duge,  Andrea  Contarini,  infiirmed  him  cf 
the  demands  of  tbe  ])eiiple,  and  tbe  necessities  of  the  state,  wbnae  only  hope  of  Ckfctv 
was  rtrpt-tfed  in  his  effurts,  and  who  implored  him  to  forget  the  indignities  he  Iksl 
vndurtnl  in  her  wrvice.  **Ihave  submitted,"  replied  tbe  magnanimuus  tvpaUican, 
**  I  have  submitted  to  your  di'liberati^jiis  without  complaint ;  I  have  ^uppiateil 
{•atiently  tbe  (lahis  of  impris<  inment,  for  they  were  indicted  at  your  command  :  this  t* 
no  time  to  inquire  whether  I  deserved  them— the  pxxi  of  the  republic  may  have 
svemiHl  to  reiiuire  it,  and  that  which  the  republic  revolves  is  alwaya  resulvid  wiselr. 
Behold  me  ready  to  bty  duwn  my  life  fur  tbe  preservation  of  my  country.**  l^isiuii  vas 
tip[x>iiited  geiierali&iimo,  and,  by  liis  exertions,  in  conjunction  with  thuse  of  i«rlu 
Zeni*,  the  Venetians  soon  recuvert-d  the  ascendancy  ovt-r  their  maritime  rivals. 

The  Italian  communities  were  no  Uss  unjust  to  their  citizens  than  the  Qrttk 
republics.  Lil>erty,  Wtb  with  the  one  and  tbe  other,  seems  to  have  UhtH  a  national, 
not  an  individmd  object :  and,  llOtwitb^tandill^  the  Unsted  cqualitff  iH/wt  tkt  hr*^ 
which  an  ancitut  Grtik  writer  «f  oiusidt-red  the  great  distinctive  mark  liet«ein  his 
citiiutrymeii  and  the  barliuriuDs,  the  mutual  rights  of  follow  citis4>ns  seem  never  to 
have  U'en  tbe  )>rini-i}^l  t^^•]le  i-f  the  oKl  democracies.  The  world  may  have  not  yet  M>en  an 
es.H:iy  by  the  author  o\'  the  ludiiin  Kepublii.'s,  iu  which  the  distinction  betwirn  tlie  lilvrty 
ot  former  states,  and  the  si^iitication  attached  to  that  wonl  by  the  happier  ci»nstitutiiiii 
of  Kn;:liLnd,  is  ingY-uiousIy  develotud.  The  Italians,  however,  when  they  ba^l  reamd 
to  U'  fni\  still  lixikal  Kiek  with  a  sigh  u{h}n  tlkwe  times  of  turbulence,  wIk'R  every 
citi/en  might  rise  ti»  a  share  of  Sitvereitoi  |>ower,  and  have  never  U*en  tAUfibt  fully  ti< 
apimriate  the  rejuiM- Ota  mouareby.  JSju'rone  Sinnuii,  when  Francis  Maria  II.  Dukr 
of  Kov^re  pntjKiseil  the  »|uestion,  *' which  was  preferable,  the  republic  nr  tW 
prini*i}ality  the  in-rtVvt  and  unt  dumble,  or  the  le?^  {lerfei't  and  not  so  lialile  tit 
rha:i;;e,''  n.-]>lieil,  *'tliat  our  L'i|i|iiue>s  is  to  Ir  uieiiidin-d  by  its  qimlity,  not  by  itA 
iluiation  ;  and  that  he  ]>n  fenvd  to  live  for  one  day  like  a  man,  than  fur  a  huiidnd 
years  like  u  brute,  a  .*>t<>ek,  oT  a  ^tone."  Tliis  ^ag  thought,  and  called  a  Miti/HijiriHt 
ahhwer  down  t«>  the  ia»t  days  o(  Italian  servitude,  jj 

*  Vitam  Literni  e^.;it  ^ine  de>iderii'  iirbis.  See  T.  Liv.  Ilist.,  liK  xxwiii.  Ijvy 
r.'iMirtK  that  >oiue  Mii«t  he  w:ls  buriitl  at  Literuum,  other^  at  Ibtiiie.     Ibiii.,  ca|i.  [\. 

+  Tri'Mifo  iliUa  Ca-otita. 

;  Sie  Not  I-  >,  i».  '2ui\. 

$f  The  iirivk  Ui;iM4tl  that  he  wa'^'  laovouos.  S«'e  thi-  la^t  chapter  of  the  first  ^ikik 
of  l>iiinytiii>  of  iialii-ariia<'^u>. 

,.  '*  H  iiitonio  ii//.i  m-i'fniHnt  riMf-n^fit^"  \i'.  S  i-a's>i.  Vita  dtl  TaMK*,  lik  iii.^ 
p.  1 ''•>,  inn.  ii.  «iiit    'J.      iH>i>.:>iiii. 
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"  Tht  Fl.irtntiiicn  did  But  like  the  opportunitj  of  Pelnwh'i  aluirt  riiat  to  their 
'il;  ia  13(0  Ui  rvTiiku  the  •iixnt  wliicb  iv,uKKateil  the  )iniperty  af  hia  father,  whn 
!i>l  bem  tMBuhed  ihurtly  after  the  eiilu  of  Daiito.  Hia  erown  did  not  dusle  diem  ; 
bin  fbea  ID  tht  Dext  jeu-  thej  were  in  want  of  hii  HsiBlauce  in  the  furmBtiim  iftheiF 
■linnilT.  iliej  repeoleil  af  their  li^ustioe,  and  Booacrio  »aa  Bent  to  Padua  to  entreat 
tk  tiumic  to  ogndude  hia  munleiingH  in  the  boBoui  of  hii  uative  cunutry,  whore  he 
■i(bt  IbriiA  l>i>  immarlat  Africa,  and  enjn;,  with  his  i«cu>ered  piwsewiioDB,  the 
■MB  of  .til  clones  of  bis  fellow  citiieni.  The;  gave  him  the  option  of  tlie  IxHik  oiid 
ihinciio:  bt  misht  condeiceiid  Id  ex|ionnd  :  the;  isalled  him  tbe  ghir;  of  his  ooualr;. 
(ki  m  dear,  and  who  would  be  deai«r  to  them  ;  and  the;  added,  that  if  there  wn> 
ur<kia;  aapliaiuig  in  thar  letter,  be  oii^tht  lo  return  amongat  them,  »ere  it  mil;  to 
mtm  Umr  ■t;le.*  Petrarch  aeeiued  at  first  to  Utten  to  the  fiatter;  and  to  the 
Mnalio  of  hit  friend,  but  he  did  pot  ratnni  to  Florence,  and  prefeirod  a  (nlgriuuige 
''  Ik  tnah  of  IdniB  and  the  Bhades  of  Vandiue. 

"  Bomccia  wa«  buried  in  the  chureh  of  Bt.  Micliael  and  St.  James,  nt  Certaldu.  n 

■uH  tiKQ  m  the  Valdelta,   which  wu  b;  sutue   supposed  the  phu-e  uf  hia   birtli. 

tWc  he  lucd  the  latter  {Wt  of  Ui  life  in  a  Gaorte  uf  Uboriuui  Mud;,  which  short- 

■oal  bia  txUeciwc  ;  ud  thene  might  bit  uhca  tutre  been  aecure,  if  not  of  buuiur,  at 

•■•  of  npoas.      But  the  "h;ena  bigula"    of  Cerlaldo  tore  op  the  tiimbitune  o( 

K^xxio,  and  ejected  it  from  the  holy  prerincti  of  St.  Uichael  and  St.  Jumci.      The 

°<eHiua,  and,  it  ma;  be  hoped,  the  eimae,  of  tbii  ejectment  waa  tbe  making  of  a  new 

™  br  the  oborch  ;  bat  the  ilKt  ia,  tliat  the  tombalone  was  taken  up  aiid  thrown 

**i4  M  Ibe  buttum  of  (he  bnilding.     Ignorance  ma;  iharo  the  sin  with  l>ig-jtry.      ll 

*^U  b*  paiDfol  M  relate  BUoh  an  eiecplion  to  the  devotion  of  the  llaliana  for  Uieit 

C*U  nme*,  eoold  it  not  ba  aecrimpauied  b;  a  trait  more  honourably  coufununble  In 

^  genml  eharaetcr  of  the  uatioii.     The  prineipal  penou  of  ibe  district,  tlie  last 

'^'Kii  of  Ibe  house  of  Medicii,  aHbrded  tlutt  proUetiou  to  tlm  luemDr;  uf  the  ■niull'd 

^^  whieti   her  beat  snuestora  bad  dtapenud   upon  all  conlemporar;  merit.     The 

'"andiiuaeai  Leuioui  reacueil  the  tumbatane  of  Boccaccio  frum  the  neglect  in  which  il 

^■J  tone  time  Iain,  and  found  fur  it  an  honourable  elevatiou  in  her  own  manaioii.  She 

**«  dene  laare  :  the  bouse  in  which  the  p-iet  tired  has  been  as  little  reapedcd  as  his 

■^h,  aol  is  GOIing  10  ruin  over  the  bewl  uf  one  indiBerent  to  tlie  name  ol  i(a  fnnncr 

Ifttkcl.      It  cnusists  of  two  or  three  tillle  chamhcra,  and  a  low  tower,  on  which 

'"■•WD  n.  MttiiHl  an  inacriplion.     This  house  ahe  has  tiiken  meaauce*  to  purcliose.  and 

P*^>paaa  to  d<'V.,te  lo  it  that  oue  and  cuuaidenition  which  are  attached  to  the  cradle 

*adtolhen>.rofgeniDs. 

This  ia  not  the  place  to  nndorlahe  the  defence  of  Buccaocio ;  but  the  nian  who  ci- 
■^Wstai  hia  litUe  patrimon;  in  the  acquirement  of  learning,  who  waa  siuoiifwl  toe 
vat,  if  not  tbe  Bral,  lo  allure  the  science  and  the  poetry  of  Greece  l>i  the  bvaum  uf 
^telj: — who  not  on!]  invenled  a  new  style,  bat  founded,  or  oerloinl;  Gied,  a  new 
bftgia^;  who,  bcndea  the  ealeemof  ever;  polilficuurtof  Europe,  waa  thought  worthy 
'^  MiploTBient  by  the  predoniiDant  repablic  of  bis  own  counti;,  and,  what  ia  more, 
"^  Ihi  bicndahip  of  Petranh,  who  lived  the  life  of  a  philoaopber  and  a  freeman,  and 
wIki  dlod  in  tbe  ponoH  of  knowledge, — sucb  a  moo  might  have  found  more  oonauloia- 
tioDUonhg  has  met  with  &um  the  priest  of  Certoldo,  aodfromalale  Kngllsh  truTuller, 
'■Kiniikca  off  hia  portrait  aa  an  odioaa,  eontcmptiblei  licentlona  writer,  whose  itupure 
■vnttiu   ibould  be    auffereil  to  rot  without  a    reoonl.f      That    £ngtlah    traveUer. 

"  Aocingiti  innoltic,  se  ci  S  lecito  ancor  1'  onortarti.  a  compire  V  immortal  tiia 
*•"»  .  .  .  »e  ti  a'Ti-aie  d'  inconttare  nel  noalro  stile  con  che  ti  diapiaeda,  cio 
f^'oaete  nn  altromotivoad  ettindiro  i  deaiderj  delta  tua  patria,"  Sloriadelhi  Lett. 
"«■  ton.  »..  |»r.  i.,  lib.  L  p.  76. 

jl'  l^laidckl  Tour,  chap,  it,  lo!.  ii.,  p.  SS5,  edit.  3rd.  "Of  B'-ajsccio,  llie  modem 
|l^''^a^  we  mj  nothing ;  the  abnse  of  geuioB  ia  more  odious  and  more  ooiilempliUe 
^*>iWat«moe  ;  and  it  imports  little  where  the  impure  reinoinauf  a  licentioiti  author 
"*  AiulgnMl  Vi  (heir  kindred  dust.  For  the  same  reoaon  the  tiBVtllsr  mn;  piuia 
Jj^^MlMeit  Ihe  lumb  of  the  malignant  Arelino."  This  duhioua  phrase  is  hardly  enou^ 
<"«te  the  tonrttt  from  Iheauapieion  of  niHithor  blunder  reipwting  tlie  buriat-phiea 
"  Ai«tiv,  when  lamb  waa  in  tbe  church  -if  SL  Liil.r  iit  Vciiii'e,  and  gntr  rise  lu  tlu 
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unfortunately  for  those  who  have  to  deplore  the  loss  of  a  ytrj  amiable  penon,  is  wjenk 
uU  criticism  ;  but  the  niortoixty  which  (lid  not  protect  Boccaccio  from  Mr.  Kartafg, 
must  not  defend  Mr.  Eustace  from  the  impartial  judgment  of  his  sooosMon.  0eatk 
uiay  canonise  hix  virtues,  not  his  errors  ;  and  it  may  be  modestly  pronoaooed  that  be 
tr&nsp^ssed,  not  only  as  an  autlior,  but  as  a  man,  when  he  ervked  the  shade  vf 
Biiocaccio  in  company  with  that  of  Aretine,  amidst  the  se|.iulchres  of  Santa  Qnot, 
merely  to  ^lismiss  it  with  indignity.     As  (ar  as  reapects 

**Ilfla«ellode'Principi, 
II  dirin  Pietro  Aretino^" 

it  is  of  little  imp^trt  wliat  censure  is  [lassed  upon  a  coxcomb  who  owes  hia  piemwi 
existence  to  the  above  burlesque  character  given  to  him  by  the  poet,  whose  amber  ha* 
preserved  many  other  grubs  and  worms  :  but  to  classify  Boocaodo  with  such  a  pem«, 
and  to  excommunicate  his  very  ashes,  must  of  itself  make  us  doubt  of  the  qoalitijati<jii 
of  the  classical  tourist  for  writing  upon  Italian,  or,  indeed,  upon  any  other  Utentan: ; 
for  ignorance  on  one  point  may  incapacitate  an  author  merely  for  that  particular  tii|iic 
but  subjection  to  a  professional  prejudice  must  render  him  an  unsafe  «iir«cior  on  all 
occasions.  Any  pi>rversion  and  injustice  may  be  made  what  is  vulgarly  called  a  **«ai« 
of  cr^nscience,"  and  this  poor  excuse  is  all  that  can  be  ofTt-red  for  the  priest  of  Certaldd, 
or  the  author  of  the  Classical  Tour.  It  would  have  answered  the  purpose  to  confine  the 
Censure  to  the  novels  uf  Boccaccio  ;  and  gratitude  to  that  Hource  which  supplied  the  muM 
of  Dryden  with  her  last  and  m(«t  harmonious  numbers  might,  perhaps,  have  rastrictrtl 
that  censure  to  the  objectionable  qualities  of  the  hundred  tales.  At  any  laUr  the 
re{)entauce  of  Boccaccio  mi^ht  have  arrested  liis  exhumation,  and  it  shouhl  KaiT  Icea 
I'ecollccti'd  and  told,  that  in  hiz>  old  age  he  wrote  a  lettt-r  entreating  his  frivnl  ki 
discounige  the  reading  of  the  I)e«vimeron,  for  the  sake  of  nitidesty,  and  fur  the  »kr  *•( 
the  author,  wh  >  would  not  have  an  apolo^nst  always  at  hand  t>  state  in  his  exniAi' 
that  he  wrote  it  when  young,  .*uid  at  the  command  of  hin  superior*.*  It  i»  Ufither  the 
licentiousness  of  the  writer,  nor  the  evil  ])ro])ensities  of  the  reader,  which  h-tve  jrivm 
to  the  Dccsnu'.Ton  alone,  of  all  the  works  of  Boccau.io,  a  i»er{)etual  iiopularity.  Tli< 
esUiblishmcnt  of  a  new  and  delightful  dialect  conferrcil  an  immortality  on  the  ^^rk?  ._  ^ 
in  whitrh  it  was  first  fixed.  The  Simnets  of  Petrarch  were,  fur  the  same  reaiion.  fat<iF  -  \ 
to  survive  his  solf-a«l mired  Africa,  *'the  favourite  of  kings."  The  in>-arijiblf  tmil*  "— .  *.4 
nature  and  feeling  with  which  the  novels,  as  well  as  the  verses,  aUmad,  hnve  doiilit  _^vt- 
iess  been  the  chief  s  'urce  of  the  foreign  celebrity  <»f  Inith  authors  ;  but  B«Kvaccit^  a>*  ,» 

man,  is  no  more  to  l>e  estimute<l  by  th-it  work,  than  Petniroh  is  to  lie  repirdnl  iu  tiv  ^m>i 
other  light  than  as  the  iovcr  of  Liiura.  Kven.  however,  hail  the  father  of  the  Tu«>tL^  -^^ati 
jinuie  l>een  known  only  nx  the  author  of  the  l>eeamen>n,  a  considerate  writer  wttaW  .^U 
liHve  U'en  cuutiouH  t )  pronounce  n  sentence  irreconcilable  with  the  unerring  wace  ^i 

many  ages  und  nations.  An  irrevocable  value  luis  never  been  stamped  U|H>n  any  voi^  -^ni 
solely  riKJommended  by  impurity. 

The  true  source  of  the  outcry  ngiiinst  B4>coacci(»,  which  liegan  at  a  ver)*  early  peri  — 
w:is  the  choice  of  his  K'.'andalius  {tersonages  in  the  cloi^tcr.-i  as  well  as  the  c«»urt«  :  l*- 
the  {irinces  only  lauuhed  at  the  gallant  adventures  so  unjustly  charged  ufMin  qi 
Theodelinda,  whilst  the  priesthotMl  crie<l  ^hame  U|>on  the  delmuches  drawn  fpim 
convent  and  the  hermita<;<.>  ;  and  m'>st  itroKably  for  the  op{H)site  n-ason,  n.nmelT,  {W 
the  ]m'ture  was  faithful  to  the  life.     Two  of  the  novels  are  allowed  to  l«  facts  uvefm 
turneil  into  t-iles  to  deride  the  canouisritiun  uf  rogues  and  laymen.     Ser  Ciap|iellt 
and  Marcellinus  are  cited  with  applause  even  by  the  decent  Muratori.f     The  gi 

famous  controversy  of  whieh  wjme  notice  is  taken  in  Riyle.     Now  the  wonls  of  Jlfr. 

KustJice  would  lead  us  to  tliink  the  t-omb  was  at  Flon^mv,  or  at  least  was  U>  he  »>-     ^-Air- 
where  n.H'ognisc<l.     Whether  the  insi'ripli«)n  s*)  much  disputitl  was  ever  written  nik-        rAr 
tomlt  cannot  now  be  di-eidetl,  for  all  memorial  of  this  author  has  dis:ip|K'ared  fron^       ihr 
church  of  St.  Luke. 

•   "Non  enim  ubi(|uc  est,   qui   in  cxcusationem  meam  consurgens  dicat,  jnw  «w> 
scripsit,  et  majoris  co;ictus  im|HTio."     The  letter  wa.s  addressed   to   Maghlnai^^  V 
Oavahanti,  marshal  uf  the  kingilom  of  Sicily.     See  Tiralioschi,  Storia,  &c.,  tons,    r.^ 
{Kir.  ii.,  lib.  iii. 

t  l)is.sertii/.ioni  yojim  K-  .\ntichit:\  Itsliane,  Diss.  Iviii. 


Anmud,  ju  he  is  qaolcdin  Bn;le.  itiiUa,  tint  >  no v  edition  uf  the  ni 
of  which  Ibt  eipnrgaliun  iwiBitKeil  in  umitliiis  the  wuriU  "nwnk''  and  "iiuD,"  kiid 
laekiiiK  the  imnn'rulitiea  to  uthcr  niuueii.  The  lilia«nr  hlalorr  of  Italy  rnvnieulnriHr* 
no  (ucli  eilitiun  -,  but  it  wu  uot  loug  liefurc  the  ithule  of  Knivpc  hnd  hut  ane 
(■iniiiiii  of  the  Litcameniu :  and  the  sbEoliitioD  of  tbo  anthor  Renii  to  hata 
\ma  ft  piHRt  tctllul  M  kui  a  huadiHl  yam  ago  ;  Oo  se  feroit  aiSer  u  I*  »ii  |ir£- 
ItodiMt  ooiivKiiure  Bocvace  ile  n'  uvoir  |«a  cte  Uoaoite  huiDmo,  puii  ija'il  a  f;i1t  le 
MmDOCtfO."  Sa  laid  nne  uf  the  iioit  ineii,  and  perluiia  the  brat  oriti;  thut  eitte  Uisd 
— the  raj  uuutyr  to  ita|iartiaUtj.*  But  ai  this  infanuatiDn,  that  ia  the  beginiiiiig  of 
Uw  Uat  century  ooe  woulil  hare  been  hootod  at  fur  pretemliug  that  Bui^mocio  wsh  not 
(good  uun.  Buy  H«m  to  miuo  from  one  of  tlum  eneuiiM  nho  nre  tii  be  auipecled, 
tm  when  they  make  ua  a  preaent  of  truth,  a  more  scceplable  ountmt  with  the  prv- 
tcnpCoQ  uf  the  boJy,  bjuJ,  and  miuc  of  Boofudo  may  bo  tiiuad  iii  a  few  worda  (vim 
Un  rirtauoa.  the  polriotic  contompuisr)',  who  thought  one  of  the  tales  uf  this  imjiDiv 
■liter  worthy  a  Latin  Teraion  from  his  uwn  pon.  "I  have  remarked  eljewhere,"  uyn 
I'Mnuvh,  writing  to  BocEoecio,  ' '  that  the  ixwk  itself  lias  been  named  by  eertoin  <li>(-a. 
hit  aloutly  defended  by  your  BtAff  and  voice.  Nur  WdS  I  onloniahed,  fur  I  have  hail 
IKugf  of  the  vigour  of  your  mind,  and  I  know  you  have  fallen  on  that  unninimiun- 
ilaling  ioat|iable  noe  of  mortals,  who,  whatever  they  either  like  not,  or  kaow  not.  ur 
Otnuot  do,  ore  sure  to  repivhead  in  oUiera  ;  and  on  thine  ovcasioua  only  put  on  a  shuvr 
of  learning  and  eloquenoc^  but  otherwiae  are  entirely  i!umb."-t- 

U  11  laliabctuiy  (o  find  that  all  the  pneathoud  dooot  resemble  those  of  Certftldn,  fvd 
th»t  one  of  tbem  who  did  not  poneu  the  boiww  uf  Boccaccio  would  not  loK  the  oppor- 
twiit}  of  rusing  scenot^ih  tahis  memory.  Beviua,  c:iDon  uf  Padua,  at  the  begianir^ 
i^f  tha  sixteenth  eeuturj,  ereoted  at  Arqo^  opposite  tu  the  tomb  of  the  Lsiireale,  a 
tablet,  in  which  be  uaooaled  Boocaocio  to  the  equal  buooun  of  Dante  and  of  I'etrarch. 


"  Our  veneration  for  the  Medici  bc^s  with  Coamo  and  axpirei  with  Ida  grandson  ; 
that  stmm  is  pure  only  at  the  source  ;  and  it  ia  In  search  of  some  uicmorial  of  tlie 
TirtDDos  republicani  of  the  family  that  we  vUit  the  church  of  St.  Loreaui  at  Florenct^. 
The  tawdry,  glaring,  unfiuiahcd  chapel  in  thai  church,  designed  far  the  mausoleum  of 
tbe  Dnkei  of  Tuscany,  sot  round  with  orowna  aud  coffins,  gicua  birth  to  uo  emolioria 
hot  those  of  contempt  for  the  lavish  vanity  of  a  mce  at'  deapota,  whilst  the  pavement 
■Us  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  of  hii  Country,  reeouoiles  ua  to  the  name  of 
ItedicL;  It  WW  very  natural  for  Coriuna  J  to  suppose  that  the  atstuo  nisvd  to  thv 
t>«ke  of  Crbino  ju  the  eaptUa  de'  dtpotiti  vat  intended  for  hia  great  namesake  ;  but 
the  maguifinent  Lorenxo  is  only  the  sham  of  a  coffin  hnlf  hidden  in  a  niche  of  the 
saetuty.  The  decay  of  Tuscany  dal«)  from  the  lOTereiguty  of  the  Medici.  Ot'  tlie 
■epulehral  peace  wluch  succeeded  to  the  establiahnient  of  the  reigninff  lamitjitti  in  Italy, 
var  own  Sidney  has  given  naa  glowing,  but  a  faithful  pictore.  "  Notwithstaiiding  all 
the  teditiona  of  Florence,  atid  other  cities  of  Tuscany,  the  horrid  factious  uf  Ehielphs 
and  iJhibdiiui,  fieri  and  Dianchi,  nobiea  and  commooB,  they  contmued  populous, 
Nnog,  and  eiceeding  rich  ;  but  in  tlie  sjjace  of  leaa  Uiau  ■  hundred  and  fifty  yeura, 
the  peaeokhle  reign  of  the  Uedices  io  thought  to  have  destroyed  nine  parts  lu  ten  of  the 
psople  of  that  proviDce.  Amongst  other  things  it  b  remarkable,  that  when  Philip  II. 
of  8|«iD  gave  Sienoa  to  the  Duke  of  Plotenco,  hia  ambauatliir  then  at  Rome  tent  hira 
vord,  that  he  had  given  away  mere  than  650,000  subjects;  and  itia  not  believeil  thert 
tn  tfm  2I).000  souls  iohabiting  that  city  and  territory.  Pisa,  Pistoin,  Areiut, 
(tirtoiia.  and  other  lownit,  that  were  then  good  ami  populons,  are  in  the  tike  pmp'ir- 
Uon  lUminiiihed,  and  Fioreooe  more  than  any.  When  that  city  hod  been  lou)(  troubled 
with  ■cdiliono,  tumults,  and  wars,  for  the  most  part  nnprrmperona,  they  still  retained 


•  EdairtintmaU,  fcc.  4a.,  p.  (338,  edit,  Basle,  ir41, 
Kctiaoary. 
t  (Ipp..  torn.  I  p.  540,  eilit.  Buil. 
;  Coonus  Medico,  Uecreto  Publico,  Paler  PatriiB. 
1  Ceiiaae,  Ijv.  iviii.,  chap,  iii.,  vol.  iii.,  p.  iH, 


1  thoSuppIeu 


2S8  NOTES  TO   TANTU   THE   FOrRTH. 

taah  rtrengtli,  that  wheti  Ohnrlies  VIII.  ofPnuiL'e,  being  milniitUtd  an 
whole  ftrmy,  which  soon  after  eonquend  tlie  kingdom  of  Na|i|«s.  thonglit  t 
tivm,  tfaf  people,  taking  arms,  ttiuek  guch  Diermr  ialo  iiim,  that  hr  «b*  glail  to  deft 
upon  cnch  conditions  u  tbcj  thouelit  fit  to  impoge.  JdachuiTel  re|K>ra,  Ihmt  in  ll 
time  Florence  utone.  Kith  tlie  ViU  d'Ami),  ■  small  territor;  belnnging  to  t^t  d 
could,  in  a  few  lioura,  b;  die  sound  of  a  bell,  liriiig  (opFllier  135.[)00  well-am«d  m 
whereaa  nnw  that  city,  with  all  the  otben  in  that  prvTioce,  are  tirongfat  to  rorh  dtq 
cable  venkncsi.  einjitiiidW,  povertj,  and  baienew,  that  the;  c±a  ndtber  naat  t 
opjircsaiona  of  their  own  prinee,  nor  defevil  liini  or  themselteE  if  the;  trtw  aaaoR 
by  a  foreign  enemy.  The  people  are  diajiencd  m  destrojed.  and  the  beet  (jusilia  a 
to  seek  habitaUoue  in  Venice.  Uenoa.  Borne,  Naples,  anil  Luns.  Thia  ia  not  tlui  di 
of  war  or  pestilence  ;  they  enjoy  a  perfect  pace,  and  anffEr  no  other  plagor  than  I 
government  Utcy  are  nndei."*  From  the  nnirper  ('osmo  doimlotbeimbcrile  Ottll 
ve  look  in  rain  for  any  of  tbow  nnmiied  qaalitiee  which  khanld  raiie  a  patriot  to  I 
command  of  his  fstlow-ciUienH.  The  Orand  Dukea,  and  particniarly  the  third  Coai 
had  operated  lo  entire  a  eliange  in  the  Toucan  eharactf  r,  that  the  candid  Flor-alial 
in  flxoiue  for  lome  imperfectionB  in  the  jihilanthropic  eystem  of  Leopold,  are  oMi^E^ 
confesa  that  the  sovereign  waa  the  only  lilient  man  in  his  dominionii.  Yet  tl 
eieellent  prince  bimeelf  had  ni>  other  notion  of  n  natiooal  aasembly,  tiian  of  a  bolf 
represent  the  wants  and  wUhee,  not  the  will  of  the  people. 

**  [The  Talley  into  which  Hnniiil>a1  lured  the  Romans  was  girt  in  jart  by  ■  m 
circle  of  hitle,  and  the  lake,  which  runs  frnm  one  eitmoity  of  th<  rid^  to  liio  Mli 
Compleleii  the  enclosure.  Hannibal  posted  his  troops  in  the  surmunding  faeigbU.  ■ 
in  (he  mist  of  the  morning  he  attacked  the  aslvaisbei]  enemy  at  every  pinnt.  FUkl 
thoiuand  Bomans  were  slain,  and  more  than  twenty  th<n»ani'.  taken  priaoBer*.] 

*  "  And  such  was  their  mutual  aniinouty.  so  intvnl  were  the;  Bpcn  tha  halt 
that  the  earthc|uake,  which  overthrew  iu  great  put  many  of  the  oilW  of  Italy,  wlj 
tonied  the  cuuraeof  ra|Hd  itreanui,  poured  back  the  sea  upon  the  rircr^  afid  ton  ilai 
the  very  mouuUung,  was  not  fell  by  one  of  the  eombalAnts."  +  Sueh  is  llw  diaeri|i4 
ofLivy,    It  may  be  doubted  whether  modem  tactia  wouldadiaitof  siichaDalHtnc*!! 

Tiie  site  of  the  battle  of  Tbnuimene  is  not  to  be  mistaken.  The  (nrcUor  tram  | 
village  under  Cortoni  to  Casa  di  Piano,  the  next  stage  on  the  way  lo  Roma,  has  I 
the  Gist  two  or  three  milea.  around  him,  but  more  partienlariy  lo  the  right, 
land  which  Hannibal  laid  waste  in  order  to  induce  the  CVmsul  PfatminiiU  to  n.  .  _ 
Areuu.  On  his  left,  and  in  front  of  him,  is  a  ridge  of  bills  bending  donn  (OWanlal 
lake  of  Thrasimeno,    called  by   Livj    '-         ■       -    -  ... 


'i 

.   .  __'! 

UualiLndni.    Theiie  hills  heapproacheeat  Ossi^a,  a  village  whiob  IIm  jtinararjea  miM 


to  have  lieen  so  d^iominated  from  the  bunes  found  there :  but  thim  havt 
hones  found  there,  and  the  battle  was  fought  on  the  ofiiiir  side  of  tbe  UlL  m 
Onaja  the  road  begins  to  rise  a  little,  but  does  not  pass  into  the  roots  of  the  motBllI 
onui  the  sixty-ietenth  milestone  from  Florence.  The  ascent  throce  U  imiI  sleep  I 
perpetual,  and  continues  fur  twenty  minute*.  The  hike  is  soon  seen  b^iw  ob  I 
right,  with  Borghetto,  a  nmnd  tower,  close  upon  the  wstitT ;  and  the  undnlatinc  II 
partially  covered  with  wood,  amongrt  which  the  road  winds,  sink  b?  dc^nn  Into^ 
nianhes  near  to  this  tower.  Lower  ttinn  the  mad.  down  to  the  tight  aoidst  (bl 
woody  hillocks,  Hannibal  {Jaeed  his  bonoi:  in  the  juw*  of,  or  rather  ahovr  the  ft) 
which  was  between  tbe  Iske  and  the  ^vxcnt  tuail,  and  most  |inbahlr  disc  lo  ■ 
ghetto,  just  under  the  lowest  of  tlie  "liuuull."g  (in  a  summit  to  the  b-tl,  atwvaf 
road,  is  an  old  circular  ruin,  which  tha  peasants  oill  "  the  lower  of  ll«»»tl»i  j 
Carthaginian."  Arrived  at  t^e  highest  point  of  the  mad,  the  (nvellor  has  a  pui 
view  of  the  fiital  plain,  which  open*  fully  upon  liiiti  as  Ih>  dimnds  the  fiiistsnj) 
"         n  finds  hlmaelr  In  a  vale  cniHesed  to  the  lefl,  and  in  ftnnl  and  tn 


IT  Oualandra  hilbi.  bending  roiinil  in  a  segment  larger  than  a  sem>nn<lck  am)  nud 
rma  the  dud  «fi 


d?wn  nt  mob  end  to  tlie  bike,  which  ablii|uis  to  ibe  i 


•  On  Oovcnimcnl,  chap.   !l.,  aert.   nvi.,  p.  808,  edit.   IT6I.      Sidney  la  t> 
with  Locko  and  lIoadlDy.  one  of  Mr.  Hunji*'*  "  dapinble  "  wrilm. 
t  Tit,  Ut.,  lib.  uu.,  r»\<.  xll.  ;  lUd.,  np.  i>.  |  ihU. 
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•noxmuin  art.  The  position  i»nni)t  he  guesseil  at  frum  tha  pliina  of  Curtnnn,  noi 
spinalis  to  be  w  completely  encloBist  unlean  to  uue  whu  ig  fiiirlj  within  the  hills.  It 
U"*n,  indeed,  appeira  ■'  a,  place  made  a*  ic  were  ou  purpiiiie  tir  a  sunn;,"  tocf  imidiU 
"o'm.  "Bca^eOii  is  Ihen  fouDd  In  Btuid  iu  a  narrow  jnarslij  p&u  dom  to  the  hill, 
■•xi  tn  the  late,  whilst  there  is  no  other  outiet  at  the  opjioiiiW  turn  of  tho  niountiiljii 
»Jiaii  throngh  the  little  town  of  Pasaignano,  which  is  pnalied  into  the  water  by  the  foot 
of  a  high  rockj  accliTit;.*^  There  ia  a  wood;  eminence  branelJng  down  ftvim  the 
■ztuaaiainB  into  bhe  upper  end  of  the  plun  nearer  to  the  aide  of  Ptfaaigntujo,  and  on  thia 
"knd*  a  white  Tillnge  called  Torre.  Foljbina  seema  tu  allnde  to  this  vmiumee  u  the 
pitB  on  *bidi  HanEiitiikl  encamped,  and  drew  nut  hia  heaTy-acuied  A&icarje  and  9patiLBttlfl 
'<>  a  amapimoua  position.*  From  thia  spot  he  deapatched  hia  Balearic  and  light- 
"'nnl  tmipi  ntniid  through  the  Suulandni  height!  to  the  riijbc.  bo  ita  tu  arriic  aiiaevn 
*^d  torn  an  amboiih  amongst  the  broken  acdiritica  which  the  road  now  passes,  and  to 
w  toulf  to  act  Rpun  tlie  left  flank  and  aboTe  the  enemy,  wliilat  the  horse  shut  u]i  the 
l*w  hebind.  Pluuinius  came  to  the  lake  near  Bniglietto  at  aunaet;  aud,  without 
"^'xliUlt  nnj'  *pie«  liefore  him,  marched  through  the  |>mb  the  next  inoruiog  before  the 
™y  liwl  quite  Uniken.  ao  that  he  perceired  nothing  of  the  hone  and  light  trouju  aUiTo 
"if**!  kbiMt  biiu,  and  oaw  odI;  the  liearf-anned  C^rthagininoa  in  front  on  the  hil!  of 
I  "'ttx  Tlie  eunaul  begun  to  draw  out  bit  arniy  in  tho  Hat,  and  in  the  meHn  tiuie  the 
'-'''^!  in  wubosh  occniiied  the  pam  behind  him  at  fiorghetlo.  Thua  the  liomnnB  were 
f'"^'  Ideltly  enclosed,  having  the  Uke  on  the  right,  the  main  army  nn  the  hill  of  Torre 
*"  ^Tnnt,  the  (tnalau'lrs  hilla  GUeii  with  the  Ught-arnied  on  their  left  flank,  aud  bein;; 
??***nt«d  from  receding  bj  the  caxiilry,  who,  the  further  thejr  ulianced,  stopped  up 
**l  Uu  DUtleU  in  the  rear.  A  fog  rising  from  the  Ulie  nowspivjid  itmlf  orer  the  army 
"  ^lie  eoatnl,  but  the  high  lauds  were  in  the  sunshine,  ami  all  the  diflerent  corpa  in 
^^t^WiJi  luokeid  ti,ward  the  bill  of  Torre  for  the  order  of  attack.  Hannibal  gnve  the 
'~  '   and  ia0>«l  down  from  his  p-st  on  the  height.     At  the  same  moment  all  his 

on  the  emioeuces  behind  and  in  the  flank  of  Flaminins  mnhod  ffirwanls  as  it 
itb  one  accord  iato  tlie  plain.     The  Runians,  who  were  furming  their  array  in 
tnist,  niddanly  beard  tlie  abuuU  of  the  enemy  amongst  them  on  every  aide,  and 
•n  the;  omld  tall  into  tlieir  ranks,  or  draw  their  swords,  or  see  by  whom  they 
*"**«  attacked,  fell  at  obm  that  they  were  surronnded  and  lort. 

There  ore  two  little  rivuleu  which  mn  from  the  GnaUndra  into  the  lake.  TlM 
rfl^veller  crtoan  the  flnt  of  these  at  about  a  mile  after  he  comes  into  the  plain,  anil 
**_•»  divide*  ibe  Tnscan  fmm  the  Papal  territories.  The  second,  about  a  quarter  of  a 
?*•!«  further  on,  is  called  "the  bloody  rivulet ;"  and  the  poasnnts  point  out  an  ojien 
*»»•»»  (o,tbe  left  between  the  "  Sangninctlo  "  and  the  hills,  which,  they  soy,  WM  the 
■Y?*Mp»l  scene  of  sloughter.  The  other  part  of  the  pLiin  is  covered  wltb  thick-set 
^■'*'«-We«  in  com  grounds,  and  ia  nowhere  quite  level,  except  near  the  edge  of  tho 
V*":«.  It  ia,  indeed,  most  probable  that  the  battle  was  funght  near  thia  end  of  the 
^^^^ley,  for  ibe  six  thousand  Romana,  who,  at  the  beginning  of  tho  action,  broke  through 
'*•.:  veiaj,  escaped  to  tho  sammitDf  an  eminence  which  must  have  been  in  this  quarter, 
^^  *»»i«i*e  Uicy  would  have  had  to  traverae  the  whole  plain,  and  to  pierce  through  the 
^''^^iB  inny  of  BannilioL 

llie  Bomons  funght  deapciately  for  three  hooiv ;  but  the  death  of  Ftomiuius  wna  the 
^KtbwI  for  B  geseml  Jiiperaiun.  The  Corthaginlui  hone  then  burst  in  upon  the  fugi- 
~*  ^'^^  and  Iho  Uke.  the  manh  about  Borghettf.,  but  chiefly  the  plain  of  the  Hangiiinetto 
y^*-!  the  paasea  of  the  Oualandn,  were  atrswed  with  dead.  Near  some  old  walls  on  ■ 
!.■'■«— Hi  ridge  to  the  left  above  the  rivulet,  many  buinan  bonta  have  been  repeateilly 
^'va.Bil,  and  this  hoa  confirmed  the  pnteosluns  and  tbe  name  of  the  "stream  of  blood." 
^^  Kviiiy  district  of  Italy  has  its  hero.  In  the  north  aome  painter  is  the  nauol  genius 
^1  Ue  jilaec,  and  the  foreign  Julio  Bunvino  more  than  divides  Mantna  with  her  native 
»*lpl,t     To  the  aoutb  we  hear  of  K.imau  names.     Near  Thrasimene  tradition  is  still 

*  Hist.,  lib.  iii.,  cap.  83.     The  account  in  Folylnn*  is  not  so  easily  recoiHsitable 
^[^U  pment  appeaioncee  a*  Umt  in  Livy ;  he  talks  of  bilhi  to  the  light  aod  left  of  tho 
»^im  and  valley  ;  but  when  Fhunlnius  enMred  he  had  the  lake  at  the  right  nf  bnth. 
"■    ■■    It  the  middle  of  tbe  twelfUi  century  Ibc  coiiia  of  Mantnu  bore  m  one  ride  tht 
cm  d"  Itnlia,  pi.  ivii,,  i.  i).      Voyogv  dun^  1e  MiIbom^ 
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the  rune  of  an  eneioy,  ujil  UaDDibitl  tlit  UiTthagiuuia  ii  the  oiilj  anriroi 
imbered  ua  tbe  builu  of  the  PerugiMi  kks.  Fluniuiiu  i*  nnknovn  ;  but 
the  pnatilious  an  that  road  havu  l««u  laiigbt  tu  show  ths  rery  ijiot  when  //  Cmtmilt 
Romano  wu  idiUD.  Of  sll  who  Taught  aiiU  fell  ui  the  battle  of  ThrMinutia,  tJu  bu- 
tariui  hinuelf  hu,  begidea  thn  geuemja  and  MiOuubnl.  )imennl  ii>d«il  oulj  k  UD^ 
Duoe.  Yon  nvettHke  thn  Carthagiuiiui  Kgnin  ou  the  hidk  row!  to  Rutne.  The  uti- 
Duarj.  that  is,  the  hmtltr  uf  the  pualhonsn  at  Spuleto.  iclli  y uu  that  his  town  rspnWi] 
Uie  riuturiuni  eueuj,  ud  idiowi  j'ou  tlie  gnle  still  calltd  I'via  M  A  nnHaU.  It  it 
hinil;  Kurth  while  tu  renmrk  thst  &  French  tnTel  writer,  wril  known  Ij  the  iiaa-e 
if  the  Prmident  Dapal;.  uw  Thnuintene  iu  the  lake  uf  BoUiu,  whieli  Uj  au&nuii- 
tntl;  DD  hii  w&j  ftom  Eiepiu  to  Huwe. 

'^  No  book  of  trmfehi  has  omitted  to  eiintiiiM  OD  tbe  tem)ile  af  the  Ctitnnuraa,  tv 
twHu  Poligno  and  Bpolelo )  and  du  site,  or  Bccuery,  erca  \a  Italy,  ii  man  WDitliy  a 
de8cri|itJoa.  For  an  accoDDt  of  tbe  dilapidatjuu  uf  thit  (viii|ile.  the  reader  U  n^etnd 
to  '■HiatoiicallUoBtnLtiuiuDrtheFoanhCauIoufChiiae  Uuuld,"  p.  31, 

'^  [la  my  way  to  Temi  I  «aw  tbe  river  Qitumnua,  celebnled  b/  ta  tnany  of  th* 
poeta  fur  a  partieular  quality  in  ita  watt^n  of  loakibg  catUi!  while  tliat  iltink  of  it. 
Tbe  isbabiUuita  of  that  couutiy  have  itill  the  ionic  opiaion  of  it,  U  I  fnunJ  iiixia  in- 
qairy,  and  have  a  great  many  oisd  of  a  whitiah  oolonr  to  coDflrni  theni  iu  IL  II  ia 
prolnble  thii  bieod  was  first  aeCtled  in  the  eaaulry,  and  oortiniiias  Mill  tbe  ^jua 
■peciei,  baa  made  the  iuhabiljuita  impute  ic  to  a  wrong  caue. — AdmsdK.] 

*  [Perhaps  there  are  no  vcrma  in  out  laugna^  uf  happier  de*cri{>llTe  poww  than  tk* 
■tuuaa  which  characleriiw  tbe  Clilnmnuii.  Iu  geuenl  pueli  find  it  hi  difficult  tn  tetre 
au  interesting  anliject,  that  they  Injure  the  diaUnelnen  uf  thu  deacriptiaa  liy  ksfliDC  it 
so  as  to  embamsn.  tsther  tliau  ei<'ite,  the  fancy  of  the  reader  ;  or  else,  la  amid  tiua 
fault,  they  cunfiiiE  themtelves  to  cold  and  abatracl  geuenlitiea.  Byron  hu,  is  ibc  two 
preoeding  itanua.  admirably  it«cred  hia  cuurie  Iwtwiil  ibeae  eitrcme*.  While  lb* 
eye  glauuea  »ver  the  lines,  we  seem  to  feel  the  reFiBdiing  eoulneu  of  tbe  aeeac 
hear  the  bubbling  tale  of  the  more  ISpid  streams,  and  see  lli«  slmder  |ir«|Kirtii 
tbe  rural  temple  refiealed  in  the  crysuil  depth  ufthe  calu  pool. — gia  VI  xi-Taa  Sonr.  | 

*>  [The  rirer  Vellno  runs  extremely  rapid  before  jla  Atll,  and  ruthea  down  a  preripix* 
of  a  hundred  yarda  high.  It  throws  ilaelf  into  the  hollow  of  a  niek.  wiiich  has  pm- 
bably  bBGu  worn  by  such  a  constant  Gii!  of  wawr.  It  is  Imposailte  to  sn>  the  boU  -a 
on  which  it  breaks  for  the  thickness  of  the  mist  which  rises  (rum  It,  which  louke  al  i 
distance  like  clouds  uf  sinuke  ascending  frum  sume  vast  furnace,  and  dislila  la  jm- 
petual  rains  ou  all  the  places  that  lie  near  it.— Annivoii.] 

*'  [The  river  Telino,  atUr  having  (onud  ila  way  out  ftrim  amnni;  the  rwka  wbers  il 
falls,  runs  into  the  Nera.  Tbe  chanuel  uf  this  Uat  river  ia  wbile  wiUi  nKkt,  awl  tht 
surface  of  it,  for  a  l<!iig  apace,  ooTersd  With  fmth  and  bubbles ;  for  il  runs  all  abiD( 
npuu  (Ih!  frat,  aiid  is  still  breaking  against  thn  stunci  tliat  oppose  il>  pMaafc. — 

"  I  saw  the  Cascata  del  Marmore  of  Tcmi  twice,  at  dilfereiit  periwls— odcb  fron  Ibi 
tummit  uf  the  prealpiee,  and  aijaln  ^m  the  valluy  beluw.  Tbe  luta  *i«w  la  (art i 
be  preferred,  if  the  Itanelkr  has  time  fur  one  only  ;  but  iu  any  p»tat  uf  view,  iiiiW 
from  above  or  below,  it  is  worth  nil  the  cascades  aud  tiirmits  of  SwitsBland  pal 
logiilber :  the  Staubach,  &fichpubai*li.  Fi»r  Vacbe,  liill  uf  Arpcna),  kc  ore  rilla  is 
aoa-parative  appeanuoe.     Of  llic  fall  uf  Schaffhauicn  I  eannut  speak,  not  yvt  ha*ta| 


»«  Of  the  time,  place,  anil  qualities  "f  tliis  kin.1 
Bocmmt,  in  a  note  b>  UanfTtd.  The  fnll  Ii..k8  n. 
that  Addison  thought  the  dcK'eut  alluded  U>  by  Ibe 
tbe  interual  reKiuna.  Il  is  singular  emxiijh,  thai  ti 
should  be  arulicial — this  of  the  Vcliuu,  aud  the 
stiuutly  recumuiendcd  Ifi  trvcc  the  Vcliuu.  al  Iims 


uf  iris,  the  rmltT  will  «•  a 
mao^  like  ■■  tU  hrll  of  >a1  . 
faV  in  wbidi  Aleot->  pliiac>^  iati 
u  of  the  finest  easrailni  In  Eunfir 
on-  at  Tirnii,  The  t»nll<r  (• 
u  hiiih  IS  the  litUs  lakt  rallM 


KOTES  rO  CANTO  THE   FOURTH. 


art! 


Pii'  di  lup.  the  Reatine  lemtory  tu  the  Italian  Teiupe  (Cic«r.  BpUt.  ad  Atlie.  xt. 
lih.  IT.),  aad  the  ancient  utaraliRs  (Flin.  Uiit.  Nat.  lib.  ii,  cap.  Ixii.),  arooDgrt  nlber 
bKuiiriil  Tuiniea.  nmarkal  the  doily  rwnbowa  of  the  lake  Veliniu,  A  sohoUr  ut 
gmt  name  faaa  deroted  a  trealiee  to  thia  diatrict  alone.  Sie  Aid.  Manul.  "  D« 
BAlina  Urbe  Agnque,"  ap.  Sollengre,  Thnaur.  torn.  i.  p.  77^. 


'•  Iq  U.e 


**  [Id  mj  vtj  to  Home, 


grcaler  port  of  Gwiturlaod,  the  aialanchei  are  ksawn  by  the  n 
igb  hill  standing  by  itwlf  in  tfae  Campania 


h  an  S,  St.  On»t«.- 


nay  probably  re 


ind  the  reader  of  EnBign  N 


„n  Northerton"a  remarfca, 
••  D— B  Uouio,"  &t ;  but  Uie  reiwonB  fur  our  diBlike  are  not  eiactly  the  same.  I  wish 
tu  ^apraa,  that  ve  become  tired  of  the  laak  before  *b  «n  comprehend  the  beauty ; 
tiiat  we  leam  by  rvhe  before  we  can  get  by  heart ;  that  tbe  (reahneaa  is  worn  away, 
u>d  tbe  future  pieaanre  aud  advantage  deadeued  and  deeCroyed,  by  the  didactic  anti- 
djAtion,  at  an  a^  when  we  can  neither  feel  nor  nnderataud  the  power  of  coirpuaitiDiu 
*bich  it  reqairea  an  acquaintance  with  life,  ai  well  aa  Latin  and  Greek,  to  reliah,  or 

the  finot  pamgea  uf  Ehnkipeare  *"  To  be  or  nut  to  be,"  for  iollance),  Irom  the  haint 
lit  having  Uiera  hammered  iiitu  na  at  eight  yean  old,  aa  an  exercise,  not  of  mind,  but 
at  u^mocj  :  so  that  when  we  are  old  enongh  tu  enjoy  them,  the  taate  is  gone,  and  tha 
appetite  palled.  In  loiue  parte  uf  the  continent,  yunng  fKnona  are  (augbt  ftom  more 
euionon  anthora.  and  do  Lot  rend  tbe  best  clasuca  till  t]ielr  niitnrity.  I  certainly  do 
uut  apeak  on  tliia  point  from  any  piqne  or  aversion  towarda  the  plate  of  my  eduiation, 
1  vaa  not  a  dow,  though  an  idle  Iwy ;  and  I  believe  uu  oue  could,  ur  can  be,  mure 
allacbed  tt>  Harrow  Ihau  1  haie  always  been,  and  with  maoa  ; — a  part  uf  tbe  time 
[Hill ml  there  waa  tho  happiest  of  my  life ;  and  my  preocpbir,  the  Rev.  Dr.  .luieph 
Ifrury.  waa  tbe  Iwit  aud  worthieet  friend  1  ever  p'>eaeiKd,  whose  waminga  I  have 
RioeDihRed  bnt  too  well,  though  Itw  late  when  I  bate  erred, — and  whoae  cuumela  I 
bNvi>  bat  lollowed  when  I  have  done  well  or  wiiwly.  If  ever  Ihit  imperfect  r«card  ol 
my  feplins>  towanla  him  ihould  reach  his  eyes,  let  it  remind  him  "f  one  who  nCTer 
Uiinka  of  him  but  with  gratitude  and  veneraiiun — uf  one  whu  wunld  more  gladly  boast 
at  having  been  his  pupil,  if,  by  mine  ctoBclj  foUuwing  luk  iujuticUuug,  he  Cuald  reflect 
•ny  huuuur  upon  hia  ioatructur. 

n  Rome  the  Wonderful.  A)  n  whole — ancient  and 
itinople,  every  thing — at  least  that  1  have  tver  seeu. 
Hut  1  ant  dcacnbe,  because  my  fnt  impitusiuns  arc  always  strong  and  cnnfiued.  and 
toy  memory  <r/cc(>  and  leduna  ILem  to  order,  like  diataiu'e  in  the  landscape,  aud 
Ucwla  them  better,  although  they  may  be  tees  distbct.  As  fur  tbe  CuliKUm,  I'ai.- 
Ibtvn,  St.  Feler**,  the  Vatican,  I'alaliae,  he.  kc. — they  are  quite  incuiiceivable,  aud 
IBUat  be  «»."— ityron  LclltrM,  May,  1S17.] 

**  Pot  a  comment  on  this  and  the  two  following  gtaiiaa,  the  reader  may  comnlt 
"Hiaturiol  lUustratiuns,"  p.  iS. 

**  [Christiana,  as  such,  eontiibuled  little  towards  the  defacement  of  heathen  Bomf. 
The  princi|Kl  ratagei  they  oonnniltwi  were  by  employing  the  maliriali  of  tlie  anciiu.t 
in  the  mnatrortiun  of  modem  edifices.  The  ovcrflowiugs  of  the  Tiber,  thongh  die 
JxHt  injuriuDs  of  the  destroying  agencies  specified  by  the  poet,  have  olien  dama^til 
tsDodrrably  the  lower  parts  of  the  city.] 

mphs.      He  is  followed  by  ranviniiu  ; 

•'  Certainly,  wK.t  it  not  for  these  two  traita  in  the  life  of  Sylla.  nlludeil  Co  m  tli.t 
•tanja,  we  should  regard  bim  aa  a  mnmter  unrwleemeil  by  any  admirable  quality. 
The  ii'aumtH'  ol  his  voliuiWrj  reeignati'm  uf  empire  mny  potha]*  be  r  't:-ia[  h;  •u, 


NOTES   TO  CAMU  TUB   FUUKTIL 


i[«ilr>iyi!4  hiiD.  There  iniiild  be  uu  uiri 
tUuii^lit,  like  lii>crau«,  thai  wlukl  bail  ■ 
wluM  luut  Uiin  uiisUikHu  for  Jinda  wai 
cluuigec  lonkH  una  iil^',  de  b  hfun 


1,  -tbii  if  tliej  hail  nut  tEip«.:(iii  uiiul  Lin 
,  liii  iltTiBuii  uf  iipiniiHi ;  tli«3r  miut  lwv«  aJ 
k*ml  uoiutiun  ■■■  k  Iutb  uf  ^uij.  aail  llnl 
a  rsul  gmiilaur  uf  HuL — l''liiu^B«u.  • 


"  Ou  tbe  3nl  of  S«i.tcinber  Cr^mi 


,«da,.  . 


ii  be  had  ei 


1  the  Tidorj  of  Dnabu- : 
I  OTGCMer  ;  >ud  ■  few  jixn 
It  (artuoate  fur  bim,  dital. 


liBS  ■Imdj  been  reeonlnl  bj  tW 
oipLre/'     Ur.  liiblxiD  foiimj  it 
Bililtd  to  hia  ra«ntiiA  uf  tt,  I 


entcd  tbe  Jadgmi 


"  The  iirojeettd  division  of  the  Spada  Poinpej 
bialiirian  of  the  '^  Decliiie  aod  Fall  uf  the  &oQiau  h 
the  nieuioriabi  of  Planiiiiimi  Vancu;  and  it  maj  h 
Ft>|>B  Juliua  iil^  gave  tbi!  cuntcDdinj;  owiidi-A  live  ] 
I  ,-eaented  it  tu  dinliDat  Capo  di  Kuro,  who  Lad  ] 
From  being  exocnted  upon  the  ima^.  In  a  man 
]Kwinl  to  ui  actual  u|iiualian  :  for  the  French,  who  acud  the  Brutiu  of  Voltaire  in  tiw 
IJotiscum,  rew>lTixl  that  their  CieBar  ibould  &J]  at  tbe  baee  of  that  Pompey,  *Udi  ir 
Bupposed  tu  have  been  aprinkleJ  with  tbe  blood  of  the  origiital  dictabir.  The  tune-tiol 
hero  Hu  thtreRire  removed  to  tbe  arena  of  the  >iapbilh«trf,  knd,  to  &oilitKt«  iU 
Innapun,  tndvred  tbe  tempiunry  amputation  of  ila  right  arm.  Tbe  npntiUcBD  In- 
Bediimi  lud  to  plead  that  the  ami  one  a  reBtor&tiim  :  bnt  their  aocuifn  do  not  bclin* 
tbnt  tbe  iulegnty  of  tbe  Btutne  would  bare  ptolected  it.  Tbe  l-jie  uf  finding  tnrf 
ouincideuce,  ban  discoTered  the  true  Cneuian  iebor  in  a  stain  near  tbe  rigbi  kne*;  l«t 
wldtr  critidam  bas  rejecte<l  nut  only  tbe  bluod,  but  tbe  inrtrait,  and  aiaifiMd  tb« 
globe  of  power  nitber  to  tbe  Gut  uf  tbe  empenirs  tban  to  tbe  last  of  the  repaUioB 
uiwten  ofKuine.  Winhelnwaa*  in  loth  tu  allow  an  hcroie  Maine  of  ■  Roman  diam, 
tut  the  Griuiani  Agrijipo,  a  cunteni|iorar}  almost,  IB  bennc;  and  naked  Romui  l^rai 
wi:re  unl;  ytry  rare,  nut  abaulutul;  forbidden.  Tbe  lace  rtceuida  much  better  whk  tk* 
"  homiuciu  iulegruiu  vt  otatuia  et  gnTeoi,"  I'  than  vith  an;  of  tbe  boila  of  AagiMa^ 
nnd  IB  loo  iteni  for  hlio  wbo  w»t  beautiful,  wji  Saetanin*,  at  all  perioda  of  bi*  Vtt. 
The  prel«nded  likeneu  (o  Alexander  the  Oreat  cannot  be  diacerned,  bnt  tbe  taha 
rewmble  tho  medal  uf  Fonpey.^  Tbe  objertionable  glube  may  nut  have  been  aa  iU- 
■pplicd  Battery  to  bin  who  I'ound  Asia  Idinor  the  boundary,  and  left  it  tbe  oeatre  i£ 
tliD  Koioan  empire.  It  aeema  that  Winkelmiuin  ha>  made  a  miitake  in  thinking  that 
MO  proof  of  the  identity  of  thia  statue  witb  that  which  reoeiTcd  the  bloody  Bcnfica  ean 
be  derived  from  the  apot  where  it  waa  diiooravd.  f  Fhuninin  Vans  saja  taOo  «■• 
run'ina,  and  tbi>  cautiiut  Is  known  to  have  been  in  the  Vieolo  de'  Leutari,  uhu  lb* 
Canoollivria  ;  ■  pueilion  cornipaading  txtrllj  to  that  of  the  Janni  Man  the  h  '" 
of  Pompey'a  theatre,  lo  wbieb  Augnstui  tranefbriTd  the  ataloe  after  tl 
either  burnt  or  taken  dawn.  !l  Part  of  the  "  Pompeian  ^lade,"  the  porlJoo,  e 
the  beginning  of  the  XVth  century,  and  the  uri-Jttm  waa  (till  called  SaBm- 
DloudiiB,  At  all  ocuti,  id  impoaing  u  the  stem  nuueatr  of  the  aUtne,  ai 
ralile  ia  the  story,  that  the  play  of  the  imogiuatiun  lisvea  no  noa  for  tb*^ 
the  jndgnipiit,  and  tbe  fiction,  if  a  fiction  it  is,  operatea  oi 
nut  Iwa  pnwerlul  than  truth. 

"  Anoicnt  B 
fuatormatiii'r  uf  her  founder ;  but  (here  wen 
imrticular  mention.     One  uf  IbeM.  uf  brao  in  niKiinK  vunt,  Has  Men  by  Diui 

•  SUria  duUe  Arti,  *c.,  Kb.  U.,  cap.  i.,  pp.  321,  322,  loin.  ii. 
t  Uiitr.  K\tM,  ad  Alticoni,  li.,  B. 
;    riil>lmiieil  by  Canaeuii,  ia  III*  UowuRi  KomanuRi. 
f  St..™  ddte  Arti,  kc,  lib,  h..  rap,  i. 

II  Sutiuii.,    iu  Vit  AugnKt.,   mp,   iiii  ,  atui   In  Vil.  f,  J,  Owi,.   04..  I. 
Appku  «yii  it  was  biinit  duvrn.     Ix-t  a  iii-Uj  uf  Pitiwjuj,  lu  ilu■tDUlu^  p.  i:Jl. 
1   A«tiq.  Uuui.,  lib.  1. 


r  the  iw^vM 
UrtMa.   i^m^M 
rtb*4^^^H 

orvde^^H 


TO  CANTO  THE   FOltRTH. 


*^  t-Ke  temple  of  Somiilns,  Dndei  the  PalntiDc,  ind  is  uaivemiilf  beliered  bn  be  thai 
"■"■Lioutil  bj  tbe  Latin  LiBtorinii,  u  bavins  l^^en  niule  from  the  money  collected  by  ■ 
u>e  oil  luoren,  and  ae  standing  under  the  Riuninnl  Gg-tne.*  The  other  wu  thai 
*h*cJi  Llcout  han  celelirabed  both  in  |>rDBe  and  vcriie,  sod  vhieh  the  bLitarian  Dion 
**""  reeirds  u  haviug  suffered  Uie  same  accident  on  ia  alluded  to  by  tbe  orator.^  Tbe 
*ia«titioD  igilalcd  by  the  aotii)uarieB  is,  wbetber  tbe  volf  now  in  Lbs  Conservatur'a 
'^^^■cc  a  that  of  Liry  and  Kunjalos,  or  that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  it  a  neither  one  nor 
Uke  utlicr.  Tbe  («rlier  Hiiten  differ  aa  much  ai  tbe  moderns  :  Lueina  Paimiu  g  tays, 
"'M  it  ii  tbe  one  alluded  ti>  by  both,  wbicli  is  imponable,  and  also  by  Virgil,  which 
'"^T  b«.  Fnlviiu  Urauiuill  call*  It  the  wolf  of  Dlaujuns,  and  MarliaDiu5[  talks  of  it 
••  .*l>«  one  mentioned  by  Cicero.  To  him  Rycquiua  Irtniblingly  msenle."  Sardini 
>■  UkdiMd  to  sui-iwse  it  may  be  one  of  the  many  wolves  prewrred  in  ancient  Rome  ; 
"*«"»  or  the  two  rather  beads  to  the  Ciwronian  slatne.+t  Muntfouconil  tueatioua  it  aa 
•  txtiBt  without  doubt  Of  tbe  Utter  writers  the  dcciaiie  Winkelmann  §§  iiroelaima  it 
"■hairing  been  found  at  tbe  church  of  Sunt  TbwHiore,  where,  or  near  where,  was  the 
7****ple  1^  Komuloi,  and  consequently  makes  it  the  wolf  of  Dinuysins.  His  aaChority 
Ml    Ludiu  PaniiUB,  who,  bowerer,  only  says  that  it  mn  jilaced,  nut  /ound,  at  the 


^  >lwM  Tbeodon.     Kycquiii*  itas  tbe  first  lo  make  the  mistake,  and  Winkelmann 
""lowed  Rycqnids. 

flAminitui  V'aeea  tells  quite  a  dilterent  stoty,  and  says  he  tutd  heard  the  wolf  with 
^^  (wins  oaa  found  1ll|  near  the  arch  of  Sejitimius  Surenis.  Tbe  commentator  on 
jj^UskeUuanii  is  of  the  sume  o]iinion  with  that  learned  peniou,  and  is  incensed  at 
*7**>diDi  tm  nut  having  remarked  that  Cicero,  in  speakiog  of  the  wolf  struck  with 
i^hxiiing  in  tbe  Cajiitol,  nukket  ow  of  the  pest  tense.  Bui,  with  ihc  Abate'a  leave, 
?*^«»lini  does  not  positively  assert  the  it»tue  tu  be  that  mentioned  by  Cirero,  and  if  be 
**•*,  the  asmmptiun  would  not  perhaps  have  been  so  exceedingly  induwreet.  The 
^.*^Me  himseU  is  obliged  to  own  Uiat  there  are  marks  tery  like  tho  scathing  of  ligbt- 
_  **Ns  in  the  binder  le^  of  tbe  |>rcseiit  wolf;  and,  to  get  rid  of  this,  oildH,  that  the  wolf 
^*"'"»  bj  DiouyHos  might  have  been  also  stJTiek  by  lightuing,  or  otherwise  iojurcd. 
.  l.*t  na  examine  the  aubjtct  by  ■  reference  to  the  wotils  of  Cicero.  Tho  otat**  in 
^^■*»  1"'*^  seems  to  particnlorise  lie  Romulus  and  the  Keinus,  especially  the  first, 
^ksiii  his  audience  remembered  to  haci  £kh  in  the  Capitol,  as  being  struck  with 
r*«tatoiog.  in  his  lerees  be  records  that  tlje  twins  and  woif  both  fell,  and  that  the 
**'*«cr  Ita  behind  the  marks  ui  her  feet.     Cicero  dues  nut  ray  that  the  wolf  was  con- 


:  and  Dion  only  m 


IB  that  it  fell  duwn,  « 


It  alluding,  ss  the  Abate  bos 


~  Liv.  Hist.,  lib.  I.,  cap.  Lux. 
-^-t-  "Tbbi  slotna  Nalla^  turn  Eimulacia  Deorui 
^"^llna  Ti  fiilminii  ictis  ewciderunt."     lie  Divii 

(lianc  nrbem  condidit  Romulus  quem  iusurali 
nberibn*  la[unie 
.   .J 


'■  His  silvcstris  ernl  Komani  oominis  altrix 
Uartio,  que  parvih  Uavortls  seiuioe  natou 
Ubmbua  gravidis  vitsli  rare  rigelmt ; 
Qua  turn  cum  pueris  flauimato  fulminie  ictn 
Conddit,  atqne  avnlsa  pedum  vestigia  tiquat." 

De  Consnlatu,  lib.  ii.  (De  Divinat,,  lib.  i.,  cap.  ii.) 
Kon.  Hist.,  lib.  xinii.,  p.  37,  edit.  Rc.b.  Stejih.,  IS48. 

Luc  Paiini  de  Aotiq.  tirb.  Kom.,  lib.  ii.,  cap,  vU.,  sp.  Sallengre,  torn,  i.,  p.  217. 
.  Ap.  ITardini,  Boraa  Veins,  lib.  v.,  cap.  iv. 
'4  HarliaM  Crb.  Rom.  Topngrai)b.,  lib.  ii.,  cap.  ii. 

**  Just.  Ryojsii  de  Ca^uL  RiMuan.  Comm.,  cap.  uiv,,  p.  250,  eitit.  Lugd.  Bat.  ItiSd, 
"ft  Kaidini,  Ronu  Vetus,  lib.  v.,  cap.  iv. 
$t  piariain  Italic.,  toni.  i.,  p.  174. 

loria  delle  Arti,  Ac,  Ub.  iii.,  op.  iii.,  s.  ii.,  Uute  in,     Wiukelmaun  has  made  a 

a~  bluikder  in  the  note,  by  saying  the  (^ruuisn  wulf  was  vaC  in  Iho  Capitol,  and 

^btt  Dion  was  wrong  in  saying  so. 

]||  Pbun.  Vmco,  Ucmoti«,  num.  iii.,  p.  i.,  afi.  MlrutfH1lco■^  Dior.  Itul.,  lorn.  i. 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  TUB   POUKTH. 


e  him.  to  th«  (orcu  i>(  the  him 


r  the  flminen  with  Kfaicfa  it  h 


TJiv  wliiile  atriHiglb,  therefore,  of  tlw  AUnlc'k  ■i^mtiii 


»bNh,  I: 


i«  that  the  slntui 
ulaerveil  Ihjtt  Ihc  proieat  t»i» 
niarkt  i>r  gilJtng  un  lIu'W"!!.   < 
iitcleDt  givap.     Itinknii"!.  ili.' 
I'heo  utjured  hf  lime  m  ■:  -"  ■ 

culled /oWjmB.'       ItRIH.V    I- 

bad  Wa  repUced  in  !~<itM 
YeapMiftti.      Kycquia*.  n.liiipui 


Bwlut  diiuiniibed    b;  remarking  tl 


then 


u  ltte]rtftli 


nof  Uie  s 


luid  il  i>  «iuitUjr  deu-  ihM  iLin^ 

Im'Ii  ii:ii.'lit  iliHii-furE  lie  >u|ii>iifal  to  iubIi*  |art  af  |l 

Li  -'  - 1  :'  I  iiiM^'isuf  the  (!a|ulul  acre  not  danM 

iiiiocvmiii  uiidergivu&d  iIe]HiBMM 

-      '   iii.it  the  wolf  had  been  wdtpiaMd,  i 

I "<"  ~.i'...i...ii  ttliED  the  Caiatul  wm  icboOkl 

ui'Mi us  i«'  umUofVf.  tcUa  thu  It  WM  tniM*^ 

tiK  Imuran,  uud  Uienw  bi'i>ii|Jil  to  t)i«  Utjiitol.  tr  it  vm  ba 
-ua,  it  may  havp  bvcii  mm  of  the  inafit*  which  Otoaiu  t  •«!>  4 
urum  bv  licUtniug  wlieu  AlMiie  lw>k  toe  dtj.  That  it  a  ofv^ 
rkmaiuhip  in  a  dcdajve  piwf;  and  that  cirramnanTC  iadai 
e  it  the  Hulf  of  Uiuayiiiu.  The  Capitaline  wolf,  howcnr,  ■ 
e  earlj  date  u  that  at  the  teuiile  of  fioinaliu.  LaoUatia 
»ueru  tnat  m  nu  time  Ilie  Itumaju  woraki|;|iMl  a  wolf ;  and  it  is  known  tbul 
Lupcrralin  held  uDt  to  a  rery  late  perivdj  after  eveiy  other  ohecrraiiix  of  the  aod) 
■iiperatition  hid  tutally  expired.  Tbiit  may  a«oimt  fiir  the  preaertaLioo  of  the  Wm!) 
image  longer  than  the  other  enrlj'  ijrmbuls  of  Paijiuiuta. 

It  may  be  permitted,  however,  to  nnuult,  that  the  wolf  was  a  Bcmaii  (jmlid.  h 
tliat  the  wonhip  of  llmt  symbol  i>  au  iofErenre  drawn  by  tho  ubI  of  Idclautioa.  ^ 
early  Christian  writen  are  not  to  be  trusted  in  the  chargee  which  they  make  agril 
the  Pagiuie.  Kuwbiua  wx-uwii  the  Roiduih  to  their  faces  i^  wonhipiung  Simon  H*^ 
■lid  niiaiug  a  sUtue  to  liim  In  tbeidaud  uf  IheTyber.  TbeRoDuu  had  pntbBUy  M 
hnutl  gf  such  a  iwrsnn  before,  who  came,  however,  to  pUy  a  eoniiderable,  them 
■nndaloHS  part  iu  the  phurrii  Idetory.  and  has  left  several  tokens  of  hia  aerial  OM^j 
with  SI  Peter  at  Uutue  ;  Daiwithttanding  that  an  inscription  found  in  this  Tcry  (ital 
iif  the  Tyber  sliowei)  the  Simon  HiKua  of  Euaebius  to  be  a  oert«in  iodigenal  god  M^ 
Semn  Bangus  or  Pidius.lj  l 

Even  when  tlie  wonhip  of  the  founder  of  Ri^me  hgj  bren  abandcoed  it  waa  (Imm 
expedient  to  bumonr  the  hahitfl  of  the  goud  matrons  of  the  city,  by  sending  tbcm  ^ 
their  wck  infvite  to  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore,  aa  they  had  before  niried  1ittm\ 
the  temple  of  Komolua.l  The  piaclice  iBContinoed  to  this  day;  and  tbentaef  f 
above  church  seeoiB  to  be  theteliy  identified  with  that  of  the  temple  ;  so 
Wolf  had  beuD  reaily  fonnd  there,  as  Winkelmann  sayx,  there  would  be  no  dmbt  of  I 
present  itatue  being  that  teen  by  Diunyriu*.  But  Faunas,  in  laying  that  il 
the  Picni  Kuminalis  by  the  ComiUam,  is  only  talking  of  ita  ancient  pnitiaa  aa  nn«4 
by  Ptiuy ;  and  even  if  he  had  been  remarking  where  it  waa  (boBd,  wvoM  004  W 


*  Lue.  Fnnni  do  Antiii.  Crb.  Rom.  lib,  ii.,  cap.  viL,  ap.  Salleugr«,  tarn.  L,  p.  tS 

t  See  nuti}  t«  stanu  bxix.  in  Huiiorical  Illostratiuns. 

t  "  Rumnli  1 
fuisset,  cujuH  Ggunun  gerit." 

e-lit.  varior,  i6iiO  ;  that  is  te      .  ,.   . 

Bis  commoutalor  has  Dbsened  that  the  opintno  of  Livy  ooncerDing  lAOivntia  M 
figured  in  this  wolf  was  nut  univeiaal.  Btraba  thiiught  so.  Byeqniiu  il  «Ma|  I 
saying  that  LaotantJua  mentiuns  the  wolf  was  in  the  Capitnl. 

a  To  *.D,  4»6.   ■•"  •      ■         ■ 

p.  1102,  in  an.  *1IS),  "     . 

orbii  allata  in  Italiam  Lufiercalia  '.  "    I ielauua  wrote  ■  letMr  wluch  oeenpiea  faor  U 

pages  I<i  Andnuuaehua  the  neuator,  and  utlKra,  to  show  that  the  rilea  shonld  b*  ^M 

lartyr  had  told  U»  atrvy  MM 
1.!c.     Shi  NanUai,   f 


txix,  in  Huiiorical  Illastratiuns.  | 

.npa  bonoribus  cat  afleeta  divinis,  et  ferma,  si  koioMl  i|M 
erit."  Lactant.  De  PalsA  Rfligione,  lib.  i.,  cmp.  xz..  p.  II 
t  is  to  say.  lie  wonld  ratber  adore  a  wolf  thui  a  pn«tiH| 
bsened  that  the  opinion  of  Livy  oonceraing  lAOivntia  M 
ks  nut  universal.     Btraba  thiiught  so.     Byeqniiu  il  «Ma|  I 

itJui  mentions  the  wolf  was  in  the  Capitnl.  Jt 

■'  Quis  crwieni  p.jssit.  says   Baronina  (Ann.  Bocks.,  ton.  <fl 

i,  "  viiiuisae  sdhuc  Kuiun  ad  Uehuii  Irmpun,  qoB  fuen  ante  moM 


II  &xbt.  Hist.,  lib. 


.,  p.  40. 


nil.  Tu..  cap.  : 

H    KIODCXII 


Ripa.  I 


»  l)m-ri. 


>iic,  &<'.,  'li  Kooatl 


IB  FsUtijis 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  THE   FOURTH. 

d  to  Uw  clmreh  of  Sniiit  Theodore,  but  to  a  ray  diflerent  pbc«,  r 
logbl  the  Pieua  Bumisnlis  hod  beco,  uid  also  the  CuiuUiiuu : 

a  bj  the  church  of  Suits  Msria  Liberatiice,  at  the  oonitr  uf 

Mill  <a  the  Fonuit. 

Itb,  in  &et.  »  mere  aiDJwture  where  the  inmge  vm  twtiuJlj  dug  up  ;  and  perba|iii, 
1 1lcobvie,  the  marki  of  the  giliiiug,  aud  of  the  Ughtiiing,  are  a  better  arguueDt  iu 
"  ■  a  being  the  Ciceroniau  wolf  (ban  anj  that  can  be  adduced  for  the  aininty 
U  anj  rat^  it  ia  reasonably  selected  iu  ibe  tert  of  tbs  pueui  as  one  of  the 
^on  JAlTesting  relics  uf  the  ancient  cit.v,*  and  is  certaiuEj  the  figun-,  if  uot  the  very 
"'~  '  ~    irhich  Virgil  alludea  in  his  beautjfid  verses  i — 


"  Qeiol 


ahuic 


Ludere  peudenl4!s  pi 

ImiMiidos;  illaui,  lereli  cerricD  reHexBiu, 

Mnluere  uileruus,  et  corpora  fiugere  linguiL"  f 

"  It  U  pnaible  to  be  a  rerj  great  duib  and  to  be  still  rerj  inferior  to  Julius  (ieBar,  the 
^oM  complete  character,  so  LonI  Bacon  thought,  of  all  antiquity.  Nature  seeius 
'■x«|i«hle  of  (nch  extraurdinar;  Dimbinaliouft  ascofflpoaod  hia  venalJle  capacity,  which 
Was  the  wonder  even  of  the  Koiuaus  tbeuiselree.  The  firaC  gonerul — ihe  only 
^c^iunplunt  politician— inferior  to  none  in  eloqnruce — comparable  to  any  in  the 
*tt«iiiiui'Uta  of  wisdom,  in  an  age  made  up  of  the  greateat  c.^mnjandera,  statesmen, 
ormum,  and  philoaopbers  that  erer  appeared  in  the  world — an  author  who  cpmpnsed 
)*  perfnn  (pecitaen  of  milibuj  annals  in  hu  traTelliug  carriage — at  one  time  in  s 
'ontrntmy  vitli  Cato,  at  another  writing  a  treatise  on  punning,  ami  collecting  a  set 
"''  suod  Hjingv— fighting  and  makinx  lore  at  the  lanic  moment,  aud  willing  to  sbandon 
^vtit  hi*  mi)>ire  and  his  misirea  for  a  night  of  the  Counlains  of  the  Nile.  Sucb  did 
— *~  M*  tJtasar  appear  to  hi>  contecnpunirieB,  and  to  those  of  the  lubeequeut  ages  whu 
e  the  most  iucliunl  to  de|jliire  and  eiecrale  liia  falal  genius. 

rau>t  not  be  so  much  duilcd  with  his  snrpaisiiig  glory,   or  with    his 

ouB,    bin  stoisbie   qualities,    as  to  forget   the   deciuou   of   his   impartial 

•.«ry««.:— 

rognosd,  nihil  percepi,  nihil  taxi 

s,  brevia  curricula  *ita;  inprufando 

is  omnia  t«neri ;  nihil  reritati  relinqai : 

le  dbierunl.* — Aoulem.  I.  13.     the  dglitcen 

bich  bate  elapsed  linec  Cieeru  wrote  this,  hare  not  removed  any  of 

_, of  humanity  :   and  the  cotoplainta  of  the  ancient  philosophers  may, 

'^'^khwa  iqiusllcF  or  affectation,  le  tnutacribed  iu  >  poeui  written  yeslenlaj. 


ail 


[Wordswotth  Doa^lered  this  the  finest  image  in  Lord  Byron's  poetry.      "Aa 
'■■'tying."   be  said,    ''a  grand  ideal  truth,   symbalised  I9  an  equally  grand  and 
****^puading  unusual  pbenomenou  of  the  outer  world,  it  was  hardly  to  be  surpae»ed."| 

— ^  Alloding  to  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Hetella.  eslli'd  Capo  di  Buve.  See  ■■HLataricul 
"^*V»tiMis,"  p.  200.  [Pour  words,  and  two  initials,  oompoMi  Ibo  whula  of  the 
^"*Mian  which,  whaterer  was  its  ancient  position,  is  now  placed  in  front  of  this 
^^>ig  sepnlchn  :  CaoiLif .  Q.  Curioi.  F.  MirtiLLJt.  CnaaBt.J 


jv^    I^nattu,  li 
^^  •*niepQsila< 


xriii.,  give*  a  medal  representing  on  one  side  the  wolf  in 
n  the  Capitol ;  aud  on  the  reverse  the  wolf  with  the  head 
reverted.      It  is  of  the  time  of  Antotunus  Tins. 
^^T^-^n..  Tiii.  631.     See  Dr.  Middleton,  in  bis  letter  from  Rome,  who  iodines  to  the 

^J'ooiaB  wolf,  hot  without  eiaroining  the  subject. 
^^J  *  Jure  frtva  eiirtimetur,"  nys  Suetouius,  after  a  fair  falimation  of  his  chanict«r, 
^!~*  inaking  use  of  a  phnae  which  ii-as  a  forrnuhi  in  Lity'e  time.  "Melium  jnra 
^T?'*  {mmnntiavit,  etiam  si  regni  crimine  insons  fuerit : "  [lib.iv.,  ™|i.  ilviii.  j  ami 
""WJi  waaeuntinned  in  the  legal  judgments  ]>raDOunocd  in  justifiable  humiddca,  audi 
T*  killing  hoUBBbreakera.  See  Soetou.,  in  Vit.  (.'.  J.  C's^ar,  with  llie  ivuinivulBly  at 
"*i»e«t,  p.  ISi 


tm  HOTK  TO  CANTO  THE  FOPBTB, 

Bid),  Pnuic  Phil.  Bruuck.  Fucti^  OuouiiEi,  p,  231,  edit.  )7»l. 

•"  Tlie  FaUline  ii  une  oum  of  miiu,  parti«uUrly  on  th*  nde  towmla  the  Curu 
Mftiiniiu,  The  ver;  noil  la  funoed  of  irnimbled  briclEwork.  NuIhinE  has  Icoi  tdil, 
noUiingau  lie  tolJ,  lowtur^thelwlieriirwij  but  a  Uunuui  uitiqauj.  See  Uiitnnnl 
IJIitAntiuiUi,"  p,  sua. 

'!'  The  ftntbur  of  the  Life  of  CicerD,  (peaking  of  tlie  apinion  cDlertaiaed  :  t  BritaiL 
by  that  iirabir  anil  hiR  cnntemporar;  RiiniitDK,  ban  the  following  etoqaent  tit*iW(i  :— 
"  FruiD  thur  raillerio  of  thia  kinil,  oa  the  tnrharrtj  aod  mieerj  uf  out  iduxl.  n>  ^ 

iKQnut  hulp  redecting  on  tba  surpriiing  late  luiil  nriolationB  of  kingduuiH  ;  bow  Koae 
uuoe  the  miiitina  uf  the  vorM,  the  wat  of  *rtii,  empire,  uid  gluij,  nuw  lio)  mnt  it  -^ 

iloth,   ignaiBOce,  and   poverty,  enslaved  to  tbe  nunt  croel  u  well  u  to  tbe  mn  ^j 

»ntem[itible  of  Qnititii,  RUpvrMitiin  and   religinni   imp<stare ;    while   tliia  naMr         ^^ 

omntry,  Kncieotl;  the  jeat  and  contempt  of  the  polite  IIdiduii,  ia  beoinie  tike  b^-pj  ^pw 
■eat  of  liberty,  plenty,  and  letten  :  flaurithing  in  all  tbe  arts  uuJ  reGnemmla  gf  rit^  C^-J 
life  ;  yet  nmaing,  perhape.  the  taaxt  courae  which  Bnme  iUelT  hud  run  before  it,  fma  «^^m 
vinnuUB  indantry  ti>  wealth ;  from  wealth  to  Ininry ;  fram  iDiarj  to  an  imfstiaiN  ^^i^;^,_ 
uf  diKiiiline,  and  cormption  of  merala  :  till,  by  a  lalal  degeneracy  and  Uaa  of  nrlat,  ,  ,, 
being  Erown  ripe  for  deetnictton,  it  fall  a  prey  at  lost  to  soToe  hardy  oiiprevai,  ami.  ^  ^~  '  j' 
witb  llie  lues  of  liberty,  tuaing  CTeiything  that  i>  vatnable.  sinka  gndoallj  ogaia  ■-*---  »  miii, 
ila  original  barhariam."  {(^  "HiBlory  of  the  Life  of  M.  Tnlliua  Cicen^"  eecti  ii,»  S--A 
vol.  ii.,  p.  102.) 

^  The  column  of  Trajan  ia  surnioanted  by  St.  Peter  ;  tliat  of  Anrvliui  by  Si.  Pi»U»-^  jj 
See  "  Hiaturical  IlluBtra^ona,'' p.  211.     [Then  ii  no  fuundaUon  for  tbe  notion  of  Li 
Dyron    tliat  tlie  iitatue  of  8t.   Peter,    whi>:h  now  aannonnU  tbe   pillar  nf  Tnj 
displaced  the  golden  urn  conlaiiiing;  tbe  ashee  uf  the  Emperor  ;  fui  the  urn,  it 
cruwning  tbe  column,  was  boried  at  its  bava.) 

•*  Trajan  was  proBrrbiaOji  the  beat  of  the  Roman  princ^i  ;  osd  it  wnuld  be  a. 
til  find  a  sovereign  nniting  exactly  tbe  oppouln  charaetetintio,  than  one  pinwit 
all  the  happy  qualitiea  aacribed  to  this  cnpuor.      "  When  be  mounted  the  tli 
Hiji  the  hiatorias  Dion,  "ho  vat  strong  in  body,  be  wai  cigorona  in  mind  ; 
impaired  none  of  hia  litcultita  1  hs  woa  altdgetbot  frtK  &um  envy  and  from  deti 
he  hanoared  all  tbe  good,  and  he  adrannd  tbem  :  ruid  on  this  aeocnnt  Uiqr  owtU  ■ 
be  the  objects  of  bii  f«ar,  or  of  hia  hate  ;  be  Dc'cr  lialcned  tc  iofarmfn  i  ' 
way  to  bis  anger:  ho  abstained  eqnally  from  un&lrcxaotiouaiid  unJBst  im 
lie  had  nlher  be  loved  na  a  man  than  honoursil  u  a  aovcreign  ;  he  v 
his  people,  reepaetfol  to  the  Knate.  and  univciaaily  beloTod  by  bulb  ;  hi 
with  dread  but  the  encmiea  of  bia  country."     (See  Butrop.    "  Brer.  Hu 
viii.,  tap.  T. ;  Dion.  "  Hiat.  Rom.,"  lib.  Isiil,  caps.  tL  ril.) 

"  The  name  and  eiploila  of  BiBui  must  be  fiuaillar  to  iha  nailer  of  (libbon.   t 
delatla  ami  iiiedited  macuacripta.  relative  to  this  unhappy  hens  will  ba  seen  ia  ^M 
■'  Uiatoriral  lllustraUoua  uf  tbs  foarth  Canto,"  p.  218. 

i^  The  respectable  authority  of  Planilniiu  Vacna  would  incline  us  to  belinv  ia  ^M 
clnima  of  the  Bgfrian  grutto.*  Ho  awurca  at  that  he  saw  an  JDnia-iption  in  tbe  yt.  — ; 
ment,  ataling  that  the  funntajn  woa  that  of  Kgeria,  dedicated  lu  tlie  pyuplw.  "" 
iuacriptlon  ia  nut  there  at  thia  day,  but  Uonthucon  quotes  two  llnwt  u^Ur"  ' 

*  Memorir,  Ac.  a|>.  Nardiai,  p.  13.     He  does  not  gi^e  the  inscriptlan. 
t  "In  villa  JuKtiniana  eitat  ingeu  la|>is  qnadnita*  lulidoa,  iu  qoo  senlpto  I 
duu  Ovidii  cannina  sunt : — 

'  -Cgcria  eat  quip  piwibet  u|naa  dca  g[«ta  Conuxnis, 
Ilia  Numu  eonjuni  cuutiliumquc  nilt.' 
Qui  lains  vidctur  codcm  Kgcriw  fuuti'.  nut  ejiie  vtiiuiu  i?lliiic  wniinu-talu*."    Diariaa 
Italic.,  p.  1S3. 


J 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  THK   FOCRTH.  !iB7 

*<**  IM  tht  TUk  Oiiutiiii&iii,  which  li«  miu  to  think  htd  Iccoi  bruuglit  frouj  Iht 
*a«gtDtt(L 

Tliii  pcrtto  uh)  nllty  *en  fonnerl;  rrequentcd  in  lummtr,  aud.  pftrUcnlBrl/  tlie 
int  Botdkj  in  Utj,  bjr  the  modein  Komaoi.  who  atloobed  s  iulubriou>  qiulitx  tu  the 
ftisntaia  whirh  tricklet  tram  tn  arifio!  u.  the  bottota  of  the  vsult,  anil,  urerriawLi^' 
tit  litttt  poola,  cncpa  down  ILe  matted  gnu  into  tha  hnwk  below.  The  hrouk  is  tlm 
Oridiui  Almo,  whole  nuoe  ud  qualitia  are  loat  id  the  muleni  Aqiistuvia.  Thu 
*Klbf  it«lf  ii  etUtA  Valle  di  CaSarelli,  from  the  dukes  of  that  luiue  who  mule  oici 
Uieir  roHDlun  to  the  pBllktidni,  with  aixty  rttbbia  of  wtjoiuiDg  luid. 

Tliere  cas  be  little  doubt  that  this  long  dell  is  the  Bgerian  Talle;  of  JnTenol,  uid 
Uke  iBDUDg  pU«  of  Umbntiu,  DOtwilhstanding  the  generiUl;  of  his  camioeDUtori 
kkve  nppo«(d  the  deaeeot  of  the  atinat  and  his  Mend  to  have  been  into  the  Amiaii 
SroTC,  when  the  nymph  met  HippoUtne,  uid  wbeni  she  was  more  pecnliailj  wonhiiiiwd. 
The  etep  from  the  Fortk  Capena  to  the  Alban  hill,  GFbeen  milea  distant,  would  be 
loa  oosidentble,  unlene  we  were  to  bolJBTB  in  the  wild  cDnjectnrB  of  Vossina,  wliu 
Huaku  that  gate  travel  from  Iti  present  station,  where  he  pretends  it  was  daiing  the 
tvign  of  tbt  Kings,  ai  far  a*  the  Ariaian  grove,  uid  then  makis  it  recede  to  ita  old  Hile 
■■Tththe  •hrinking  city.*  The  tnfo,  or  paniice,  which  the  poet  prefera  to  mnrble,  is 
Uke  lalMuoB  cumpDeiag  the  bank  iu  which  the  grotto  is  snnk. 

_  Tke  nHKlem  topographerst  find  in  the  grotto  the  slatUB  of  the  (iyra]ih,  and  niuo 
■ucbii  ^r  iJie  Hnaea  ;  and  a  late  trnveller^  has  disoovered  that  the  L'avc  is  restored  tu 
tbal  liniplicit;  which  the  poet  regrelled  had  been  eichaoged  fur  injudiciuuH  omaujnnl. 
"bI  Um  hnulfew  statae  is  palpalii;  rather  a  male  than  a  nymph,  and  has  none  oF  the 
•Uiibntiw  aneribed  to  it  at  projeut  visible.  The  nine  Muses  Conld  hardly  have  etond 
■•>  ni  nicha :  and  Juvenal  eeruinly  does  not  allude  to  any  individual  caie.  J  Notliirij) 
**»  h.  enJiKM  from  the  aatirist  but  that  somewhere  near  the  I'orta  Capcua  wan  ji 
IfH  in  which  it  wai  enppoeed  Itouia  held  nightly  coDsnltations  with  his  nyoiph,  am! 
**"•»  there  was  ■  grove  and  a  aaered  tonntain,  and  fanes  once  coosecraled  to  the 
^■>«a  1  and  that  btiai  this  spot  there  was  a  descent  into  the  valley  of  Egeria,  where 
**•*  anenl  attiSdal  eates.  It  is  clear  that  the  statoBs  of  tbe  Mqses  mode  no  |iiirt 
'*  the  deMntion  which  the  sntirist  thought  misplaced  in  these  cavea;  fir  he  expressly 
**^eM  nthei  hum  idelubra)  to  these  divinities  above  the  valley,  and  moreover  IvIU 
"**  Ihu  they  had  bem  ejected  to  make  room  lor  the  Jews.  In  bet,  the  little  temple 
^P*  called  thM  o(  Baeehns,  was  formerly  thought  to  belong  to  the  Miues,  and  Kanlini  || 
•***■  them  io  ■  poplar  (trove,  which  was  in  his  time  above  the  valley. 

'*  t<  probable  tram  the  inscription  and  pontion,  that  the  cave  no*  shown  may  be 
^**e  uf  the  "artificial  caverns,"  ofwhiiih,  indeed,  there  is  aoDthcr  a  littie  way  higher 
***  tbi  ralley,  under  a  tuft  of  alder  huahes;  bat  a  nnglt  grotto  of  Egcria  is  a  iiiei-e 
^""^ma  iaventiou,  grafted  upon  tbe  applicatian  of  the  epithet  Egerian  tu  these  uymphea 
,?  S«iier>l,  and  wb^  might  send  as  to  look  fur  the  banntsurNuma  opon  the  lainka  vl 
^•*«  Thunes. 

^    *^^iir  English  Javenal  was  imt  aedoced  into  mistranaUliiiD  by  hi*  aeqiiaiuUmce  witli 
**I*  :  ha  earefidly  preserrea  the  correct  plural— 

"  Thence  slowly  winding  down  the  vale  we  view 
The  Egerian  ffTOU .-  oh,  bow  unlike  tbe  true  I" 
^_^  -t^he  valley  abonnda  with  sgiringa,^  and  over  these  springs,  which  Ihu  Mnjsea  nii^lit 
^^^Xit  tmm  their  neighlKUring  giuvea.  Rgeria  pretkted  :  hence  sbe  wai  will  to  supply 
^r~^*»i  with  valvr;  and  she  was  the  nymph  of  the  giuttoa  through  which  the  luui.tniiis 
'^r*  taught  tc  flow. 
-^Iw  wbulc  of  the  monumenli  in  the  vicinity  of  tbe  Bgeriau  valley  have  received 


1 


L  Tet.  Rom.  ap.  One*.  Ant.  Rom.,  torn,  iv.,  p.  1S07. 
1,  Dearriitone  di  Roma  e  dell'  Agro  Romano,  corrtttn  dall'  Alnte  Veniiti, 
.     .a,  nSO.     They  believe  in  the  grolto  and  nympb.     "SimuUiav  di  qnnlu  dute, 
^^udoiri  anliHte  la  acq  ue  a  pie  di  «*ao." 
%  Cbaaieal  Tour,  ohap.  vi.,  p.  ilj,  vol.  ii. 
%  &t.  Ill 
ti  lib.  iii.,  otp,  iii. 
^  "  Dadiqu*  •  Kilo  tiiatc  soatDriuni."     Naidini,  hb.  iii.,  cap.  ilL 
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^  Satnrn.  Jon 


L 


■iun«  Bt  wilt,  » 

of  Oie  temples  i 

hoped  to   tiDct.     'lue  maiaiartam  ui 

Virtue,  the  temple  of  Buuliiu,  ud,  n 

the  BDtiquuieg'  despnir. 

The  circui  of  Conmlla  depends  on  a  medal  of  th*t  emperor  died  b]r  FalriBi  ETniaiit 
of  which  the  reierae  show!  a,  circus,  supixweil,  buwever,  b;  ii 

OrcDB  Mntimiu.     Il  gives  k  lerj'  goud  idea  nf  U»t  place  ur  eierdse.      TIm  k^  has 
l-eea  but  little  ruaed,  if  we  mnr  judge  Tmrn  the  uokll  cellular  ■tractnn  at  the  md  d 
tne  SiHJU,  which  wu  proliah];  the  chapel  of  the  god  Coniui.     Thii 
tlie  aoil,  ai  it  niiut  have  been  in  the  dnna  itaelf ;  f«r  Dioofiinet  cuold  nut  be  jct- 

■uaded  to  believe  (but  thli  diiinit;  waa  the  BomaQ  Neptune,  beoiiue  kia  ■' 

uudergruund. 

•'  [Lord  Bjrua  refers  here  to  the  complaint  of  JuTenal,  that  in  hi*  daj 
maned  the  gncea  uf  natore : — 

"  How  much  mare  benutcoDB  had  the  fouDtun  be«a 
Euibelliahed  with  her  Gret-creBted  green, 
Where  cryBl&l  etreaua  through  living  torf  had  run. 
And  marble  ne'er  profaned  the  native  atone/' 

DaTDM's  TiBnalation.J 

^  "  At  all  events,"  uyg  Uis  author  of  the  "  Aeademiml  Qncslioiia."  "I  tr»t. 
whatever  may  be  the  IWte  of  mj  own  apecnlationi,  that  phitoauphj  wilt  trgvn  tliai 
eetimation  wliidi  it  ouijht  to  puueaa.  The  free  nod  philoec^ihic  Bpiril  of  our  nalioa  ha 
been  the  Ibeue  uf  admiratiuu  to  Uie  world.  Thia  waa  the  proud  diatunrliaa  ■ 
Englishmen,  and  the  luniiuuui  aouvce  of  all  their  glorjr.  Ehall  we  liun  fur^  U 
nunly  and  dignilitd  BeutimrintB  uf  uur  aurealura,  to  pral«  in  the  languase  uf  tt 
mother  or  the  uume  about  our  good  (dd  prejudices  t  Thi>  is  iiot  llie  wav  tu  dcfcn 
the  ouae  of  truth.  It  waa  not  thus  that  our  btheia  nainloiuHi  it  bi  tW  farilltu 
periods  uf  our  hiato:;.  Prejudice  maj  be  tnulcd  tu  guard  the  outworka  tor  a  ~. 
■paoe  of  time,  while  reaaou  slumbeiw  in  the  citadel  ;  but  if  the  littirr  nnk  iato 
letharg;,  the  former  will  quicklj  erect  a  standard  for  beiaelf.  Fhiluanph<r<  winli^ 
and  libertf  support  each  other  :  he  who  will  not  reaaou  ia  a  bigot ;  he  •!»  cuaot  i^ 
fuol  1  and  be  who  darea  net  ia  a  ahire."  Vol.  i.,  pref,  pp.  II,  IS.  [UmiI  E 
considered  this  paatage  from  Sir  W.  Drummoud  to  be  uue  of  the  beat  in  tb«  I* 

•'  We  read  in  Snetoniua.  that  Aoguslna,  from  a  warning  noeivrd  {a  A  d 
counterfeited,  once  a  year,  the  beggar,  Hitting  before  the  gaU  of  tiia  pahM  w 
hand  hollowed  and  etrelcfaod  out  for  charity.  A  atatue  formerly  in  Iha  tilb  6i 
and  which  ahould  be  now  at  PariH,  repreaenta  tue  Emperor  in  thait  poMure  of  tapa^^ 
cation.  The  utyect  of  that  aelf.de^adation  waa  the  appeaaenRit  of  Kmoia,  ~M 
perpetual  attendant  on  good  fortune,  uf  whoae  power  the  Roman  ojnrinemn  win  ^a^ 
reDiimled  by  certain  aymbola  attached  to  their  ears  of  triouiph.  The  lymbola  — --« 
the  whip  and  the  cralal'i,  which  were  dimoverod  in  the  Kcme«»  oftba  VabcaiL  '^"~~ 
attitude  of  beggary  made  the  above  alBtae  pau  for  that  of  Beliaarina  :  and  until 
eritieiam  of  Winkelman  i  had  iwtiGcd  the  mixUke,  one  6ction  - 
suother.      It  waa  the  same  fear  of  the  aodden  b 

*  fiehinard,  kc.     Sio.  cit.,  pi 

t  Autiq.  BoDi.  lib.  iL,  cap.  i 

t  Sudan.  Id  Vit,  Aogaili,  cap.  ici.     Cataubon,  in  the  note,  nien  to  Plalfcii'fc'' 
Li*ea  of  CbduUdb  and  Jtmilina  Panlua,  and  alio  to  Ilia  apaphtbegniB,  for  lb*  ebajao**' 
of  tbii  deity.     The  hollowed '  hand  wa*  reckoned  the  Un  degree  of  dcfnJalkB  ;  •'' 
when  the  dead  body  of  the  pr»lect  Rufintu  waa  borne  about  in  trianpb  by  lb*  pa    ~  *' 
the  indignity  waa  iucrtaMd  by  patting  hia  hand  in  that  paaitioD. 

I  ^riadelle  Arti,  be,  lib.  lii.,  okp.  ii.,  turn.  U..  p.  411  Tiamati  O. 
■Uttue,  however,  a  Cybele.  It  is  given  in  the  MuMO  Pio-Claneni,  lora.  L.  ■ 
The   Al«te    Vta  ^Spiegaiinnr  dei    Itaiiii,   Ntirta,   Ac,    Uim.  ill.,   p.  513)  a 
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tnuit  king  of  Bijn't  worn  hin  IrienJ  Pii];i.-ralcit  of  8]Un(».  that  the  godi.  IotbiI  thoM 
*bii«  lira  were  cbeqiiered  with  jiHid  uid  evil  firtanea.  NeineBis  wu  auppuHd  lu  lis 
m  vul  ptrticuUrlj  for  tbc  prudent ;  thm  is,  Tor  tho««  whose  oation  rendered  them 
Moaiiblc  udIj  i«  mere  aeddentt :  and  her  Hnt  alcar  was  niaai  on  the  iHnhi  of  the 
Pbniwi  .Itepul  t^  AdnatiM.  prohnbly  the  priniv  nf  tb»t  niiiae  vbo  kitleJ  the  ma 
of  Uniu  bf  mirtake.     UcDce  the  gmldeu  wu  eal!e<l  Adrastea.* 

Tko  fioDLu  NtTDiui  waa  tatitd  and  aii^ul .-  there  vaa  a  If  ia[>le  to  lier  in  thn 
lUaliiw  under  tiu  Dans  of  Bhiunnniia  ;t  m  great,  indeed,  wm  the  prntienaitf  of  the 
Mie'wata  to  tnul  to  the  revolntioo  of  STonte,  and  to  lielLeTo  in  the  dirinitj  of  Forliine, 
tkatintheBimePalatinethereinualciiiplebi  the  Fortune  of  the  daj-I:  Tbia  in  tlie 
i>M  anxmition  whieh  reUins  its  hold  oier  the  human  heart ;  and,  from  ooai^eutnitiiig 
i*  mt  ubJHTt  tie  credolity  »  onluial  to  man,  has  nlwafs  appeared  atrongeit  in  those 
BBmWrruned  bj  other  articles  of  belief.  The  aatiquuiia  have  supposed  this 
^■Uhs  Io  be  sinvafmotu  with  Purtuiie  and  with  Kate  ;  but  it  was  in  ber  vimlictivs 
VMaUlj  that  she  was  wonhi|>|ied  under  the  name  of  Nemesis. 

^  [Between  stanma  cxxiT.  and  oixxri.  we  find  in  (be  original  MS.  the  following : — 
"  K  to  forgive  be  heaping  mala  of  fire — 
As  God  hath  spoken — on  the  heads  of  foca. 
Mine  should  be  a  toIquo,  and  rise  higher 
Than,  o'er  the  Tilims  crush' d,  Olyinpus  rose. 
Or  Athos  soars,  or  blazing  Etna  glowit : — 
True,  they  who  stung  were  creeping  things;  but  what 
Than  serpents'  teeth  iaSicts  with  deadlier  throes  F 

The  Uon  may  be  gotided  by  the  Oust 

Who  socks  the  slumberer's  blood  !— The  Eagle  I^No  :  the  Bat."] 

^  WbttLer  the  wDnderiul  statne  which  snggested  this  image  be  a  laqoaariaa  glidi- 
I  ^^^>  which,  in  ajata  of  Wiokelmano'i  criticism,  baa  boeu  atuutly  maintaioed;  or 
I  ?**>etlMr  it  be  a  Qreek  herald,  as  that  great  antiquary  posilJTely  awerteil ;  g  or  whether 
1  !!~  !■  to  b*  Ihoogbt  a  Spnrtoa  or  barbarian  shield -bearer,  acconliug  l»  the  opiniuo  of  his 
I  **»liMi  adilor  1  it  mnsl  assoredlT  seem  a  mpj/  of  that  nuisterpicce  of  Cteinhiua  whii-h 
I  ^yj*  ""'"''"l  ">  wounded  nan  dying,  who  perfestl;  expressed  what  Iberc  remuioed  ■<( 
I  ^^  in  kin."  Knit&aean  and  Unffci  thought  it  the  identical  itatue  ;  hut  that  stntiie 
■  of  bmuw.  The  Oladialor  was  once  in  the  Villa  Lodoviii,  and  was  bought  by 
it  111.      The  right  am  is  an  enUre  restoration  of  Hicboel  Angelo. 


*  Diet,  de  Bayle.  article  Admstea, 

"t*  It  i*  ennnerated  by  the  regionarj  Victor. 

C  Porloua  hujaBca  dieL     Cicero  mentions  her,  de  Legib,.  lib,  ii. 


W 


Sec  Qsertiones  RomauB,  tc.,  ap.  Gthiv.  Antic|.  Romrui., 
^Walnri,  Not.  Thessur,  Insmp.  Vet.,  torn.  i..  pp.  nS,  S 
^^tia  and  one  Greek  insoription  to  Nemeu^  and  uthrrs  tu  Fsle, 

I  r.ilhtT  Polifontea,  herald  of  Lmiul  killed  by  (K'lipuo  ;  or  Oprew.  hemld  of  Gnri- 
^heva,  killed  by  the  Athenians  when  he  cndea*oure>l  U<  drag  the  Ilenicjiilie  from  the 
^Ua/-  of  nerc)',  and  in  whose  honuor  they  instilnted  uinual  punes,  eontinued  to  the 
ti,oe  at  Ilodruiu  :  or  Anihemocritaa,  the  Athenian  lienild.  killed  by  tlie  Uegarense^ 
^bo  aeter  noivenl  the  impietr.     Sec  Storia  delle  Atti,  He,  Kno.  ii.,  pp.  30S— 3UT, 
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nptireB  uitiier  taken  in  war,  a  id,  nflcr  tvin^  leil  in  trinia|ih,  tei  apait  W  (1 
or  thove  teiwil  and  eoDilemiied  w  rebelii;  &Uii  frim  five  ciliMns,  wine  ligbtiBC  ■ 
laiuilorati},  othen  fhim  k  d^pniTed  aml^tiaa ;  at  Uit  ctcd  knighti  and  auntlw  MM 
cthiluted, — a  dugnwe  of  vbicb  tlie  Bnt  tynnt  wu  Daliirall;  tbe  firat  invailur.*  la 
the  end,  ilworb,  and  crrea  ironK'n,  fanght;  an  caorniitT  ptahibiled  by  S**tnM.  (W 
Uiese  the  niiKit  lo  be  pitied  oadoubtnll;  wera  the  faubonoa  captim;  Mid,  lu  (ki« 
■pedes  a  CbriBtinn  wdt«rt  jnntlr  a|ipli»  (he  epithet  "  inawcnt,"  lo  diitinguUh  ihen 
thim  tlie  pTafeaaioaiLl  gludinton,  Anrelian  and  Claodiiu  mppUtd  putt  Bombm  of 
Ihew  nnruTtniuttc  nctimi ;  tbe  one  after  hii  triumph,  and  th«  olber  on  Ibe  |itvl«I  <>f 
n  rebeUion^l  Ho  mr,  aayi  l^puiu,  j  uru  erer  ho  destructive  Id  the  human  nA  M 
ibsM  iports.  In  BiHte  of  the  la*i  of  Conatiuilinc  and  Cinutiuu  gladiatarial  ahuvi 
■nrrind  the  old  eMabluhed  religion  toore  than  serenij  jam ;  bm  Ihe;  own!  thtii 
final  eitinotiou  to  the  connge  of  a  Christtaci.  In  the  jear  104,  on  the  kaloul*  nt 
Jannarf,  thej  were  exhiluting  thn  >tww»  la  the  Flavian  ampliilheatn  befbi*  the  inal 
inunenie  cancsune  of  peuple.  Almaohiui.  or  Teleruacliiii,  an  outerti  monk,  *hu  haJ 
ttuTelled  to  Uume  iutent  on  hii  holj  purpose,  ruahed  iutd  the  midst  of  the  airn^  aul 
endsarooreil  tu  aeparats  the  eombatanta.  The  Fnetor  Aljiao*.  a  pCTHn  incrediUj 
attached  to  thexe  giunes,  {|  gave  instant  orden  to  the  gU-liaton  to  sb j  him ;  a»l 
Telemachun  gtiiued  the  cruvn  of  martjrdoni,  and  the  titia  of  saint,  whjrh  sonlj  hu 
never  either  before  or  ainee  been  awarded  far  a  more  noble  eiploit.  Hmiriii 
immediately  ab^tUtbed  tbe  sbavs,  which  were  never  afterwards  reviTed.  Th*  ■)>«;  ■• 
told  by  TheodorelH  awl  Caauodoruji, "  and  aeeme  worthy  nf  credit  DDtwjtlistBailuiic  iti  ^ 
\naae  in  the  Roman  mart]rralog7.t+     BeaidvB  the  torn-nta  of  blood  which  llownl  «  -'  i  , 

funerati,  in   tbe  amplutJiaitrea,  the  circna,  the  fornms,  and  other  pubUr  p*"*- 
glailiatots  were  intnxlnced  at  feaats,  and  ture  uaub  utlier  tu  pioon  amidst  the  Hn*^i~»^ 
tables,  to  the  great  dellglit  and  applause  of  the  gueala.     Yel  lipsius  permiu  faimWl^^^f 
to  suppose  the  Ions  of  oourage,  and  tlie  evident  dcgeneiaay  of  mankind,  to  bn  anri-      .^ 
connected  with  the  abolitian  of  these  hloudj  spectacles. 

"  When  one  gtadintor  wounded  another,  be  shouted,  "he  has  it,*'  '*Imii  hahet,"  (=^^^«- 
"  hibet."  Tbe  wounded  eaiubutuut  dropped  his  weapon,  atul  adranoint  lo  tlw  '■'(^^^K'b 
of  tbe  arena,  sapplioateii  the  epectslora.  If  be  bad  fought  well,  the  people  wnd  Wi^=^hb»  ; 
if  otherwise,  or  as  they  happeavd  lu  be  inclined,  ttiey  tumnl  down  their  tliamtas  s^^^^bp^ 
he  was  sbuD.  Tbey  were  omaaioniUly  so  savage  that  they  weri  impstient  if  a  (oal^^^iHKt 
lasted  longer  than  ordinary  without  wonnds  or  death.  Tbe  •mperor's  pnao^^^vf* 
geuerully  saved   the  vanquished ;   and  it  ia  recorded,   as  an  inslaiwe  nf  Cajaiatl^^a^  ~  • 

ferucitj,  that  be  sent  those  who  siipplimled  him  for  life,  in  a  spectacle,  at  KiaawT     m^ 

t<i  ask  the  penple;  in  other  words,  banded  them  over  to  be  slain.  Anmilar  oenmi^^^^tmrn  j 
in  obserred  at  tjte  Spunlah  buU-tigbts.  The  magistrate  presides ;  and  afW*  ^^^fcAar 
horseman  and  {HCcailureB  have  fought  the  boll,  the  matadore  steps  forward  aad  I'^^mm'-^rt 

to  bim  fur  permisdon  to  kill  the  animal.     If  the  bull  has  done  his  duty  \tf  killt ^*H 

two  or  three  horses,  or  a  raan,  which  lost  is  rare,  tbe  people  interfere  with  sbnuU,  ■.>■ 

ladies  wave  their  liand kerchiefs,  and  the  aninul  is  saved.  The  wonmls  and  ileal^fc^  •i 
the  bonm  are  accoRi|iaoied  with  the  loudest  acdamutiDaa.  and  many  geslumiufilsli^j^EkM 
rapeeinlly  from  the  female  portion  of  the  audience,  indnding  those  of  the  gmtleM  li~ 
Krery  thing  depends  on  balnt.  The  autliur  of  "  ChilJe  Hatuhl,"  the  writer  of 
note,  and  one  or  two  other  Englishmen,  who  have  cenainly  is  other  dayi  I 

*  Julius  Cnsar,  who  rose  by  the  fall  of  the  aiiitocncy,  hronghl  FWins  L*}' 
and  A.  CalennH  upon  tbe  arena. 

+  TertuUian,    "carte   quidem    et    innomntos  gIa(Uat.irrs   in    Iwlna 
Toluptatis  publico)  hootiK  Gant."     Just.  lips.  Saturn.     Sennou,  lib.  ii.,  cb^l  iiJ. 

;  Vo[^K^  in  Vit.  Aurel.,  awl  in  Vit.  Cland.,  iUd. 

i  Just.  Lips.,  itud..  Ub.  i..  cap.  liL 

U  AognMiDna  (CSoofosa,,  lih.  vi.,  atp.  vULI,    "Alypinm  ant 
inhiatn  ioeredilnlltdr  abnptuui,"  saribjt,  ih.,  lib.  i,,  cap.  xii, 

1  Hist.  Socles.,  cap.  xnl,  lib.  v. 

**  diHiod.  Tripartil*,  lib.  x.,  cap.  li.     F^atum.,  ih.  ih. 

-M"  Baronius,  ad  anu.  et  in  nuli*  a>l  Harlmd.  Item.  I.  Jsn.     Rte 
meinerie  nai're  e  profm...  ,l.!r  Arifii™iro  i'lnviu,  \:  aii,  edit.  ITlfl. 


Ll 


N0TE3   T(l    CANTO   THE    FU[!IITH, 


■^tpfi  iMtdied  battle,  were,  daring 
*"«  glut  UBphithestre  of  Bant*  Maria 


then 


imphithestre  of  Bant*  Maria,  uiipnaile  to  <^ii,  Thit  dratb  of  one  or  t 
M  RimpUt«t]r  ntialied  thviT  Dari<«itv.  A  Kcatleuuin  pment.  oboerring  th< 
Aadder  lud  look  pale,  noticed  that  iinusiial  reception  of  »o  delightful  a  apnrt  In  bo 
ynuf  ladies,  whn  fllircd  and  amileJ,  and  conUnued  their  applause  as  imotLer  ho 
fell  blerJiDe  tu  the  ground.  One  ball  kilieil  three  boraee,  nf/iii  man  /uini>.  He  i 
■»T"d  by  awlaoiaU'iiui,  irhleli  were  redoubled  whoo  it  was  known  he  Lulonged  ti 


■Aa  Bngliahman 
puetti,  aonot  beai 
"ta    Uie  gniDad,  a 


ae<l  with 


iceing  two  luen  beat  themnclTi!* 
id  llie  sgiertutore  vilb  horrur  a 


^Biioiii,  not  to  ahnv  that  he  was  the  eooqueror  of  the  world,  but  to  hide  that  he  wna 
'^^U,  A  atranger  at  Rome  would  hanllj  have  gueaaed  at  the  ujiitiTe,  3or  should  we 
•^tkasi  the  help  of  the  biitorian. 

**  Thii  it  qaoled  in  the  "  Declins  and  Fall  of  the  RomaD  Kmpire,"  aa  a  proof  that 
™*  ftJiamm  tm  entire,  when  awn  l^r  the  Anglu-Saion  pilgrima  at  the  end  of  the 
■"■Bith,  or  the  tn^tinning  of  the  dghth,  century.  A  notioe  on  the  Culiaenni  may  be 
**'^  in  Uw  "  Uiatorical  lUnMratiooa,"  p.  263. 

'  "Thongh  plnodercd  of  all  he  hnaa,  eicept  the  ring  which  waa  aaeeimuy  to 
CJ"!*"*  tbe  apcitore  abore ;  though  enpoeed  to  repealed  flrea  ;  though  Bometiniei 
^'^■■Ind  hj  the  riTer,  and  always  open  to  tJie  rain,  Do  monument  of  equal  antiquity  in 
^  *«lt  praerved  aa  thii  rotnodo.  It  paiaed  with  little  BllerBtJ<ni  Frum  the  Fiigan 
^*o  tbe  pnacnt  worehip  ;  and  ao  aonvenient  were  its  uichcafur  the  Chriatian  altar, 
~^***  HiellacI  Angclo,  ever  BtiiilioUB  of  anoient  beauty,  iatrodanid  llieir  deiiga  aa 
*-  nu-Hifi  in  tJie  Catholic  church."— /'o'lyfA'f  lialg.  p.  137,  2nd  edit 

t_  "*  The  Fhntbeon  baa  batn  made  a  receptacle  for  the  bnttn  of  modem  great,  or,  at 
jT*"L,  diMinguiahnl  men.  The  Bocal  of  light  which  once  fell  through  the  large  orb 
3~^**  oa  the  xbole  circle  of  dirinitiea.  now  aliinea  on  a  namerous  aaiemblago  ni 
**'Maijlt,  (onu  DDC  or  two  nf  whom  have  been  almoiit  dtJBfd  by  the  Tonemlion  uf  tlieir 
^*>«tttiTinen.      Foe  a  noticie  of  the  Pantheon,  ace  "  aiitoHml  llloBtrationa,"  p.  287. 

"^  Tbia  and  the  three  next  ataniaa  atliide  lo  the  atory  of  the  Boman  danghler,  which 
**  fttotlleil  to  the  traceller  by  the  site,  or  pretended  site,  of  tliat  adventure,  now  aliowii 
^  Uic  cliord)  ufSt.  Nichnlaa  in  Caretrt.     The  dilEcnltiea  attending  the  full  belief  d 
^*  tale  an  Mated  In  "  Hiitoricat  BliutnitiDna,"  p.  3U^. 

^  [The  infant  Hercole«  waa  aaid  by  the  andcntu  to  hn»e  been  carried  to  Olympun, 
^^^  pat  to  the  breaat  of  Juno  while  ahe  alept.      When  the  go-ldcsa  awoke  ahc  throat 
*^j  the  chad,  and  the  milk  which  flowed  forth  became  the  Milky  Way.] 

^  Tba  caitle  of  St.  Angelo.     See  "  Historical  lUiigtratioiie." 

^  Thi*  and  tiie  nil  next  ataniaa  have  a  reference  to  the  church  of  St.  Feter'a.  For 
^■niMonsoent  of  the  com)»rBtiie  leoglh  of  this  baailica  nad  the  other  great  chnrrliis 
^^  ^arvft,  «ee  the  parement  of  St.  Feter'a,  and  the  "  Cloaaial  Tour  through  Italy." 
***>-  iL.  p.  125,  et  aeq.,  chap,  i., 

I,  *'  |Tbe  temple  of  Diana  at  Ephcaua  waa  the  Inrgeiit  erer  erected  by  the  Greek*. 
'**»  Itacih  WW  125  feet,  ita  width  220,  and  ita  eolunina,  laS  in  numbtr,  «eic  00  feel 

*»'WU.| 

.  '*  [Though  Si.  Sophia,  tram  its  anllqnitj',  and  the  circumnance  of  its  haTing  beea 
T^*^sly  a  ChriiUau  temple,  ia  the  in<«t  celebrated  of  the  MoafgucB  at  Constantinople, 
'*  !•  raueh  mrpoaKed  in  beauly  by  ulhers,  aud  ca;jwi«lly  by  the  Muaquc  of  Snllai 
'*'*ioet.] 


27«  SOTEB  TO  CAKTO  THB   FOOSTH. 

**  [Tbc  fin  which  rrotdftheUB  i«  niil  lu  Ihr  (ir»k  [e^uii  to  hkTc  ilaLai  tnm 
besven,  ii  ■uppoied  bj  aome  to  tjpifj  tlie  file  of  tbe  mitul,  Uui  tbii  W  At  ■noa 
adapted  bjr  Lord  Bjrou.J 

<»  ["  The  death  of  the  Frinniig  Charlotte  hu  been  ■  ihock  nen  here  (Tenicc',  uJ 
miut  have  been  an  euthquuke  at  hoiae.  The  fat«  of  this  poor  ^rl  ia  mclanchdlj  ia 
every  napect ;  djing  at  tweatf  or  so,  ia  ohildhed — of  a  boj  too,  a  pnnent  [giiiMaaJ 
future  queen,  and  juat  at  ohc  liegiui  to  be  happj,  and  to  enjnj  heroelf,  and  Ibe  ho^ 
which  Bhe  inspiied.     1  feel  sonj  iu  eveiy  t¥spect."~£yrvn  Ltl/ert.\ 

*  JSitTj  died  on  Uio  scafold ;  Eliiabath  of  a  broken  heart ;  CharUa  T.  a  huvh : 
LauU  XIV.  a  bankrupt  la  meana  and  glory  ;  Cromwell  of  aniietir ;  and,  "  the  {nolea 
is  behind,"  Napoleon  liTca  a  prisoner.     To  thtee  savennEna  a  lung  but  nprrtniHU  IhB    . 
might  be  added  of  names  equally  iUustrious  and  unhappy. 

"  The  Tillage  of  Neml  was  near  the  Aridon  retreat  of  Rgeria.  an4,  trom  tta  Aatamm 
wlili^h  embomaed  the  temple  of  Diana,  has  pniaerved  t-i  UiU  day  it*  diatinelin  »fp^^ — 
tian  of  Tke  Grwe.   Nemi  ia  but  aa  eviaiing's  ri<le  from  lbs  aoiurortable  ion  vf  Albiau, 

■*  The  whole  declivity  of  the  Alban  hill  ia  at  unrivalled  heaaty,  Utd  fna  <ha  ■ 
convent  >in  the  highrit  point,  vhich  has  suueeeiled  la  the  leiu|Je  of  the  Lktifta  JiK4la— « 
the  prmpect  embtoeesalltheobjeclaallDded  to  in  theciudsbuiM  ;  th*  KotitemBiu  -^ 
the  whole  BoeD?  of  tbe  latter  half  of  (be  £dM,  and  tbe  coMt  fniu  bejoml  ihe  ftl— a 
of  the  Tilicr  to  the  hendlnDd  of  Ciroeuai  and  (he  Cape  of  Ternwin*. 

The  aitf  of  (Poem's  villa  may  be  aupposed  either  at  tbe  (trolta  Fenvta,  or  al  l^am 
Tnsculnm  of  Prince  Lnclen  Buooaparte. 

The  former  wu  tbongbt  some  years  ago  the  actual  aite,  ai  may  he  nm  fri^^ 

Myddletun's  "  Life  of  tjioeni."     At  present  it  luu  lo«t  something  of  it*  errdit,  «w> 

for  the  DomeniohiaDi.  Nino  monlu  of  the  Greek  order  live  there,  and  the  odtoiniK —  . 
villa  ii  a  onrdinol's  snmnier-boiise.  The  other  villa,  called  BufiDella.  ia  on  the  mw^^n 
of  tbe  hill  above  Fraacali,  and  mui/  rich  remains  of  Tnsculum  bare  beeu  foond  th^^iB 
besides  seventy-two  statues  of  different  merit  and  pretervation,  and  levni  biwta. 

Prom  the  same  eminence  are  seen  the  Sabine  hills,  emboaoned  ia  wUieh  lies  tbe  li- 
vnlley  of  Bnsticu,     There  ure  sevcrnl  i.-ii'pumstiuins  which  l<nd  to  sitablidi  Uie  klm    m 
tityof  this  valley  with  the"  t'llicii"  of  Horaoe:  and  it  seems  pioible  that  tha  M-^^Bi 
pavement  which  the  peuaala  uncover  by  throwing  Up  Ibe  earth  of  a  viMyaid  ■ 
,.      -      -         nounced  sb  .... 


"  Utlira  chAshIu."     It  is  more  mdonal  to  think  that  we  are  wnvf,  than  Ikal 
inhabilaota  of  this  serinded  volley  have  changed  their  tone  in  tbia  wnnl.    Tt»  aJiM 
of  the  conionaut  prefixed  ia  nolJiing  ;  yet  it  Is  nmenor;  to  be  aware  Uul  Rurtka  ■ 
be  a  modem  name  which  the  peaaanta  may  have  caught  [ram  the  antiqnariiK. 

The  villa,  or  the  mnaoic,  is  in  a  vineyard  on  a  knoll  eovered  with  ebniaai  If 
Ktreom  ruos  down  the  valley  ;  and  altboagh  it  is  not  true,  as  said  id  the  priib  bo 
that  this  stream  la  okUed  Lioenio,  yet  there  is  a  village  on  a  ru^k  at  the  bmit  at 
vi^lej,  whioh  i*  so  deuomiualed,  and  which  may  have  taken  iu  name  tram  the  Di^ 
LSeenueaulaiDSseveD  hundred  inhafaitaDts.    On  a  peak  a  little  way  beyond  is  "    ' 
contaiiung  three  hundred.     On  tbe  bank*  of  the  Amo.  a  tittle  before  yoa  tor 
Talle  Boiilica,  to  the  lefl.  about  an  hour  from  the  i-iUo,  i«  a  town  called  Vb<   . 
anutber  favourable  coincidence  with  tbe  Varia  of  the  poet.     A»  tbo  end  of  the  r^^MMmj,  | 
towards  the  Anto.  there  is  a  liire  hill,  cmwned  with  a  little  town  callod  Itardeh.  -^ 

the  foot  of  this  hill  the  civnlet  of  Lieenai  flowa,  and  is  alnioit  absorbed  in  a  vide  • 
bed  before  it  reaches  the  Anio.      Nothing  can  be  more  (ortnnate  for  the  Unaaif 
poet,  whether  in  a  metapbnrioJ  or  direct  senite  [-^ 

"  Me  qnotisna  refint  gelldiu  Digeolia  rival, 
Quern  Mandela  bifait  rugotiu  frigiim  pagua." 

The  Kream  is  oksor  high  up  the  valley,  but  before  it  roMhea  the  Ult  of  Bordda  bo^ 
(rem  and  yellow  like  a  sulphur  rivulet 

Boeca  Qionne,  a  rained  vilhige  in  tbe  hills,  half  an  hour's  walk  bon  lh«  vtHp' 
•here  the  |*remcnt  is  *h<iwn,  docs  seem  to  he  the  site  of  tbt  filne  ofYaeuns  tm^ 


K0TE3  TO  CANTO  THS   FOURTH. 


^i^li  thr  poet  hu  tnid  lu  of  hii  ictreat,  «B  miij  feel  t-ileraU;  s 

.    *^v  hill  which  Eliould  be  Luiretilii  ii  railed  Cmnpunile,  and  by  folluwiog  up 
5^'*^let  lo  the  pnfasnded   Bnadusia,  Tou  cnme  to  the  roots  of  the  higuer  mount 
in.     Sinipiiarif  cDaiiBh,  the  ool;  epot  of  ploughed  lund  in  the  arhole  nMty  a 


"  ....  to  friguB  uDkbUe 
Peuia  romere  taiuia 
Pnebea,  «t  peoori  ni^." 
■howaaatheripriiigneu' the  mnsaiL' pavement  which  theytill  "Onuliai," 
down  the  hills  into  &  titnk,  or  niill-dniD,  nod  thence  trieklea  over  iolo 


'■Totn 


e  the  MnaH  upn 


^If  •Xplating  the  windinge  of  the  romuiltD  nlli'.v  in  Bcari:li  of  the  Banduiinn  fountain. 
'^  Bacma  ttrmaga  th*t  uij  one  ihonld  hsre  thoUfjIit  IbndiiBiii  a  foantain  of  the  Digeutin 
xi  hu  BrDt  In  drop  >  word  ufjt;  Kod  thia  iimnortal  spriufj  hu  in  fact  been  ilin- 
in  pamuien  of  the  holdera  of  mauy  gnml  thinm  in  Ilali,  Urn  tnoukB.  It  wu 
--  ■■■uml  to  Uia  dianh  of  St,  Gknius  uid  frotajs  neitr  Vennaia,  where  it  wu  moat 
^^**lj  to  b«  finiitd.*  We  ■hall  diH  be  ao  luckjr  lu  u  late  travsUer  In  finding  the  oena- 
?*|ow(iJ  piM  still  pendent  on  the  poetic  vilU.  There  ia  mit  a  jrine  in  the  whole  valley, 
'"***■  there  are  twn  cypressea,  itliioh  he  evident!)'  tooli,  gr  mUtoolc,  tor  the  tree  in  tlio 
™*»«.  +  The  truth  ia,  that  the  pine  ia  n.jw,  u  U  waa  in  the  days  tf  Virgil,  a  garden 
™*e.  and  it  wna  not  at  all  Utely  to  be  found  in  the  oraggy  aceliritiaa  of  tlie  Talloy  uf 
■^natka.  Uonee  probably  had  one  of  them  in  the  orchani  close  above  hU  faria,  itn- 
^*^iialftly  orerahailirwiog  his  vitliL,  not  on  the  rocky  heigbta  at  aonie  dislAnce  from  hib 
?'**Oite.  The  tourist  may  have  easily  supposed  himself  tit  haie  seen  this  pine  Qgui'ed 
^^  Ui«  above  cypressea  ;  for  the  orange  nod  lemon  trees  which  throw  such  a  bluom  aver 
**  deaeriptiou  of  the  roynl  gnrdens  at  Nuiiles,  unless  they  have  been  since  displaced. 


■nredly  only 
*  [Lord  Bynm 


u  sjid  other  c 
srked  from  "  Calpe's 


;k"  IGi 


Lltar)  Anxust  19,  ISnil,  a 


^*Wt  trarelling  tiirough  Greece,   he  reached  Cunitanlinople  in  the  SalsFtte  frigate 
Sf^y  14,  1810.     The  two  island  rooks— the  Cyanean  Symplegadcs— Bland  one  ou  the 


[Thia  line  waa  fonnerly  printed 

"  Thy  watera  wasted  them  while  they  were  free," 
&  ii  not  «enM.    Lord  Djrran  wrnte  tn  Mr.  Murray  to  enquire  witat  it 
fine  reading  ii  from  the  original  MS.] 


^  "  Under  our  windowa,  and  bordering  on  the  beach,  ia  t^e  royal  garden.  Uid  out 
^  Cartcrrea,  and  walks  ahaded  by  raws  of  orange  treas."   ClalHcal  Tonr,  be,  chap.  »., 


i 


HOTBS  TO  CANTO   THE   FOURTH. 


Bust, 


I,    TOCM 


k 


The  eitremi)  diappoiatment  eipemnceJ  by  chooaiiig  the  Cluneal  Ti  

guide  in  Italy  laiiBt  be  allowed  to  Gnd  vent  in  »  fev  ohKrvatlons,  vbicb,  it  ii  jtHrrtnlKK. 
vlthout  feu  uf  eontradictioD,  will  be  confirroed  by  everyone  wlia  bu  ulecteJ  lli^»^ 
Hune  condDdor  through  the  mine  country.  Thia  nuthor  U.  in  bet,  one  jI  the  —-^  ■  , 
iuaccunle,  aneatiefhct-iry  vriMrs  th&t  have  in  our  times  aUalned  »  temponty  n^.^c^ 
tation,  and  la  very  aeldom  to  be  tmated  even  when  he  apeskl  of  objecti  Bhiek  ht  mo^^.^ 
be  pceaamed  to  have  seen.  Hia  errora,  from  the  Bimpte  exaggeration  to  Uu  dcrwnrijln^^ 
mia-itateaeot.  are  ao  freqaentu  to  induce  a  Biupidonthat  hs  bad  either  M 
tlie  spots  dewribed,  or  had  trualed  lo  the  fidelity  of  formet  writon. 
Clasrical  Tour  baa  every  aliaracleriatic  of  a  mere  compilation  of  fonner  notiota,  H 
together  upon  a  very  alendcr  thread  of  peraonal  obBerration.  and  awelled  out  t 
decorations  whioh  are  no  easily  nipplied  by  a  ayalematic  adaption  of  all  tbo  e< 
places  of  praise,  applied  to  everything,  and  therefore  signifying  nothing. 

Ttic  style  wliteh  one  person  thiuka  cloggy  and  cunibroaa,  and  unmilablo.  may  be       .^b  f. 


e  of  others ;  and  auch  may  eifperieucs  some  aalatary  uciteucnt 

tliroDgh  the  periods  of  the  Ulasdcal  Tour.  It  muiit  be  said,  howoTer,  that  potiib  i^  » 
weight  are  b|^  to  beget  an  eipectation  of  value.  It  is  amongst  the  pains  of  t^  -U""-  _  ^ 
to  toil  up  a  climax  with  a  huge  round  ^oie. 

The  tuurist  had  the  choi«  of  hli  words,  but  tliere  was  no  sueb  latitude  nl|--f  i  ;  i, 
tliat  of  hia  sentiments.  Tlie  love  of  virtue  and  of  liberty,  which  must  have  -^lif 
tiDgnishcd   the  nhancter,    oertaialy    adaras   the  pages  of  Mr.    BBstacc ;   mi  lit 

gentlemanly  spirit,  so  reoonimeudatory  cither  In  au  author  ar  bis  pnductlaDs,  is  ^uj 
cnntiHcuous  throughout  the  Classiail  Tour.  But  thoii  gvneivDa  qualities  wv  Uh 
foliage  of  inch  a  performance,  and  may  be  tpread  about  it  so  praminenUy  and  ynln^mrlj. 
as  to  ombarnus  those  who  wish  to  see  aud  find  the  fruit  at  hand.  Tlu  onetioB  aC~  tin 
divine,  and  the  eihurtationa  of  the  moralist,  may  have  made  thia  work  vuui^JssBt 
more  and  botler  than  a  book  of  travels,  hut  they  have  not  made  it  a  bnok  of  tmrv  J» ; 
and  this  observation  applies  niure  especially  to  that  en^inv  method  of  initractiuu  ra^>- 
veyed  by  the  periietnal  introduction  of  the  same  Unllio  Helot  to  reel  and  bluito'  bcA:>** 
tba  rising  gcaeratioii,  and  terrify  it  into  decency  by  the  dispbiy  of  all  the  eioeai*  ^ 
the  revolution.  An  animoaty  ^tainst  athuisls  aud  regiadea  in  geneial,  aud  Prenc-hu"  *  '" 
spedfleajly,  may  be  honourable,  and  may  be  useful  as  a  recncd;  hut  that  antiJ.*'^* 
should  either  be  administered  in  any  work  rather  than  a  tour,  or,  at  least,  riwolJ  ^^ 
seived  up  apart^  and  not  ao  miscd  with  the  whole  maas  of  information  and  reHoAi^^^j 
as  to  ^ve  a  hittemess  lo  every  page ;  for  who  would  cbnoM  to  have  the  antipatfaifs  ^^ 
any  nisn,  however  josl,  for  his  travelling  companionsl  A  tourist,  unless  he  "P™.^^^ 
the  credit  of  prophecy,  ia  not  answerable  for  the  ehaiiget  which  may  lake  placa  ia  l^^^jl 
country  which  he  desctibes ;  but  hla  reader  may  vary  fiurly  esteem  all  his  inlilin^^^ 
|Ktrtraiu  and  deductions  as  so  much  waste  paper,  the  momont  they  cnae  to  ant,  si^^'^ 
more  particuhirly  if  they  oinlruct,  his  actual  survey.  ^^^ 

Neither  encomium  our  aocomtion  of  any  govenimsnt  nor  govemoii  b  meant  In  ''^^ 
here  I'tTervd  1  but  It  is  stated  aa  an  ineontravertibla  bob  that  the  ebaags  opfntsi:^^^^^ 
either  by  the  addreaa  of  the  late  imperial  system,  or  by  the  disappalaltavat  •/  m 
npectatiuii  by  those  who  have  succeeded  to  the  Italian  thraoai,  bas  bsen  ao  masiili 
able,  aud  is  so  apparent,  as  not  only  to  pnl  Hr.  Bnstace'a  auti-gallifan  jdiilii^ 
entirely  out  of  date^  but  even  to  throw  some  siiapiciiM  upon  the  eompetancy  and  a 
dour  ti  tbe  author  hininlf.  A  nmarkable  tnuajAe  may  be  (bond  ia  the  instaiK* 
bologna,  over  whose  papal  atlachnienta,  and  consequent  desoUtioa,  the  tunrist  iiia*^ 
forth  luch  strains  of  condoleniw  and  revenge,  mode  louder  by  tha  bcrrovcd  tnimpil  * 
Mr.  Durke.  Now  Vologna  la  at  thb  moment,  and  has  been  for  some  years.  nntahi'Si' 
amongst  tbe  slates  of  Italy  for  its  attachment  to  revoluUonary  priociplra,  and  wsa 
almost  the  only  city  which  made  any  dcmunntratioiui  in  (avoar  ofthe  unlbrtDBate  Mnr*t 
This  change  may,  however,  have  hern  made  sincu  Mr.  Kustace  visited  IhiseoBstty; 
but  the  tmrcller  whom  ho  luu  tlirillnl  with  h-TTur  at  th*  projected  Btri]ipug  uf  IM 


NOTES  TO  CANTO  THE  FOURTH. 


275 


ipper  firam  the  enpoU  of  Si.  Peter's,  must  be  much  reliered  to  find  that  sacrilege  out 
'  the  power  of  the  Frmch,  or  any  other  plunderers,  the  cupola  being  covered  wi£h 
ad.* 

If  the  eonspiring  voice  of  otherwise  rival  critics  had  not  given  considerable  currency 
» the  Claancal  Tour,  it  would  have  been  unnecessary  to  warn  the  reader,  that  how- 
rer  it  may  adorn  his  library,  it  will  be  of  little  or  no  service  to  him  in  his  carriage  : 
id  if  the  judgment  of  those  critics  had  hitherto  been  suspended,  no  attempt  would 
are  been  made  to  anticipate  their  decision.  As  it  is,  those  who  stand  in  the  relation 
r  posterity  to  Mr.  Eustace,  may  be  permitted  to  appeal  from  contemporary  praises, 
ad  are  pCThaps  more  likely  to  be  just  in  proportion  as  the  causes  of  love  and  hatred 
re  the  fiuriher  removed.  This  appeal  had,  in  some  measure,  been  made  before  the 
bove  remarks  were  written  ;  for  one  of  the  most  respectable  of  the  Florentine  pub- 
iahers,  who  had  been  persuaded  by  the  repeated  inquiries  of  those  on  their  journey 
outhwaidB  to  reprint  a  cheap  edition  of  the  Classical  Tour,  was  by  the  concurring 
idvioe  of  returning  travellers,  induced  to  abandon  his  design,  although  he  had  already 
manised  his  types  and  paper,  and  had  struck  off  one  or  two  of  the  first  sheets. 

The  writer  d  these  notes  would  wish  to  part  (like  Mr.  Gibbon)  on  good  terms  with 
Uts  Pope  and  the  Cardinals,  but  he  does  not  think  it  necessary  to  extend  the  same 
discreet  silence  to  their  humble  partisans. 


*  **  What^  then,  will  be  the  astonishment,  or  rather  the  horror,  of  my  reader,  when 

f  infinm  him the  French  Committee  turned  its  attention  to  Saint  Peter's,  and 

Qplojed  a  company  of  Jews  to  estimate  and  purchase  the  gold,  silver,  and  bronze 
bat  adoni  the  inside  of  the  edifice,  as  well  as  the  copper  that  covers  the  vaults  and 
t^me  on  the  outside. ''—Chi^).  iv.,  p.  130,  vol.  iL  The  story  about  the  Jews  is 
denied  at  RooMi 
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HOUES  OF  IDLENESS: 


A  SERIES  OF  POEMS  ORIGINAL  AND  TRANSLATED.* 


**  TirginibaB  pueriBqne  canto.** — Hobace,  lib.  8,  Odd  1. 

*'  Mi^  ip  fM  /uU*  o&ffff  M^ff  Tt  y((K(i."— IIoMBB,  Iliad,  x.  249. 

"  Eo  vrhifttled  as  be  vent,  for  want  of  thought." — Drtdbx. 


I*  Yim  imblUkod  iu  1ft  T.j 


TO  THE  BIGET  HONOURABLl 

FREDERICK,  EARL    OF    CARLISLE, 

KNIOUT  or  TUB  GARTER,   BTC.  KTO, 
THB 

SECOND  EDITION  OF  THESE  POEMS 

BY    HIS    OBLIOKD    WARD    AKD    AWWEOnOWATE    KDrSMA*,* 

THB  AUTHOR. 


*  [  IwiboUa.  dnuf^htor  of  William,  fourth  Lord  Bjrron  (greftt-great  undo  of  tht 
Pool),  became,  in  174*2,  the  wife  of  Henry,  fourth  Earl  of  Carlialo,  and  was  tb« 
mother  of  the  fifth  Eoi-l,  to  whom  this  dedication  waa  addreaaed.  Tbia  ladj  waa 
a  poctcsH  in  her  way.  The  Fairy's  Answer  to  Mrs.  Oreville'a  "Prayer  for  Ib- 
diflTcrcnce,"  in  Puarch's  Coliucti<tn,  is  usually  ascribed  to  her.  Lord  CirHeie 
acknowledged  the  rvcvipt  of  the  Poet's  volume  before  reading  the  contonta» 
never  returned  to  the  subject.  "  Perhaps  the  Earl."  said  Lord  Byron,  **  betti 
brother  near  the  throne,  and  if  lo^  I  will  make  hie  ■oeptre  totter  in  hk  bftodti*] 


PREFACE  TO  THE  PIBST  EDITION.* 


"■-^  submitting  to  the  public  eye  the  following  collection,  I  have 

^^  Only  to  combat  the  difficulties  that  writers  of  verse  generally 

Jiconnter,  but  may  incur  the  charge  of  presumption  for  obtruding 

y^lf  on  the  world,  when,  without  doubt,  I  might  be,  at  my  age, 

'^^^  usefully  employed. 

-ITiese  productions  are  the  fruits  of  the  lighter  hours  of  a  young 

^^ii   who  has  lately  completed  his  nineteenth  year.     As  they  bear 

^*^^  internal  evidence  of  a  boyish  mind,  this  is,  perhaps,  unnecessary 

^'^ formation.     Some  few  were  written  during?  tiie  disadvantac^es  of 

^Urie^s  and  depression    of    spirits:    under    the   former  influence, 

Childish  Recollections,''  in  particular,  were  composed.     This 

^^^^sideration,  though  it  cannot  excite  the  voice  of  praise,  may  at 

***ast  arrest  the  arm  of  censure.     A  considerable  portion  of  these 

P^^nns  has  been  privately  printed,  at  the  request  and  for  the  perusal 

.    ^*V  friends.     I  am  sensible  that  the  partial  and  frequently  injuui- 

^'^^s  admiration  of  a  social  circle  is  not  the  criterion  by  which 

P^^^^tical  genius  is  to  be  estimated,  yet  "  to  do  greatly/'  we  nin  ♦ 

^ 51^ re  greatly  ; "  and  I  have  hazarded  my  reputation  and  feelintr-    • 

*^^^lishing  this  volume.     I  have  "  passed  the  Rubicon,'' ami   i' 

^^^tid  or  fall  by  the  '*  cast  of  the  die."     In  the  latter  event,  I  -'     ■ 

^^  Omit  without  a  munnur;  for,  thout^h  not  without  soliciturle  i 

^^^  £ate  of  these  effusions,  my  expectations  are  by  no  means  sancruiiK*. 

^5  probable  that  I  may  have  dared  much  and  done  little;  for,  in 

^*^^  words  of  Cowper,  "  it  is  one  thing  to  write  what  may  please  ou' 

*  [This  prelHcc  was  omitto<1  in  thu  second  edition.'' 
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friends,  who,  because  they  are  such,  are  apt  to  be  a  litde  biassed  ii 
our  favour,  and  another  to  write  what  may  please  eveiybodj ; 
cause  they  who  have  no  connection,  or  even  knowledge  of  the  anthnr— ^-^ 
will  be  sure  to  find  fault  if  they  can/'    To  the  truth  of  tlusy  how 
ever,  I  do  not  wholly  subscribe ;  on  the  contrary,  I  feel 
that  these  trifles  will  not  be  treated  with  injustice.    Their  merits  r         jf 
they  possess  any,  will  be  liberally  allowed;  their  numerous  fault^i^^ti^ 
on  the  other  hand,  cannot  expect  that  favour  which  has  been  denic>,^Ad 
to  others  of  inaturer  years,  decided  character,  and  far  greater  abilit^.;^*itj. 
I  have  not  aimed  at  exclusive  originality,  still  less  have  I  stadi^^^fjed 
any  particular  model  for  imitation ;  some  translations  are  given, »       ^  of 
which  many  are  paraphrastic.     In  the  original  pieces  there  mcLcaDaj 
ftppear  a  casual  coincidence  with  authors  whose  works  I  have  hr^i  "m  an 
accustomed  to  read:    but  I  have  not  been  guilty  of  intentioiE^^MiiI 
pla^^iarisro.     To  produce  any  thing  entirely  new,  in  an  age  so  fexir-^^'^ 
in  rhyme,  would  be  a  Herculean  task,  as  every  subject  has  alrea.^^HN}y 
been  treated  to  its  utmost  extent.     Poetry,  however,  is  not  imL    mj 
primary  vocation ;  to  divert  the  dull  moments  of  indisposition,  or 

the  monotony  of  a  vacant  hour,  urged  me  ''to  this  sin:"  little 
be  expected  from  so  unpromising  a  muse.     My  wreath,  scanty 
inuiit  be,  is  all  1  shall  derive  from  these  prctiuctions ;  and  I  si 
never  attempt  to  replace  its  lading  leaves,  or  pluck  a  single  additio' 
s|)rig   from   groves   where    I  am,    at   l)est,   an   intruder.     Thoi 
accusitoined,  in  my  younger  d.ivs,  to  rove  a  careless  mountaineer 
the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  I  have  not,  of  late  years,  had  the 
of  such  pure  air,  or  so  elevated  a  residence,  as  might  enable  mes=      ^® 
enter  the  lists  with  genuine  bards,  who  have  enjoyed  both  tlu 
advantages.     But  they  derive  considerable  fame,  and  a  few  not 
profit,  from  their  productions ;  while  1  shall  expiate  my  rashness 
an  interloper,  certainly  without  the  latter,  and  in  all  probability 
a  very  slight  share  of  the  former.     I  leave  to  others  "  viriim  volit 
j)er  ora."    I  look  to  the  few  who  will  hear  with  patience,  "dulce 
desipere  in  loco.'*   To  the  former  worthies  1  rei^ign,  without  repini 
the  hope  of  immortality,  and   content  myself  with  the  not  r 
magnificent  prospect  of  ranking  amongst  "  the  mob  of  gentler 
who  write;"—  my  readers  must  determine  whether  I  daresay  "y^"^ 
ea^e/'  or  the  honour  of  a  puslhunl'JU^  ])age  in  "The  Catalogue 


J'*!  aiid  Noble  Authors," — a  work  to  wliicli  the  Peerage  is  under 


*"te  obligations,  inasriiucli  as  mati;  names  of  considerable  length, 
***icl,  and  antiquity,  are  thereby  rescued  from  the  obscurity  wliich 
^*»iiel[ily  overshadows  several   voluminous   productions   of   tticir 
"^iMstrious  bearers. 

M'ith  sliglit  hopes,  and  some  fears,  I  publish  this  first  and  last 
■ttcuijit.  To  the  dictates  of  young  ambition  may  be  ascribed  many 
action;}  more  criminal  and  equally  absurd.  To  a  few  of  my  own 
■ge  the  cortlenis  may  afford  amusement :  I  trust  they  will,  at  least, 
W  fuund  harmless.  It  is  higldy  improbable,  from  my  situation  anil 
pursuit*  hereafter,  that  I  siiould  ever  obtrude  myself  a  second  time 
ott  the  public;  nor  even,  in  the  very  doubtful  event  of  present 
■  udulgence,  aliall  1  be  tempted  to  commit  a  future  trespass  of  the 
^*ine  nature.  Tlie  opinion  of  Dr.  Johnson  on  the  poems  of  a  noble 
'elation  of  miue,"  "Tliat  wlien  u  inau  of  rank  ap[WEred  in  the 
cliarncter  of  an  aulljor,  be  deserved  to  have  his  merit  liandsomely 
allowed,"  can  have  little  weight  witli  verbal,  and  still  less  with 
I»eriodical  censors ;  but  were  it  otherwise,  I  should  be  loth  to  avail 
<r»y  delt  of  the  privilege,  and  would  rather  incur  the  bitterest  censure 
of  ationvinous  criticism,  tlian  triumph  in  lionours  granted  solely  to  a 
title. 

*  The  Earl  nT  CWrliale,  vhnm  wurkB  hjive  Iniig  received  the  mfed  of  public  tpplaiue, 
to  which,  bj  Iheir  intrioiic  worth,  they  vsre  well  entitled.  (Ihe  pungi  referred  to 
*9  l-aA  Hjmn  ocean  in  BoAWfll'*  Life  uf  Johuson,  ml.  viii.  p.  111,  edit,  183S ;  and 
(«  the  uDie  Tiiliimo,  p.  2i2,  it  Dr.  JuhDUu'i  letter  lo  Mrs.  Chapune,  on  the  Ku-l'i 
*ai*e*Hliof '-ThB  Pather'a  ReTBUgii,"  The  Inok  uf  pmnouncing  an  opinion  wa*  fonwl 
«|KM>  Itw  Ihictor,  who  ia  ariilent^  «lniu1>i>g  between  the  wiih  to  b«  domplinienuu)' 


AETICLE  ITtOM  THE  BDINBUBGH  EEVIEW. 

Jahuabt,  1808. 


H(;UBS  OP  Idleness  ;  a  Series  of  Poems,  ortginal  and  trandated.    By  Qm^. 
QoKvov,  LoBD  Btroh,  a  Minor.     Svo,  pp.  200.     Newark,  1807. 


The  poesy  of  ibis  young  lord  belongs  to  the  class  which  neither  gods 
are  said  to  permit.    Indeed  we  do  not  recollect  to  have  seen  a  quantity  o^  v«r** 
with  so  few  deviations  in  either  direction  from  that  exact  standard.        Hii 
effusions  are  spread  over  a  dead  flat»  and  can  no  more  get  above  or  below  ths 
level,  than  if  they  were  so  much  stagnant  water.    As  an  extenuation  of  this 
offence,  the  noble  author  is  peculiarly  forward  in  pleading  minority.     We  ba**  ^ 
iu  the  title-page,  and  on  the  very  back  of  the  volume ;  it  follows  hi«  name  lik«  * 
favourite  part  of  his  */yZ«.    Much  stress  is  laid  upon  it  in  the  preface ;  ao<J  **'* 
poems  are  connected  with  this  general  statement  of  his  case,  by  particular  Jat-*^ 
hubistautiating  the  nge  at  which  each  was  written.     Now,  the  law  upon  the  po'^ 
of  minority  wo  hohi  to  bo  perfectly  clear.     It  is  a  plea  available  only  to  tl^^ 
derendunt ;  no  plaintiff  can  offer  it  as  a  supplementary  ground  of  action.    Thi^ 
if  any  suit  could  be  brought  against  Lord  Byron,  for  the  purpose  of  compelUi^^^ 
him  to  put  into  court  a  certain  quantity  of  poetry,  and  if  judgment  were  give- 
a;j^iTi<t  him.  it  is  highly  pn)bable  that  an  exception  would  be  taken,  were  he 
deliver /or  poe/z-y  the  contents  of  this  volume.     To  this  he  might  plead  mtwrily, 
but,  as  he  now  makes  voluntary  tender  of  the  article,  he  hath  no  right  to  roe,  oa   ^ 
that  ground,  for  the  price  in  good  current  praise,  should  the  goods  be  unmarket- 
able.    This  is  our  view  of  the  law  ou  the  point,  and  we  dare  to  say,  so  will  ii  be 
ruled.     Perhaps,  however,  in  reality,  all  that  ho  tells  us  about  his  youth  is  rather 
with  a  view  to  increase  our  wonder  than  to  soften  our  censures.     He  pos!4blT 
means  to  say,  *'  See  how  a  minor  cau  write  I     This  poem  was  actually  compoer«l 
by  a  young  man  of  eighteen,  and  this  by  one  of  only  sixteen  ! "     But,  alas !  we  all 
remember  the  poetry  of  Cowley  at  t«n,  and  Pope  at  twelve;  and  so  far  fnnn 
hcarint^  with  any  degree  of  surprise,  that  very  poor  verses  were  written  by  a  yonth 
from  I  tin  leaving  school  to  his  leaving  college,  inclusive,  we  really  believe  this  to 
be  the  motft  common  of  all  occurrences;  that  it  happens  in  the  life  of  nine  men 
in  ten  who  are  eduoitcd  in  England ;  and  that  the  tenth  man  writes  better  verse 
than  Lord  liyron. 

II irt  other  plea  of  privilege  our  author  rather  brings  forward  in  order  to  waive 
it  lie  certainly,  however,  docit  allude  fre<pient1y  to  his  family  and  ancestor*— 
hometiincH  in  poetry,  sometimes  in  notes ;  and  while  giving  up  his  claim  on  the 
»«.»re  of  rank,  ho  takes  caru  to  reuieiiibcr  u»  of  Dr.  Johnson's  saying,  that  whiu  a 
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t  >Luuld  b<  banttsoniBly  ockaowledgcil. 

induces  ua  to  give  Lord  B;ruu's  pueuta 
B  to  cuuneel  him,  that  he  do  furtbwitli 
choreaoaBiderablo,  and  Lib  ojiportuidtieB, 


"^BtQai,  ippean  as  im  author.  bi>  met 

'"  tfiiUi.  it  U  Ihia  conisidcnUJoQ  only  tlial 

•PW  in  our  review,  beaido  our  d    ' 

*^'"ioD  pootrj,  kod  turn  hia  talanta, 

^''ich  irc  groat,  to  better  oocount. 

"itli  thii  Tisvr,  we  must  beg  leave  acrioualy  to  uaure  hicn,  that  Ibe  mere 
™7iuiiig  of  the  Gual  Ejllable,  even  wben  acconijUDied  by  tbo  pnseence  of  u  certain 
■>uinb«r  of  feet, — nay,  although  (whieh  does  nut  alwnyi  happen)  those  feet  abould 
"^Q  nKularly,  and  have  been  all  counted  ncciiratoly  upon  tlie  fingers,— is  not  the 
wbole  art  of  poetry.  Wo  would  entreat  him  to  believe,  that  a  csrtaiu  portion  of 
livejiueai,  aomewhat  of  (onoy,  ia  neceoBory  to  conatilute  a  poem,  and  that  a  poem 
»•  tlie  present  day,  to  be  read,  must  contain  nt  least  one  thougbt,  either  in  a 
Iitlle  d^nte  dilTereut  from  the  ideas  of  farmer  writers,  ur  difTereutly  eipreaaed. 
Wo  pnt  it  to  his  candour,  whether  there  is  anytbing  so  deserving  the  name  of 
poetry  in  verses  like  the  following,  written  iu  1806;  and  whether,  if.  a  youth  of 
eighteen  could  say  anything  so  unintemting  to  his  ancestors,  a  youth  of  nineteen 
■boiUd  pubUsh  it : — 


I 


"  Shodci  of  heroes,  larevein  your  descendant,  ilejwrting 

Prom  the  aut  of  hia  ancestors,  bids  yon  adieu  I 

Abroad  or  at  home,  yosr  remenibiaiiFe  imparting 

Kew  courage,  he'll  think  upon  glory  and  you. 

"  Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye  at  thia  sod  aeparalion, 

"Tis  nature,  cut  fcar,  that  eiciles  hia  regret: 

For  diataat  he  goes,  with  the  same  eniulaUon  ; 

The  Same  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget. 

"  That  fame,  and  that  memory,  atill  will  he  cherish; 
Be  TOWS  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  your  renown ; 
Like  jDu  will  he  live,  or  like  yun  will  he  perish; 

When  decaj'd,  mny  he  mingle  his  dust  with  your  own. 


□othing  better  thnn  these  stonEBS  in 
iiipting  what  the  greatest  pueta  have 


,  -..  ,,^..ively  do  asaert.  that  thero  ia 
^1  whole  compus  of  the  noble  minor's  vn)u 
■"H  Byron  should  olio  bsve  a  care  of  atli 
""''  before  him,  for  comparisons  (ok  lie  in' 
''"''Kg  Tuuter'a)  are  odious.  Gray's  Ode  on  Etnn  College  should  reiilly  hiive 
^'^'t  out  tbe  ten  hobbling  stanzas  "  On  n  distant  View  of  the  Villago  aod  School 
""Wvow." 

"  Where  faocy  yet  joya  to  retrace  the  reaemblanca 
Of  comrades,  in  friendship  and  mischief  allied ; 
How  welcome  to  me  yoor  ne'er-Cuiing  remembrance. 
Which  tests  in  the  busou,  though  hojie  ia  denied." 


In  Itks  msnoer,  the  eiquiuts  li 
nraed  the  noble  author  off  tbos 
■Unai  u  the  following : — 

"  Uild  Charity's  iiluw,  tfl  ua  mortAls  beluw, 
Shows  the  soul  from  luii  bority  cltnr : 
Compasnon  will  uett  vlicrc  this  virtue  Is  fel^ 
I  diffuju^d  iu  H  Tear. 


of  Mr.  Roger*.  "  On  B  Tear,"  might  have 
-euiiaea,  and  spared  ne  a  whole  doseu  aucb 


tat  ARTICLE   PROM   TUE   EDISBPRQH  EBVIBW.  ] 

"  The  bulu  dtiam'd  to  soil  with  the  blast  of  tbe  galc^ 
Tbrougli  billows  Atlantic  to  steer, 
Ai  lie  bends  o'er  the  wave  wliich  nuj  soon  be  hi*  gnvB, 
The  green  apu'kles  bright  with  m  Te&r." 

And  u>  of  inaUneaa  in  nliicb  former  poaU  bw]  fultxl.  Thus,  we  do  Dot 
Lord  Bj'rou  \ras  mHde  for  tnio^lntiug,  during  his  naniifie.  "  Adriui's  Addl 
lis  Saul,"  wbaij  Pope  iucceeded  so  indiflsreutly  b  the  atCam|it.  If  our  n 
bowever,  aro  of  Baotber  opinion,  tbrj  ma;  look  at  it. 


"  Ab  1  gentle,  Seeting,  mreriag  iprile, 

FrisEid  and  auociate  of  ijiin  dn}  I 

To  whet  anknoini  region  boma 

Wilt  thou  now  wing  liiy  diiUnt  Sight  I 

No  more  ttitb  woiit(.il  buniuur  gay, 

Silt  pallid,  ( 


4 


Hdw< 


favourites  with  Lord  Byi 
Uuieii ;  and,  viswiug  tliEti 
them  nfier  thaj  have  Lsd 
thing  ill  p,  TB  a  translation,  wl 


panded  into  four  lines,  snd  tbe  ot 
la  rendered  bj  means  of  sii  babbling  i 
not  very  good  judges,  being,  in  truth, 
GOiDpoiiliun,  that  we  should,  in  all  pi 
genuine  Mocphersou  itwlf, 


IB  rear  bis  tnualstions 

We  lm>B  tbem  uf  all  kinds,  fruiu  Atiacrt 
icliuul  exercise",  tbuy  uiaj  pass.     Onljr,  wh] 

duy,  and  served  their  tumi  And  *h]r  ca 
]  IKO  words  (fiAu  At7<u>)  of  the  onginal  ■ 


Ibin) 


1  As  to  his  0>«aiiic  potmj, } 
lodiirately  skilled  in  that  apM 
ilttf,  be  critioising  some  bit  i 
if  Lord  Bjro  ' 


/f,  then,  lberollDwiDgbGe^aingora"8ongaCBardi''iab7hisI(i« 
we  venture  to  object  to  it  aa  far  as  we  can  comprebend  it.  "  What  form  d 
tbe  roar  of  c1oud^  wbosa  dark  gboat  gleams  un  Lho  radstRnm  at  tempoital 
Toicnroilson  tbe  thunder;  'tis  Oris,  the  brawn  chief  of  Oithona.  U«  WM 
After  detaining  this  "  brawn  chief"  lome  time,  the  bards  conclude  b;  gi*u 
their  advioe  to  "  raise  hia  fair  locks ; "  then  to  "  spread  tbam  on  the  inh  i 
rainbow  ;"  and '•  to  smile  thtuugh  tbe  tear*  of  the  storm."  OF  this  kind  <i4 
tlicre  are  no  less  than  ntnc  pages ;  and  we  cau  so  far  venture  an  opinion  li 
favour,  that  the;  look  ver;  like  Macphersoii ;  and  wa  are  positive  liwj  an  | 
nearly  u  stupid  and  tiresome.* 

It  is  ■  sort  of  privilege  of  poets  to  be  ogoiisU :  but  the;  should  "usa  iti 
nbuiiing  it,-"  and  parlicnlarl;  one  who  piques  binuelt  (though  indead  at  It 
age  of  nineteen)  on  being  "an  infant  boi'd."— <-■  Tbe  wtlesa  BsUmb  I  N 
;outh ')— should  either  not  know,  or  should  seem  not  to  know,  to  naA 
III*  own  aacesir;.  Besides  a  poem  above  citod,  on  the  Cuml;-*aM  of  Um  I| 
wo  have  another  of  eleven  pages  on  the  aulf-eauie  sutgocl,  iutmduoad  «1 
apolog;,  "  bo  certain);  hod  uo  intcuiion  of  inserting  it."  but  reall;  "  tlia  pari 
reiiuest  of  soma  friends,"  ke,  tc  It  onncludos  with  five  stanios  on  hiiiianH 
last  unil  youngest  of  a  noble  line."  There  is  a  good  deal  alio  about  his  am 
a  poem  on  Lachin  ;  Qalr,  a  mounutin  whore  he 
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"       ^>  MOil  migbt  hsTv  Imrat  th&C  pibroch  is  not  a  bagpipe,  mj  mote  thui  diiot 

"^^  tbt  authar  bu  dsdicaled  ■□  large  a  port  of  bis  Tolume  la  ininiortaliM  hia 
""PlfyniKili  rE  Kbool  uid  collide,  we  cannot  possiblj  diamis*  it  without  pro- 
■"**'lig  lie  re«der  with  a  Bptcinien  of  these  ingoni'iua  effuaions.  In  an  ode  with 
'  Q***!!  motto,  called  "  Onuit*,"  we  liave  tho  fullowiug  maguificent  ataaiM  : — 

"  There,  in  aportmentB  email  and  damp, 

The  candidate  for  college  priici 

Sts  poring  b;  the  midnight  lamp, 

Goa  late  to  b<!ii,  f  et  enrlf  riej*. 

"  Who  reads  false  quantiUea  io  Seale, 
Or  pnnle*  o'ec  the  deep  triangle, 
Deprived  of  manj  a  whuli?sonie  meal, 
In  barbanus  latin  daom'd  to  irnuigle : 

"  Benoimdng  ererj  pleaaing  page, 
From  anthuni  of  hiotorie  use, 
Prefemiig  to  the  letter'd  sage, 
The  Bqoare  of  the  liypothetiaae.  I 

"  Still  harmlesa  are  these  oconpationa. 

That  hutt  Doue  bnt  ihe  haplos  atudent, 
Oiropared  with  other  recreationa, 

Whii-i  bring  togethpr  tlit  imprudent." 

neooiint  n!  tiie  college  pealmod;  aa  U  conlailKid 


"  Onr  choir  would  Bcareely  be  eionsed 
Etcti  oa  a  band  of  raw  begionerB ; 
All  mcrcj  now  mnrt  be  refuiwd 
To  snoh  a  tet  of  Frsaking  rinnera. 

"  If  Daiid,  when  bin  IoLIf  wero  ended. 

Had  heard  these  blockheads  aini;  before  him. 
To  tu  his  pnlms  hoil  ne'er  descended  : 
In  fnriou9  aio'Hl  he  would  hare  tore  'em  I" 

,  ^Mt.  whalarer  judgment  ma]'  be  posaed  on  the  poonu  of  thia  noble  minor,  it 
r^^vu  ws  must  t^e  them  aa  we  find  them,  and  be  oontent  ,*  for  thejr  ore  the  loat 
^^  (hall  ererhave  from  him.  He  ia,  at  beet,  be  uye,  but  an  intruder  into  tha 
^^rnof  Pornauiu ;  he  never  lived  in  a  garret  like  thorough-bred  poets ;  and 
Y^^liDugb  he  oDcfl  roved  a  careleaa  monnbuneer  in  the  HtghUnde  of  Scotland,"  he 
^*«  Dot  of  late  enjoyed  this  advantage.  Moreover,  he  eipecte  no  profit  from  bii 
■"^bliation  ;  and  whether  it  succaedB  or  not.  "  it  is  highly  improbable,  from  his 
^^iiation  and  ponraita  b«re»ift«r,"  that  ho  ahould  again  oondeaoend  to  bocoma  an 
•■'»thor.  Therofora,  let  u8  take  what  we  get,  aud  be  thankful.  What  right  hava 
^  poor  deviti  to  be  nice )  We  ore  well  off  to  hnve  got  ao  muoh  from  a  man  of 
Wiii  lord's  itotiou,  who  doe*  not  live  in  a  garret,  but  "  baa  the  nwny  "  of  Kawstsod 
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Abbey.    Again  we  say,  let  us  be  thankful ;  and»  with  hooMt  Sandio,  bid  O 
blees  the  giver,  nor  look  the  gift-horse  in  the  mouth.* 

*  [It  is  authoritatirely  stAted  by  his  biographer,  that  Jeffrey— the  Editor— wm  not  l 
author  of  the  article.  Lord  Byron,  who  at  first  supposed  him  the  sole  aggresKir,  sstthd  dv 
htter  into  the  belief  that  his  antagonist  was  the  Yersatile  Henry  Broocham,  to  whoae  psn  1 
attack  is  now  very  generally  attributed.  The  Monthlp  Reviem,  in  those  days  the  nsxt  hi  dr 
lation  to  tlie  Edinburgh,  gave  a  much  more  fkvourable  notice  oi  the  **  Hours  of  Idleoei 
*'  These  compositions  Ot  said)  are  generally  of  a  plaintive  or  an  amatoty  oast,  with  an  nnwiw 
mixture  of  satire ;  and  they  display  both  ease  and  strength— both  pathos  sad  firs,  it  will 
expected  that  marks  of  Juvenility  and  of  haste  should  be  discovered  in  these  prodoetloas ;  a 
we  seriously  advise  our  young  bard  to  ftilfil  with  submissive  perseverance  the  duties  of  levic 
and  correction.  Wo  discern,  in  Lord  Byron,  a  d^^ree  of  mental  power,  and  a  tom  of  men 
di8|)ositioa,  which  render  us  solicitous  that  both  should  be  well  cultivated  and  wisely  diiect 
in  his  career  of  life."— Lord  Byron  repaid  the  Edinburgh  Gritiqae  with  a  BaUie  -iBd  beca 
himself  a  MonUdg  Rmtwtr.  1 
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■r». 


^StltT  in  die  jear  ISOS  Lord  Byron  wns  sitting  with  His*  ligot  at  SonUi- 
^H,  lutwing  to  the  poerua  or  Bums,  wLen  be  totit  the  fiur  renter  that  he  too 
M«  •  poel,  luiil  vroto  dowa  the  lines  ' '  la  thee  I  Tou Jlf  hoped  to  clasp."     TfaoD 
ynM  thitt  the  iJ«  occnnrd  to  him  of  printing  hi>  manijKripW  for  priTata  cir- 
1,  and  be  imniedialelj  set  about  reiising  old  and  romptwing  new  yieaa. 
'««  nilume  iraa  completed  in  Noiember,  and  ■  eopj  sent  to  his  friend  Mr. 
^*»*»li(i,  vba  rcturnnl  ■  remoostnuioe  in  verw  against  some  licentious  natuiui. 
^^»il  BjroD  uknoirledBed  the  jiutiwj  of  the  rebuke,  and  Ibo  Bame  evening  burnt 
~^^  uliolo  edition,  with  the  e<repticin  of  a  Mpy  retained  bj  Mr.  Bescher.  nod 
^***ther  which  bad  been  forwnrded  to  Mr.  Pigot  at  Edinburgh.     In  Jannarj, 
^^  0",  he  bad  a  serond  privato  and  enlarged  edition  of  a  hundred  oopim  ready  for 
r/**'nbuUun,     His  favoured  eorrespondenti  comniended  the  oontonU,  and  be  waa 
^**«iniragcd  to  prepare  an  ediUon  for  sale,  whi«b  waa  published  in  the  ooune  of 
^^e  lumpier  by  Mr.  Ridge,  s  bookBeller  of  Newark, — the  printer  of  the  pretiona 
^^^»t«  Tolumei.     Twenty  poRDm  equal,  in  Mnore'a  opinion,  if  not  superior  to 
*^^%iD*e  reiuned,  were  now  omitted,  and  otbera  ioscrtcd.     A  iixiHid  pnblie  impres- 
sion, with  fnrtber  cnrtailmenlj  and  addittoni,  came  out  [n  the  ipring  of  1S08, 
^-Inoat  dmnltaneanaly  with  the  famoui  article  in  the  Edinburgh  Reriew.    Hitherto 
%4re  Doticea  of  his  book  hod  been  mostly  hTonmble,  and  the  contem|jtnoui  roveraal 
*a  the  high  oonrtof  eriljcism  of  the  deoision  pronounced  b;  inferior  judges  was 
%]all  and  wonnwood  to  the  author.      He  aSected  indifference  at  the  time,  and 
bntcndal  that,  "as  ho  bad  been  lucky  enough  on  the  whole,  his  repose  and 
^{ipetiU  were  not  diBComposcd,"     Afterwards,  when  tlic  mortificatinn  had  been 
%wallii*ed  Dp  in  rietory,  he  acknowledged  bow  his  ijiiiil  had  lir«1  at  the  blow. 
*'It  knocked  me  down,"  he  said,  "but  I  got  up  again.      The  eS«l  upon  me  was 
V:a^  and  resintanoe  ;  but  not  dcapondeucy  nor  de!<|iair.      I  woe  bent  on  Usifying 
«I.Bir  ni»™  prcdictinna,  and  determined  Ifl  show  tbeiu.  eroak  as  tbey  would,  that 
it  was  not  the  Iiat  time  tlwy  should  hear  from  me."    Hs  refreshed  bis  spirits 
villi  three  botlles  of  claret,  and  (in  that  very  day  eommenoed  "Knglisb  Bards 
•od  Scotch  Beriewen."    After  the  first  twenty  lines  he  felt  considerably  better, 
— «  KDM  of  the  smart  be  was  about  to  inflict  operating  like  a  chann  upon  the 
wound  he  bad  reeeiTed.      He  affirmed  at  the  time  that  the  Rdinbnrgh  reviewen 
ha.1  not  pcrr>rmed  their  task  wcli,  but  later  ta  life  lie  called  the  critique  "a 
uiaxler-piiee  of  low  wit."    The  injuatiee  of  the  article  was  not,  as  is  often  alleged, 
■<i  the  inseniiibilily  it  showed  to  poi-lie  genins,  for.  those  who  could  see  the  germs 
of- 'Childe  Harold"  in  the  "  Honitt  of  Idlenru,"  might  detect  the  oak  in  an 
som.     Xlne  pitices  out  of  ten  are  rather  vapid  imitations  uf  prseeding  writers, 
and  ibunfti  the  leute  and  benignant  eye  uf  Walter  3c<itl  h«d  already  distingnislwd 


i              HOURS   OF   IDLENESS. 

I                 ON  THE  DEATH  OF   A   YOUNG  LADY.' 

Ucsh'd  are  the  winds,  and  still  tlie  evening  gloom. 
Not  e'en  a  zcplijr  wanders  llirough  tlie  grove. 

Whilst  I  return  to  vievr  my  Margaret's  tomb. 
And  scatter  flowers  on  the  dust  I  love. 

Within  this  narrow  cell  reclines  her  clay,  H 
That  clay,  where  once  such  animation  heant'd ;                        ^M 

Tlie  King  of  Terrors  seized  her  as  liia  prey,  ■ 
Not  worth,  nor  beauty,  have  her  life  redeem'd.                    ^M 

Oh  t  could  that  King  of  Terrors  pity  feel,  H 
Or  Heaven  reverse  tlio  dread  decrees  of  fate,                        ^M 

Not  here  the  mourner  would  his  grief  reveal,  ^H 
Not  here  the  muse  her  virtues  would  rekte.                         |H 

But  wherefore  weep  ?  Her  matchless  spirit  soars 

Beyond  where  splendid  shines  the  orb  of  day  j 
And  weeping  angels  lead  her  to  those  bowers. 

Where  endless  pleasures  virtue's  deeds  repay. 

And  shall  presumptuous  mortals  Heaven  arraign. 

And,  madly,  godlike  Providence  accuse? 
Ah  1  no,  far  fly  from  me  attempts  so  vain ; — 

I'll  ne'er  submission  to  my  God  refuse. 

Tlie  ulbor  cliims  tlie  imJtilgFnre  of  the  reiuler  more  for  Ihis  piera  tium,  pcrhip^ 
'  ^*iia  in  tbe  coUeciioD  ^  but  tu  it  naa  written  at ui  earlier  perirxl  tliui  tbe  riat  |bein| 
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Yet  is  remembrance  of  those  virtues  dear. 
Yet  fresh  the  memory  of  that  beauteous  face; 

Still  they  call  forth  my  warm  affection's  tear. 
Still  in  my  heart  retain  their  wonted  place. 


Lbt  Folly  smile,  to  view  the  names 
Of  thee  and  me  in  friendship  twined ; 

Yet  Virtue  will  have  greater  claims 
To  love,  than  rank  with  vice  combined. 

And  though  unequal  is  thy  fate. 
Since  title  decked  my  higher  birth ! 

Yet  envy  not  this  gaudy  state ; 

Thine  is  the  pride  of  modest  worth. 

Our  souls  at  least  congenial  meet. 
Nor  can  thy  lot  my  rank  disgrace ; 

Our  intercourse  is  not  less  sweet. 

Since  worth  of  rank  supplies  the  place. 

'  [''My  first  dash  into  poetry  was  m  early  as  1800.  It  waa  the  ebunU 
passion  for  my  firxt  cousin,  Margaret  Parker  ((laughter  and  grand-daughter  of 
Admirals  Parker),  one  of  the  most  Iteautiful  of  evanescent  heings.  I  have  1< 
gotten  the  verse  ;  but  it  would  W  ditlicult  for  me  to  forget  her — her  dark  fy« 
long  eye-lashes — her  com])lt'tely  Greik  cast  of  face  and  figure  I  I  waa  thei 
twelve — she  rather  older,  perhaps  a  year.  She  died  about  a  year  or  two  afiei 
in  consequence  of  a  fall,  which  injureil  her  Hpine,  and  induced  ocmaumptiiiii 
sister  AuguAta  (by  some  thought  still  more  1m  autiful),  died  of  the  same  malad; 
it  was,  indeed,  in  attending  her,  that  Miirpint  met  with  the  accident  which  09c 
her  death.  My  mster  told  mc,  that  when  she  went  to  see  her,  shortly  beli 
death,  uiN)n  accidentally  mentioning  my  name,  Margaret  coloured,  thmoght 
palen<'ss  of  mortality,  to  the  eyes,  to  the  gn»at  astonishment  of  my  sister,  wh 
nothing  of  our  attachment,  nor  couM  conceive  why  my  name  should  affect  heri 
a  time.  I  knew  nothing  of  her  illmss,  Uin^  at  Harrow  and  in  the  onvntty' 
wiH  gone.  Some  years  after,  I  made  an  attempt  at  an  elegy — a  very  dull  one. 
not  ree<illect  scitrt'ely  anything  o<\\ia\  to  the  transjtarent  Wauty  of  my  Ok'tuia 
the  swfctni^s  of  her  temi>er,  during  the  short  |N>riod  of  our  intinuM*y.  She 
as  if  she  had  been  made  out  of  a  minltow— all  U'auty  and  peace.'* — Bifrom . 
1821.] 

*  [This  little  poem,  and  some  others  in  the  c«>lU»etion,  rtfer  to  a  boy  of  Lord  1 
own  age,  son  of  one  of  his  tenants  at  Neu>t<:Ml,  for  whom  he  had  formed  a  lu 
attachment,  previjua  to  any  of  hi^  soIkkiI  intiina<'ics.] 


TO  D . 

In  thee,  1  fondly  hoped  to  clasp 

A  friend,  whom  deatli  alone  could  sever ; 

Till  envy,  with  inaligiiaiit  grasp, 

Detach'd  thee  from  my  breast  for  ever. 

Tnie,  she  has  forced  thee  from  ray  breast. 
Yet,  in  my  heart  thou  keep'st  thy  seat; 

Tiiere,  there  thine  iriitige  still  must  rest. 
Until  that  heart  shall  cease  to  beat. 

And,  when  the  grave  restores  her  dcaJ, 

Wlieii  life  again  to  dust  is  given, 
On  thy  dear  breast  I'll  lay  my  head — 

[Without  thee,  where  wouht  be  mv  heaven  • 
Oh,  Friend  1  for  ever  loved,  for  ever  dear ! 
What  fruitless  tears  have  bathed  thy  honour'd  bier ! 
w     ■    ■     ■ 
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What  sighs  re-ccho'd  to  thy  jiarting  breath, 
WhiUt  thou  wast  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death  ! 
Could  tears  retard  the  tyrant  in  his  course ; 
Could  sighii  avert  his  dart's  relentless  force ; 
Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a  short  delay. 
Or  beauty  charm  the  spectre  from  his  prey ; 
Thou  still  hadst  lived  to  bk'ss  my  aching  »iglit, 
Thy  comrade's  honour  and  Ihy  friend's  delight.' 

n  thii  pcautthe  lines  in  the  prirkta  edition  vere  entirely  dilferi'iit: 
"  TitHigk  low  Ihy  lot,  linet  in  a  eallofft  born. 
No  titla  did  Ihi/  humblt  n 


To  me,  far  dtarer  mu  Ihy  artUu  Ian, 
noH  iM  Ihtjoui  notailk,  fame,  and  frit 
Im  tbee  alnne  I  lived,  or  wisli'd  to  tin 


Ob  thd  1  if  imtnooi,  this  nab  ward  fo  ^ 
He*it-brolicn  now,  I  wait  an  eqniO  doom, 
Omlent  to  jidn  lhe«  in  thjr  turT-dsd  tomb ; 
Where,  ibii  frail  r»mi  composed  in  endlen  mt, 
ni  taikr  aj  tut  cold  pitlnv  on  thy  breut : 
That  brcut  where  oft  in  life  I  're  laid  my  bead, 
Will  yirt  renin  me  mouldeiing  wilb  the  dead  : 


EOnnS  OP  ItiLBNBSSL 

If  yet  thy  gentle  spirit  hover  nii^li 
The  epot  wlicre  now  thy  mouldering  oshes  'ie. 
Here  wilt  tliou  read,  recorded  on  my  heart, 
A  grief  too  deep  to  trust  tlie  sculptor's  art. 
No  marble  marks  thy  couch  of  lowly  sleep. 
But  living  statues  there  are  seen  to  weep ; 
Affliction's  semblutice  bends  not  o'er  thy  tomb. 
Affliction's  self  deplores  thy  youthful  doom. 
What  though  thy  sire  lament  his  failing  line, 
A  father's  sorrows  cannot  equal  mine ! 
Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dying  hour  will  cliecr, 
Yet  other  offspring  soothe  his  anguish  here : 
But,  who  with  me  sliaJl  hold  thy  former  place  ? 
Thine  image,  what  new  frieiidsliip  can  efface? 
Ah,  none ! — a  father's  tears  will  cease  to  flow. 
Time  will  assuage  an  iufant  brother's  woe; 
To  all,  save  one,  is  consolation  known. 
While  solitary  friendship  siglis  alone. 


A  FRAGMENT. 

Whin,  to  their  airy  linll,  my  fathers'  voice 
Shall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice; 
When,  pois  d  upon  the  ^ie,  my  form  shall  ride. 
Or,  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  mountain's  side ; 
Oh !  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured  urns, 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  returns ! 
No  lengthen'd  scroll,  no  praise-encumber'd  stone; 
My  epitaph  shall  be  my  uarae  alone  : ' 

Thi»  life  rraign'ii,  withnut  one  partiag  tigh, 
Together  in  oue  bed  of  earth  we'll  lie) 
Together  ih&re  the  fate  to  mortRla  giTen  ; 
TogetlwT  mix  our  diut,  ud  liope  for  beftTM." 


Tb*  epitaph  u  Buppowd  to  oomuienionite  the  fouth  who  ii  lb*  ral^cct  of  llu  *^»» 

•'  To  B ."    The  litltar  pi«e  wu  omiiud  in  the  imbluhed  toIbbc,  whkk,  <^«Mt< 

with  the  ablil(5ntioii  of  ivcrjr  alluBioD  to  his  humlile  origin  in  tk«  «pl1*ph,  UtM  Mr. 
Moire  to  inlet  Uut  groiniig  prido  of  nuik  nmde  Lord  Byna  "'■"ntfl  of  IM  |lw*^«» 
fiipndihip.  ] 

*  [BrhiawiU,  dr»niDpiiil8U,  Lord  Bjtdo  dirwUd,  U»i  "iwisKfliillM,  M^ 
hia  lumo  and  *^,  ihoald  be  written  on  bi«  tomb;"  and.  in  1819,  he  mutt  Ik**  ^ 
Mr.  Uum;: — "Soma  of  tha  epiUphi  at  the  Ccrtoia  omelerjr.  at  Fetrati,  |4i>M 
(oe  uoro  than  tb*  tnore  ^lesdid  mouumiuila  at  BuId^db  ;  fiv  in  ' 
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If  iJlai  witli  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay. 
Oil !  may  no  otiier  fame  my  di'eds  repay  I 
314a/,  only  tAat,  shall  single  out  the  s|>ot ; 
By  that  rernember'd,  or  witli  that  forgot. 


ON  LEAVING  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY* 

'  ■  Wbj  ilfflrt  thou  build  the  hill,  taa  of  tha  winged  daji  I  Thoa  loolipri  frnm  thy 
'^r  lo-daT  *  7^'  >  1^*  fcan,  Bod  tha  blut  at  the  desert  Oames,  it  buwia  iu  thy 
iJtj  court." — OasllB. 

Theough  thy  battlements,  Newstead,  the  hollow  winds  whistle: 
Thou,  the  hall  of  my  fathers,  art  gone  to  decay ; 
In  thy  once  smiling  garden,  the  lienilock  and  thistle 

Have  choked  up  the  rose  which  late  bloom'd  in  the  way. 

Of  the  mail-cover'd  Barons,  who  proudly  to  battle 
Led  their  vassals  from  Europe  to  Palestine's  plain.' 

The  escutcheon  and  shield,  which  with  every  blast  niltle, 
Are  the  only  sad  vestiges  now  that  remain. 

No  more  doth  old  Robert,  with  harp-stringing  numbers, 
Itaife  a  flame  in  the  breast  for  the  war-laurell'd  wreath; 

Near  Askalon's  towers,  John  of  Horistan"  slumbers, 
Unnerved  ia  the  hand  of  hia  minstrel  by  death. 

Paul  and  Hnbert,  too,  sleep  in  the  valley  of  Cressyj' 

For  the  saft-ty  of  Edward  and  Englan'd  they  fell : 
My  fathers  !  the  tears  of  your  country  redress  ye : 

How  you  fought,  how  you  died,  still  her  annals  can  tell. 

C^liui  uifthitig  be  man  fnlt  of  palho*  I  I  hop«  wboerer  may  larvirD  me  vill  tee  than 
kvo  inrdi,  uid  no  more,  put  otdt  mc."j 

*  [The  priory  of  NiWHtrmd,  or  de  Nnvo  Loco,  in  Sherwood,  wu  fuanded  about  the 
k^r  1170,  t?  Henry  11.  Od  tbo  disaolation  of  the  moDut«rics  it  wu  ginutcd  by 
teukiy  VUI.  to  "Sir  John  Byron  the  little,  with  the  gnat  benrd."  Ilii  portnit  ii 
%tiU  pKMtred  ftt  NewMejtd.  ] 

'  [Then  ia  no  reoord  of  the  Byrons  baring  anidBted  in  the  Holy  Wars,  and  Mr. 
Sloon  eoDJecturei  that  the  only  authority  for  the  Dotinn  was  loiDe  group*  oF  hcadi, 
'wbieh  appMi  to  reprenent  Chrutirui  aoldiers  and  Sano^nn.  on  the  old  panel-work  at 
Xevilewl,  and  which  wen  pruLably  put  up  before  the  Abbey  came  into  the  poawMioa 
^Iheiuiuly.] 

■  ["Ib  ibe  park  of  HnrRley."  laya  Tboroton,  "  there  waa  a  castle,  eiime  of  the 
ndna  of  which  an  yet  Tiidble,  catlol  UuriBtao  Caatle,  which  was  the  chief  uiantiun  ut 
X«]pli  de  Bonui'a  noeesaoia."] 

*  [Two  of  the  Sunily  of  Byron  are  cnnoierated  ae  acning  with  diatinctian  in  tht 
BCgB  of  Galaii,  under  Edward  III.,  and  aa  among  the  knighta  who  fell  on  the  alorimu 
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On  Marston/  with  Eupert,"  'gainst  traitors  contending, 
Eoor  brothers  enriched  with  their  blood  the  bleak  field; 

For  tlie  rights  of  a  monarch  their  country  defending. 
Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty  sealed.* 

Shades  of  heroes,  farewell !  your  descendant  departing 
From  the  seat  of  his  ancestors,  bids  you  adieu  I 

Abroad,  or  at  home,  your  remembrance  imparting 
New  courage,  he'll  think  upon  glory  and  you. 

Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
.  "J'is.  nature,  not  fear,  that  excites  liis  regret ; 
Ear  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation. 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget. 

That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he  cherish ; 

He  vows  tliat  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  your  renown: 
Like  you  will  he  live,  or  like  you  will  he  perish ; 

When  decay'd,  may  he  mingle  liis  dust  with  your  own 


LINES 

WRITTEN    IN    "letters   OP   AN    ITALIAN   NUN   AND   AN   XNGLISH 

BY   J.  J.   ROUSSEAU  :    FOUNDED   ON   FACTS.** 

"  Away,  away,  your  flattering  arts 
May  now  betray  some  >impler  hearts; 
And  you  will  smile  at  their  believing 
And  they  shall  weep  at  your  deceiving. 


ANSWER    TO   THE    FOREGOING,    ADDRESSED  TO    MISS  . 

Dear,  simple  girl,  those  flattering  arts. 

From  which  thou'dst  guard  frail  female  hearts, 

'  The  battle  of  Murston  Moor,  where  the  adherents  of  Charles  I.  were  defeated. 

'  Son  of  the  Elector  Palatine,  and  nephew  to  Charles  I.     He  afterwards 
the  fleet  in  the  reign  of  Cliarlcs  II. 

'  [  On  the  monument  of  Richard,  the  second  Lord  Byron,  who  lies  buried  in 
chancel  of  Hucknal-Tokard  church,  there  is  the  following  inscription:^ — *»Ben<^*' 
a  vault,  is  interred  the  b(xly  of  Richard  Lord  Byron,  who,  with  the  rest  of  his 
being  seven  brothers,  faithfully  served  King  Charles  the  First  in  the  civil 
suffered  much  for  their  loyalty,  and  lost  all  their  present  fortunes :  yet  it  pleased 
BO  to  bleas  the  humble  endeavount  of  the  said  Richard  Lord  Byron,  that  lie  re- 
chased  part  of  their  ancient  inheritance,  which  he  left  to  his  iKWterity,  with  a 
memory  fir  his  great  piety  and  chtirity.**     The  first  Lord,  ennobled  by  Charie^ 
in  1(543,  was  the  eldest  brother  of  this  Richard.] 


^^^ 

*  Bonus  OP  IDLBNBSS.                                        29a 

£sist  but  in  imagitiatioii, — 

Mere  phantoms  of  tliiue  owu  creation ; 

For  Le  wlio  views  that  witcliiiig  grace. 

Tlwt  perfect  form,  tlmt  lovely  face. 

Witli  eves  adrairiiig,  oh !  believe  me. 

He  never  wishes  to  deceive  thee :                     , 

Once  iu  t!ty  potish'd  mirror  glance, 

Thou'lt  tiiere  descry  thnt  elegance 

Wliich  from  our  sex  demands  such  praises. 

But  envy  iii  the  other  raises : 

'Iheu  he  who  tells  thee  of  thy  beauty. 

Believe  me,  only  does  his  duty : 

Ah!  fly  not  froiii  the  candid  youth. 

It  is  not  llattery,— 'tis  truth. 

/u/y,  180*. 

lbrian's  address  to  his  soul  when  dying.' 

[Ai.i»UL*  I  ntguU,  blandnls^                                                               ^^ 

HdSp™,  oomcsqne  rarporU,                                                 ^^^^^^^M 

Qun  nunc  sliihjs  b  loca—                                                  ^^H^^H 

Polliduk,  Hgl.)a.  nudaU,                                                   '^^^^^^1 

KeCUt^Hd-bbjoco^!]                                                ^^^^m 

Ah  !  gentle,  fleeting,  wav'riug  spriti',                       ^^^^^^^H 

Triend  and  associate  of          clay  1                                 j^^^^^H 

To  what  unknown  region  borne,                               ^^^^^^^H 

WUt  thou  now  wing  thy  distant  flight?                       ^^^^H 

No  more  with  wonted  liumour  gay,                                            ^^| 

But  pallid,  cheerless,  and  forlorn.                                        ^H 

TJtiNSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

Eqtjal  to  Jove  that  youth  must  be— 

Greater  than  Jove  be  scema  to  me — 

Who,  free  from  Jealousy's  alarms. 

Securely  views  thy  matchless  charms. 

That  cheek,  which  ever  dimpling  glow?. 

That  mouth,  from  whence  sufii  music  lions.                                   H 

tlui  knJ  HVenl  Uttle  pieou  lL>t  TuUe*,   ^n™^  (<'  l>c  tr>(!"><;nt3  ul  i.:liool                ^| 

L.    J 
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To  him,  alike,  are  always  known, 

Ileserved  for  him,  and  him  alone. 

Ah  1  Lesbia !  though  'tis  death  to  me;, 

I  cannot  choose  but  look  on  thee ; 

But,  at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly; 

I  needs  must  gaze,  but,  gazing,  die ; 

Whilst  trembling  with  a  thousand  fears, 

ParchM  to  the  throat  my  tongue  adheres. 

My  pulse  beats  quick,  my  breath  heaves  shor^ 

My  limbs  deny  their  slight  support. 

Cold  dews  my  pallid  face  overspread. 

With  deadly  languor  droops  my  head. 

My  ears  with  tingling  eciioes  ring, 

And  life  itself  is  on  the  wing ; 

My  eyes  refuse  the  cheering  light. 

Their  orbs  are  veil'd  in  starless  night : 

Such  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath. 

And  feels  a  temporary  death. 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON  VIRGIL  AIT 

TIBULLU& 

BY   DOMITIDS   MAR8U8. 

He  who  sublime  in  epic  numbers  TolVd, 
And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love. 

By  Death's  ^  unequal  hand  alike  controlFd, 
Fit  comrades  in  Elysian  regions  move  1 


IMITATION  OF  TIBULLUS. 
^'SolpidA  ad  Cerinthum." — Lib,  4. 

Ceuel  Cerinthus  !  does  the  fell  disease 
Which  racks  my  breast  your  fickle  bosom  please? 
Alas !  I  wish'd  but  to  o  ercome  the  pain. 
That  I  might  live  for  love  and  you  again : 
But  now  I  scarcely  shall  bewail  my  fate : 
By  death  alone  1  can  avoid  your  hate. 

*  [The  hand  of  DmUi  is  B&id  to  be  nt^ost  or  uneqiutl,  at  Yiinil  died  old«r 
TibtOlas.] 
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TBANSIATION  FROM  CATULLUi 

Te  CupiJs,  droop  each  little  liea<l. 
Nor  let  jour  wings  with  joy  be  spread, 
Uy  Jjcsbia's  favourite  bird  is  dead. 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  loved : 
For  lie  was  gentle,  and  so  true. 
Obedient  to  her  call  lie  flew, 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew. 

But  lightly  o'er  her  bosom  moved  : 

And  softly  fluttering  here  and  there. 

He  never  sought  to  cleave  tlie  air,                                                                i 

But  chirrup'd  oft,  and,  free  from  cnre, 

Tuned  to  her  ear  his  grateful  strain. 
Now  having  pass'd  the  gloomy  bourn 
From  wiience  lie  never  cau  return, 
His  deatii  and  Lesbia's  grief  I  mourn,                           ^^^^^^^ 

Who  siglis,  alas  !  but  sighs  in                                 ^^^^^H 

Oh  1  curst  be  tlion,  devouring  grave  ^^^^^^H 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave,  ^^^^^^^^H 
From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save,                          ^^^^^^^^H 

For  thou  hast  ta'en  the  bird  an-ny  t  ^^^^^^H 
From  thee  my  Lesbia's  eyes  o'erflow,  ^^^^^^^^| 
Her  swollen  cheeks  witli  weeping  glow  ;  I^^H 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  woe,                                              ^^H 

ileceptacle  of  life's  decay.                                                       ^^^| 

IMITATED  FEOM  CATULLUS. 

Oh  I  might  1  kisa  those  eyes  of  fire, 
A  million  scarce  would  quench  desire : 
Still  would  I  steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss : 
Mor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be ; 
Still  would  I  kiss  and  cling  to  thee : 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissei  er ; 
Still  would  we  kiss  and  kiss  for  ever; 
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E'en  though  the  numbers  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest's  countless  seed. 
To  part  iitrould  be  a  vain  endeavour : 
Could  I  desist  ? — ah !  never — never. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  HORACBL 

[Justain  et  teDAoem  propositi  Timm,  Ite.] 

The  man  of  firm  and  noble  soul 
No  factious  clamours  can  control ; 
No  threat'ning  tyrant's  darkling  brow 

Can  swerve  him  from  his  just  intent : 
Gales  tlie  warring  waves  which  plough. 

By  Auster  on  the  billows  spent. 
To  curb  tlie  Adriatic  main. 
Would  awe  his  fix'd  determined  mind  in  vain. 

Ay,  and  the  red  right  arm  of  Jove, 
Hurtling  his  lightnings  from  above. 
With  all  his  terrors  there  unfurl'd. 

He  would,  unmoved,  unawed,  behold. 
The  flames  of  an  expiring  world. 

Again  in  crashing  chaos  roU'd, 
In  vast  promiscuous  ruin  hurl'd. 
Might  liiclit  his  glorious  funeral  pile : 
Still  dauntless  'midst  the  wreck  of  earth  he'd  smi 


FROM  ANACREON. 

I  AVisH  to  tune  my  quivering  lyre 
To  deeds  of  fume  and  notes  of  fire; 
To  echo,  from  its  rising  swell. 
How  heroes  fought  and  nations  fell. 
When  Atreus'  sons  advanced  to  war. 
Or  Tvrian  Cadmus  roved  afar: 
l^ut  still,  to  martial  strains  unknown, 
Mv  Ivre  recurs  to  Love  alone. 
Fired  with  the  hope  of  future  fame, 
I  seek  some  nobler  hero's  name; 
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Tlic  dying  chords  arc  strung  anew, 
To  war,  to  war,  my  liarp  is  due : 
With  glowing  strings,  tlie  epiu  strain 
To  Jove'a  great  son  I  raise  again ; 
Alcides  and  his  glorious  deeds, 
lleiieath  whose  arm  the  Hydra  bleeds, 
Alt,  all  in  vain ;  my  wayward  lyre 
Wakes  silver  notes  of  aot't  desire. 
Adieu,  ye  chiefs  reuowii'd  in  arms  ! 
Adieu  the  ckng  iif  war's  alarms  I 
To  otiier  deeds  my  soul  is  strung. 
And  sweeter  notes  shall  now  be  sung; 
My  harp  shall  all  its  powers  reveal. 
Til  tell  the  tale  my  heart  must  feel ; 
liuve.  Love  aloac,  my  lyre  shall  claim, 
III  songs  of  bliss  and  sighs  of  flame. 


FROM  ANAUREON. 

[HiidmwtIui  taS  ipair.  n.  t.  X.] 

'TwAS  iioH  the  hour  when  Night  liad  driveu 

Her  car  li:ill'  round  yon  sable  lieaveu ; 

Boiites,  only,  seeni'd  to  roll 

His  arclic  charge  around  the  pole; 

While  mortals,  lust  in  gentle  sleep, 

lorgot  to  smile,  or  ceased  to  weep  : 

At  tlijs  lone  hour  the  Papliian  boy. 

Descending  from  the  realms  of  joy. 

Quick  to  iny  gate  directs  his  course. 

And  knocks  with  all  his  little  force. 

My  visions  fled,  alarm'd  I  rose, — ■ 

"What  stranger  breaks  uiy  blest  repose P" 

"Alas!"  replies  the  wily  child 

III  faltering  accents  sweetly  mild, 

"  A  hapless  infant  here  1  roam. 

Far  from  my  dear  maternal  home. 

Oil  I  shield  me  from  the  wintry  blast  1 

The  nightly  storm  is  pouring  fast. 

No  prowling  robber  lingfrs  here. 

A  wandering  baby  who  can  fear  ?  " 

1  heard  liis  seeming  artless  tale, 

I  beard  his  sighs  u]iun  the  gale: 


oX'ORo 
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My  breast  was  never  pity's  foe. 

But  felt  for  all  the  baby's  woe. 

I  drew  the  bar^  and  by  the  light 

Young  Love,  the  infant^  met  my  sight; 

His  bow  across  his  shoulders  flung. 

And  thence  his  fatal  quiver  hung 

(All !  little  did  I  think  tlie  dart 

Would  rankle  soon  within  my  heart). 

With  care  I  tend  my  weary  guest. 

His  little  fingers  chill  my  breast; 

His  glossy  curls,  his  azure  wing. 

Which  droop  with  nightly  showers,  I  wring  ; 

His  shivering  limbs  the  embers  warm; 

And  now  reviving  from  the  storm. 

Scarce  had  he  felt  his  wonted  glow. 

Than  swift  he  seized  his  slender  bow  :— 

'*  I  fain  would  know,  my  gentle  host," 

He  cried,  "if  this  its  strength  has  lost; 

I  fear,  relaxM  with  midnight  dews. 

The  strings  their  former  aid  refuse/' 

With  poison  tipt,  liis  arrow  flies. 

Deep  in  my  tortured  heart  it  lies ; 

Then  loud  the  joyous  urchin  laugh'd : — 

"  My  bow  can  still  impel  the  shaft : 

'Tis  firmly  fix'd,  thy  sighs  reveal  it ; 

Say,  courteous  host,  canst  thou  not  feel  it?" 


FROM  THE  PROMETHEUS  VINCTUS  OF  -^SCHYL 

Great  Jove,  to  whose  almighty  throne 
Both  gods  and  mortals  homage  pay. 
Ne'er  may  my  soul  thy  power  disown. 

Thy  dread  behests  ne'er  disobey. 
Oft  sliall  the  sacred  victim  fall 
In  sea-girt  Ocean's  mossy  hall; 
My  voice  shall  raise  no  impious  strain 
'Gainst  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  azure  main. 

How  difierent  now  thy  joyless  fate. 
Since  first  Hesione  thy  bride. 


n^hen  placed  aloft  in  g;o(Ilike  atate, 
'file  olusliiiig  beautjr  by  thy  side, 
Hiou  sat'st,  while  reverend  Ocean  smiled, 
Vnd  mirtlifut  strains  tlie  hours  beguilu-d; 
llie  Nymphs  and  Tritons  danced  around, 
ryet  thy  doom  was  llx'd,  nor  Jove  relentless  frowii'd.' 


TO  ESIMA. 

SiNCB  now  the  hour  h  como  at  last. 

When  you  must  quit  your  anxious  lover; 

Since  now  our  dream  of  uliss  ie  past, 
One  i):ing,  my  girl,  and  all  is  over. 

Alas !  that  piing  will  be  severe. 

Which  bids  us  part  to  meet  no  more ; 

Which  tea»  me  far  from  one  so  dear, 
Departing  for  a  distant  shore. 

Well !  we  have  pass'd  some  happy  hours, 
And  joy  will  iningie  with  our  tears ; 

When  thinking  on  these  ancient  towers. 
The  shelter  of  our  infant  years; 

Where  from  this  Gothic  casement's  height. 
We  view'd  the  lake,  the  park,  the  deil. 

And  still,  though  tears  obstruct  our  sight, 
We  lingering  look  a  last  farewell. 

O'er  fields  through  which  we  used  to  run. 
And  spend  the  hours  in  childish  play ; 

O'er  shades  where,  whcTi  our  race  was  done, 
Rejiosing  on  my  breast  you  lay ; 

Whilst  I,  admiring,  too  remiss. 

Forgot  to  scare  tiie  hcivering  flics, 
Yet  envied  every  lly  the  kiss 

It  dared  to  give  vour  slumbering  eycst 

Kj  fiirt  Harrow  Teraea  (thai  is,  Bnglish,  u  Eicrci««),  a  trnns'nl 
Fnnn  tiie  Prorootheiw  uf  iichjluti,  wtM  receiTwl  by  Dr.  Driirj,  lu 
ugr  haul  mwttr),  bat  oovlly.  S'o  onr  h»d,  U  that  time,  th«  tcul  iiui 
•iiluiile  into  po«j." — Bgrun  Wurj.] 
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See  still  the  little  painted  bark. 
In  which  I  row^d  yoa  o^er  the  lake; 

See  there,  high  waving  o'er  the  park. 
The  elm  I  clamber'd  for  your  sake. 

These  times  are  past — our  joys  are  gone^ 
You  leave  me,  leave  this  happy  vale ; 

These  scenes  I  must  retrace  alone  : 
Without  thee  what  will  they  avail  ? 

Who  can  conceive,  who  has  not  proved. 
The  anguish  of  a  last  embrace? 

When,  torn  from  all  you  fondly  loved. 
You  "bid  a  long  adieu  to  peace. 

This  is  the  deepest  of  our  woes, 

For  this  these  tears  our  cheeks  bedew ; 

This  is  of  love  the  final  close. 

Oh,  God  !  the  fondest,  last  adieu ! 


TO  M.  a  G. 

Whene'er  I  view  those  lips  of  thine. 
Their  hue  invites  my  fervent  kiss ; 

Yet  I  forego  that  bliss  divine, 
Alas !  it  were  uuhallow'd  bliss. 

Whene'er  I  dream  of  that  pure  breast 
How  could  I  dwell  upon  its  snows ! 

Yet  is  the  daring  wish  represt, 

For  that, — would  banish  its  repose. 

A  glance  from  thy  soul-searching  eye 
Can  raise  with  hope,  depress  with  fear; 

Yet  I  conceal  my  love, — and  why  ? 
I  would  not  force  a  painful  tear. 

I  ne'er  had  told  my  love,  yet  thou 
Hast  seen  my  ardent  flame  too  well ; 

And  shall  I  plead  my  passion  now, 
To  make  thv  bosom's  heaven  a  hell  ? 


HOUBS  OP   IDLENESS. 

No  I  for  tliou  never  canst  be  mine. 
United  by  the  priest's  decree; 

By  any  ties  but  those  divine, 

Jliiie,  my  beloved,  thou  iie'ei  shalt  be. 

Then  let  the  secret  fire  consume. 

Let  it  consume,  thou  shalt  not  know : 

With  joy  I  court  a  certain  doom, 
Bather  than  spread  its  guilty  glow, 

I  will  not  ease  my  tortured  heart, 

lly  driving  dove-eyed  peace  from  thine , 

Eutlier  than  such  a  sting  impart. 

Each  thought  presumptuous  1  resign. 

Yes  !  yield  those  lips,  for  which  I'd  brave 
More  than  I  liere  shall  dare  lo  tell ; 

Thy  innocence  and  mine  to  save, — 
I  bid  thee  now  a  last  farewell. 

Yea !  yield  that  breast,  to  seek  de^^pair. 
And  hope  no  more  thy  soft  embrace ; 

Which  to  obtain  my  sonl  would  dare. 
All,  all  reproach,  but  thy  disgrace. 

At  least  from  guilt  shait  thou  be  free, 
No  matron  siiall  thy  shame  reprove  ; 

Tliough  cureless  pangs  may  prey  on  mc, 
No  martyr  shult  lliou  he  to  love. 


TO  CAROLINE. 

Think'st  thou  I  saw  thy  beauteous  eyes, 
SuSosed  in  tears,  Implore  to  stav ; 

And  heard  unmoved  thy  plenteous  sighs. 
Which  said  far  more  than  «  orda  can  say  P 

Though  keen  the  grief  tliy  tears  esprest. 
When  love  and  hope  lav  both  o'erthrowa* 

Yet  still,  my  girl,  this  bleeding  breast 
Throbb'd  with  deep  sorrow  us  thine  owu. 
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But  when  our  cheeks  with  anguish  glow'd,' 
When  thy  sweet  lips  were  joined  to  mine^ 

The  tears  that  from  my  eyelids  flow*d 
Were  lost  in  those  which  fell  from  thine. 

Thou  couldst  not  feel  my  bumins^  cheek. 
Thy  gushing  tears  had  quenchM  its  flamcj 

And  as  thy  tongue  essa/d  to  speak. 
In  signs  alone  it  breathM  my  name. 

And  yet,  my  girl,  we  weep  in  vain. 
In  vain  our  fate  in  sighs  deplore ; 

Remembrance  only  can  remain, — 
But  that  will  make  us  weep  the  more. 

Again,  thou  best  beloved,  adieu ! 

Ah  !  if  thou  canst,  o'ercome  regret. 
Nor  let  thy  mind  past  joys  review, — 

Our  only  hope  is  to  forget ! 


TO   CAROLINE. 


Whkn  I  hear  you  express  an  aflFection  so  warm. 
Ne'er  tliink,  my  beloved,  that  I  do  not  believe ; 

For  your  lip  would  the  soul  of  suspicion  disarm. 
And  your  eye  beams  a  ray  which  can  never  deceive. 

Yet,  still,  this  fond  bosom  regrets,  while  adoring. 
That  love,  like  the  leaf,  must  fall  into  the  sere ; 

That  age  will  come  on,  when  remembrance,  deploring. 
Contemplates  the  scenes  of  her  youth  with  a  tear ; 

That  the  time  must  arrive,  when,  no  longer  retaining 
Their  auburn,  those  locks  must  wave  thin  to  the  bretze, 

AA'hen  a  few  silver  hairs  of  those  tresses  remaining, 
Prove  nature  a  prey  to  decay  and  disease. 

'Tis  this,  my  beloved,  which  spreads  gloom  o'er  my  featui 
Though  1  ne'er  shall  presume  to  arraign  the  decree 

Which  God  has  proclainfd  as  the  fate  of  his  creatures. 
In  the  death  which  one  day  will  deprive  you  of  me. 
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Mistake  not,  sweet  sceptic,  tlie  cauae  of  eraolion, 

No  doubt  can  t)ie  mind  of  jour  lover  invade; 
He  worships  each  look  witli  such  faitliful  devotion, 

A  smile  con  enchant,  or  a  tear  can  dissuade. 

But  as  death,  my  beloved,  soon  or  late  shall  o'ertake  us. 
And  our  breasts,  which  alive  with  such  syrapatiij  glow, 

Will  sleep  in  the  grave  till  the  blast  shall  awake  us, 
When  calling  the  dead,  in  earth's  bosom  laid  low, — 

Oh  \  then  let  us  drain,  while  we  may,  draughts  of  uleaaure, 

Whicli  from  passion  like  ours  may  unceasingly  flow  ; 
Let  us  pass  round  the  cup  of  love's  bliss  in  full  measure, 

(And  quaff  the  coatentii  as  our  nectar  below. 
1305. 
B 


TO  CAROLINE. 


Ob  1  when  shall  the  grave  hide  for  ever  my  sorrow  ? 

Oh  !  when  shall  my  soul  wing  her  flight  from  this  clay  ? 
Tlie  present  is  hell,  and  the  coming  to-morrow 

But  brings,  with  new  torture,  the  curse  of  to-day. 

Trom  my  eye  flows  no  tear,  from  my  lips  flow  no  curaes, 
I  blast  not  the  flends  who  have  Imrl'd  me  from  bliss ; 

Tor  poor  is  tbe  soul  which  bewailing  rehearses 
Us  querulous  grief,  when  in  anguish  like  this. 

Was  my  eye,  'stead  of  tears,  with  red  fury  flakes  bright'ninc;. 
Would  my  lips  breathe  a  flame  which  no  stream  could  assuage. 

On  our  foes  should  my  glance  launch  in  vengeance  its  lightning. 
With  transport  iny  tongue  give  a  loose  to  ils  rage. 

Illit  now  tears  and  curses,  alike  unavailing. 
Would  add  to  the  souls  of  our  tyrants  delight ; 

Could  they  view.ua  our  sad  separation  bewailing. 
Their  merciless  heart  would  rejoice  at  the  sight. 

*  et  still,  though  wc  bend  with  a  feigifd  resignation. 
Life  beams  not  for  us  with  one  ray  that  can  cheer ; 

l*ove  and  hope  upon  earth  bring  no  more  consolalion. 
In  the  grave  is  our  hope,  fdi  ia  life  is  our  fear. 
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Oh  !  when,  my  adored,  in  the  tomb  will  tliey  place  me^ 
Since,  in  life,  love  and  friendship  for  ever  are  fled  ? 

If  again  in  the  mansion  of  death  I  embrace  thee. 
Perhaps  they  will  leave  unmolested  the  dead. 


STANZAS  TO  A  LADY,  WITH  THE  POEMS  OF  CAMOl 

This  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem. 

Perhaps,  dear  girl !  for  me  thou'lt  prize; 

It  sings  of  Love's  enchanting  dream, 
A  theme  we  never  can  despise. 

Who  blames  it  but  the  envious  fool. 

The  old  and  disappointed  maid ; 
Or  pupil  of  tlie  prudish  school. 

In  single  sorrow  doomM  to  fade  ? 

Then  read,  dear  girl !  with  feelins  read. 
For  thou  wilt  ne'er  be  one  of  those ; 

To  thee  in  vain  I  shall  not  plead 
In  pity  for  the  poet's  woes." 

He  was  in  sooth  a  genuine  bard ; 

His  was  no  faint,  fictitious  tlame : 
Like  his,  may  love  be  thy  reward. 

But  not  thy  hapless  fate  the  same. 


THE  FIRST  KISS  OF  LOVE. 

"Epiora  fjLOVvov  ^X<*- — AkACKIOJI. 

Away  with  your  fictions  of  llimsy  romance; 

Those  tissues  of  falsehood  which  folly  has  wove ! 
Give  me  the  mild  beam  of  tlie  soul -breathing  glance. 

Or  the  rapture  which  dwells  on  the  first  kiss  of  love 

7  [Lonl  Strangfonrs  translation  of  CHmr»oii!i'  AmnUiry  Venes  wm^  with  Li 
IWms,  a  favourite  study  of  lA>nl  Byron's  at  the  jHTitMl.] 
"  [Camoi'MS  tcrmiuated  a  life  of  niisailvruturvN  in  an  alins-houae.] 
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rhymers,  whose  bosoms  with  phantasy  glow. 
Whose  pastoral  passions  are  made  for  the  grove ; 
From  what  blest  inspiration  your  sonnets  would  flow. 
Could  you  ever  have  tasted  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

If  Apollo  should  e'er  his  assistance  refuse. 

Or  the  Nine  be  disposed  from  your  service  to  rove. 

Invoke  them  no  more,  bid  adieu  to  the  muse. 
And  try  the  efl'ect  of  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

I  hate  you,  ye  cold  compositions  of  art : 

Though  prudes  may  condemn  me,  and  bigots  reprove, 
I  court  the  eflFusions  that  spring  from  the  heart,* 

Wliich  tlirobs  with  delight  to  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

Tour  shepherds,  your  flocks,  those  fantastical  themes, 
Perhaps  may  amuse,  yet  they  never  can  move  : 

Arcadia  displays  but  a  region  of  dreams ; 

What  are  visions  like  these  to  the  first  kiss  of  love  ? 

Oh !  cease  to  affirm  that  man,  since  his  birth. 

From  Adam  till  now,  has  with  wretchedness  strove. 

Some  portion  of  Paradise  still  is  on  earth, 
And  £den  revives  in  the  first  kiss  of  love. 

Wlien  age  chills  the  blood,  when  our  pleasures  are  past — 
For  years  fleet  away  with  the  wings  of  the  dove — 

The  dearest  remembrance  will  still  be  the  last. 
Our  sweetest  memorial  the  first  kiss  of  love. 


<::>N  A  CHANGE  OF  MASTERS  AT  A  GREAT  PUBLIC 

SCHOOL.' 

Wheee  are  those  honours,  Ida !  once  your  own. 
When  Probus  fiU'd  your  magisterial  tlirone  ? 

^  .^C  In  March,  1805,  Dr.  Dmry,  the  Probas  of  the  piece,  retired  from  Mb  mtnation 

■jvl^^^d  nuwter  at  Harrow,  and  was  succeeded  by  Dr.  Butler,  the  PomposiiB.     "Dr. 

^JV*'*^,*'  laid  Lord  Byron,  in  one  of  his  note-b^^oks,  **  was  the  best,  the  kindest  (and 

^]^    strict,  too)  friend  I  ever  had ;  and  I  look  upon  him  still  as  a  father.'*     Out  of 

^^^Mon  to  his  late  preceptor.  Lord  Byron  advocated  the  election  of  Mark  Dmry  to 

^T^.J^lcaot  post,  and  hence  his  dislike  of  the  successful  candidate.     He  was  reconciled 

^?*H.  Batler  before  departing  for  Greece  in  1809,  and   in  his  diary  he  says,  "I 

^***«d  him  rebellioosly,  and  have  been  sorry  ever  since."] 

x2 
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As  ancient  Rome^  fast  falling  to  diss^ace, 
Hail'd  a  barbarian  in  her  Caesar's  place« 
So  you^  degenerate^  share  as  hard  a  fate. 
And  seat  Pomposus  where  your  Probus  sate 
Of  narrow  brain,  yet  of  a  narrower  soul, 
Pomposus  holds  you  in  his  harsh  control ; 
Pomposus,  by  no  social  virtue  sway'd. 
With  florid  jargon,  and  with  vain  parade ; 
AVith  noisy  nonsense,  and  new-fangled  rules. 
Such  as  were  ne'er  before  enforced  in  schools. 
Mistaking  pedantry  for  learning's  laws. 
He  governs,  sanction'd  but  by  self-applause; 
Witl>  him  the  same  dire  fat«  attending  Rome, 
Ill-fated  Ida !  soon  must  stamp  your  doom : 
Like  her  o'erthrown,  for  ever  lost  to  fame. 
No  trace  of  science  left  you,  but  the  name. 


/u/y,  1805. 


TO  THE  DUKE  OF  DORSET.* 

Dorset  !  whose  early  steps  with  mine  have  stray'd. 
Exploring  every  path  of  Ida's  glade ; 
Whom  still  affection  taught  me  to  defend, 
And  made  me  less  a  tvrant  than  a  friend. 
Though  the  harsh  custom  of  our  youthful  band 
Bade  thee  obey,  and  gave  me  to  command  ;* 
Thee,  on  whose  head  a  few  short  years  will  shower 
The  gift  of  riches  and  the  j)ride  of  power; 
E'en  now  a  name  ilhistrious  is  thine  own, 
Kenown'd  in  rank,  not  far  beneath  the  throne. 
Yet,  Dorset,  h^t  not  this  seduce  thy  soul 
To  shun  fair  science,  or  evade  control, 

'  In  looking  over  my  papers  to  select  a  few  additional  poems  for  this  second  edLi< 
I  found  the  above  lines.  Mhich  I  had  totally  forgotten,  composed  in  the  wommxm^^^ 
1805,  a  short  time  previous  to  my  dejiarture  from  Harrow.     They  were  Addrii«<-  ^  ^ 
a  young  i^:lKK)lfcliow  (»f  hi^li  rank,  vho  had   btrn  my  frequent  companioD  in    i 
rambles  through   the   neighbmiring  countij  :  however,   he  never  saw  the  iines^ 
most  probably  never  will.      As,  on  a  re-perusal,  I  found  them  not  worne  UiAu 
other  pieces  in  the  colk-ction,  1  have  now  jmblished  them,  for  the  first  time,  sfWt*"  • 
slight  revision. 

•  At  ever)'  public  8chm>l  the  junior  Ikjvs  are  completely  subservient  to  the  Bpr**" 
fi»nu8  till  they  attain  a  seat  in  th»'  higher  flns-ves.      From  thi»  state  of  probfttioD,  ?••? 
jtroiKrly,  no  rank  is  exempt  :  btit  after  a  certain  i^Tio*!,  they  commantl  in  lura  tlK^* 
^ho  sucec<'d. 
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Tliough  passive  tutors,"  fearful  to  dispraise 
The  titled  child,  whose  future  breatli  may  raise, 
View  ducal  errors  with  indulgent  ejes, 
And  wink,  at  faults  they  tremble  to  cliastise. 

When  youthful  parasites,  who  bend  the  knee 
To  wealth,  tlieir  golden  idol,  not  to  thee, — 
And  even  in  simple  boyhood's  opening  dawn 
Some  slaves  are  found  to  flatter  and  to  fawn, — 
When  tliese  declare,  "that  pomp  alone  should  wait 
On  one  by  birth  predestined  to  be  great; 
Tliat  books  were  only  meant  for  drudging  foola, 
Tbat  gallant  spirits  scorn  the  common  rules;" 
Believe  them  not ; — tliey  poiut  the  path  to  shame. 
And  seek  to  blast  the  honours  of  thy  name. 
Turn  to  tJie  few  in  Idu'a  early  throng, 
^\'hose  souls  disdain  not  to  condemn  the  wrong; 
Or  if,  amidst  the  comrades  of  thy  youth. 
None  dare  to  raise  the  sterner  voice  of  truth. 
Ask  thine  own  heart;  'twill  bid  thee,  boy,  forbear; 
For  leeil  I  know  that  virtue  lingers  there. 

Yes  I  I  have  luark'd  thee  many  a  passing  day. 
But  now  new  scenes  invite  me  far  away; 
Tes  I  I  have  mark'd  within  that  generous  mind 
A  soul,  if  well  matured,  to  bless  mankind. 
Ah  1  though  myself,  by  nature  haughty,  wild. 
Whom  Indiscretion  hail'd  her  favourite  child; 
Though  every  error  stamps  me  for  her  own. 
And  dooms  nij  fall,  I  fain  would  fall  alone; 
Though  my  proud  heart  no  precept  now  can  tame, 
1  love  the  virtues  which  I  cannot  claim. 

'Tis  not  enough,  with  other  sons  of  power, 
To  gleam  the  lambent  meteor  of  an  hour ; 
To  swell  some  peerage  page  in  feeble  pride. 
With  long-drawn  names  that  grace  no  page  beside; 
Then  share  with  titled  crowds  the  common  lot — 
In  life  just  gazed  at,  in  the  grave  forgot; 
While  nought  divides  thee  from  the  vulgar  dead, 
Except  the  dull  cold  stone  that  hides  thy  head, 
The  mouldering  'sculcheou,  or  the  herald's  roll. 
That  well-emblazon'd  but  neglected  scroll. 
Where  lords,  uidioiiour'd,  in  the  tomb  may  find 
One  spot,  to  leave  a  worthless  name  behind. 
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There  sleep,  unnotioed  as  the  gloomy  tbuIU 

That  yeil  their  dust,  their  follieB»  and  their  fiuiltii. 

A  race,  with  old  armorial  lists  overspread. 

In  records  destined  never  to  be  read. 

Fain  would  I  view  thee,  with  prophetic  eyes. 

Exalted  more  among  the  good  and  wise, 

A  glorious  and  a  long  career  pursue. 

As  first  in  rank,  the  first  in  talent  too : 

Spurn  every  vice,  each  little  meanness  shun; 

!Not  Fortune's  minion,  but  her  noblest  son. 

Turn  to  the  annals  of  a  former  day ; 
Bright  are  the  deeds  thine  earlier  sires  dis^diy. 
One,  though  a  courtier,  lived  a  man  of  worth. 
And  call'd>  proud  boast  I  the  British  drama  forth.^ 
Another  view,  not  less  renown'd  for  wit ; 
Alike  for  courts,  and  camps,  or  senates  fit; 
Bold  in  the  field,  and  favoured  by  the  Nine; 
In  every  splendid  part  ordainM  to  shine; 
Far,  far  distinguish^  from  the  glittering  throng, 
The  pride  of  princes,  and  tlie  boast  of  song.* 
Such  were  thy  fathers;  thus  preserve  their  name; 
Not  heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  fame. 
The  hour  draws  nigh,  a  few  brief  days  will  dose^ 
To  me,  this  little  scene  of  joys  and  woes ; 
Each  knell  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  resign 
Shades  where  Hope,  Peace,  and  Friendship  all  were  minflr 
Hope,  that  could  vary  like  the  rainbow's  hue. 
And  gild  their  pinions  as  the  moments  flew; 
Peace,  that  reflection  never  frown'd  away. 
By  dreams  of  ill  to  cloud  some  future  day ; 
Friendship,  whose  truth  let  cliildhood  only  tell; 
Alas !  they  love  not  long,  who  love  so  well. 
To  these  adieu !  nor  let  me  linger  o'er 

*  ["  Thomas  Sackville,  Lord  Buckhurst,  was  born  in  1527.     While  a  ftadent  ff  ^ 
Inner  Temple,  he  wrote  his  tragedy  of  Gorbnduc,  which  wis  played  befcre 
Elizabeth  at  Whitehall,  in  1561.     This  trageiiy,  and  his  oontribotioa  of  the  Ind 
and  legend  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  to  the  *  Mirror  for  Ma^st»tea»*  oompoM 
poetical  history  of  Sackville.     The  rest  of  it  was  politicaL     In  1604,  he 
Earl  of  Dorset  by  James  I.     He  died  suddenly  at  the  council-table,  in 
a  dropsy  on  the  brain." — Oampbill.] 

*  [Charles  Sackyille,  Earl  of  Dorset,  was  bcm  in  1637,  and  died  in  170S.  He 
esteemed  the  most  accomplished  man  of  his  day,  and  alike  distinguished  in  the  Tol0P* 
tuous  court  of  Charles  II.  and  the  gloomy  one  of  William  IIL  He  behared  wiikcty^' 
siderable  gallantry  in  the  sea-fight  with  the  Dutch  in  1665;  on  the  daj  P>vvi<'*  ^ 
which  he  is  said  to  have  composed  his  celebrated  song,  **  To  all  you  Ladia  nott  ^ 
Land."  His  character  his  been  drawn  in  the  highest  coloura  by  Drydci^  Po|P%  Wo^' 
and  Cougrere.] 
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Scenes  liail'd,  as  exOes  liail  their  native  shore, 
Keceding  slowly  through  the  dork-blue  deep. 
Beheld  by  eyes  that  mourn,  yet  cannot  weep. 

Dorset,  farewell !  I  will  not  ask  one  p<irt 
Of  sad  reraembronce  in  so  young  a  heart ; 
The  coming  morrow  from  thy  youthful  mind 
Will  sweep  my  name,  nor  leave  a  trace  behind. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  in  some  maturer  year, 
8iiice  cliiuice  has  thrown  us  in  the  self-same  spherr 
Since  the  same  seuate,  nay,  the  same  debate. 
May  one  day  claim  our  suffrage  for  the  state. 
We  hence  may  meet,  and  pass  each  other  by 
With  faint  regard,  or  cold  and  distant  eye, 
For  me,  in  future,  neither  friend  nor  foe, 
A  stranger  to  thyself,  thy  weal  or  woe. 
With  thee  no  more  again  I  hope  to  trace 
The  recollection  of  our  early  race; 
No  more,  as  once,  in  social  hours  rejoice. 
Or  hear,  unless  in  crowds,  thy  well-knowu  voice. 
Still,  if  the  wishes  of  a  heart  untaught 
To  veil  those  feelings  which  perchance  it  onglit. 
If  these, — but  let  me  cease  the  lengthen'd  strain,— 
Oh  1  if  these  wishes  are  not  breathed  in  vain, 
'Hie  guardian  semph  who  directs  thy  fate 
Will  leave  thee  glorious,  as  he  found  thee  greaU' 


FRAGMENT. 


Hir,Ls  of  Aitnesley,  bleak  and  barren, 
'Where  my  thoughtless  childhood  siray'd. 

How  the  northern  tempests,  warring. 
Howl  above  thy  tufted  shade ! 


*  fThii  kmislile  noblmian  «u  killed  by  a  &I1  from  til  horn  while  Lunliug  in  ISIS. 
"I  UT^"  BJB  637011,  in  hii  letters  of  tliat  jear,  "Just  bees,  or  rather  ought  to  be, 
«CI7  mvah  Bhooked  br  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  Donet.  We  were  \t  tchool  b'gether, 
■ad  tbera  1  OBI  puBiaiiatclj  attached  to  him.  Sinw,  we  hare  oevcr  met,  but  once,  I 
Ikiuk,  ciaoa  1805 — and  it  wonld  tw  a  psltiy  alTectation  to  protoad  that  I  bad  auy 
fsfliiig  for  liim  worth  the  name.  But  there  was  a  timoia  uj  life  when  th it  erent  wonld 
hare  broken  mj  heart;  and  all  lean  aajforit  Doai^  titat — it  ii  not  worth  breaking,"] 

'  [lliM  Chaworth  was  married  to  John  Almtten,  Esq.,  in  August,  iaP5,  The 
Maaiaa  were  fint  imbliihed  hj  Mr.  Uoore  after  L<jrd  Bjrou's  dntb.  J 
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Now  no  more,  tbe  hoars  beguiUng, 
Former  favourite  haunts  I  see; 

Now  no  more  my  Mary  smiling 
Makes  ye  seem  a  heaven  to  me. 


GBANTA.    A  Mxdlkt. 

On  !  could  Le  Sage's*  demon's  gift 

Be  realised  at  my  desire. 
This  night  my  trembling  form  he'd  lift 

To  place  it  on  St.  Mary's  spire. 

Then  would,  unroof'd,  old  Granta's  halls 

Pedantic  inmates  full  display; 
Fellows  who  dream  on  lawn  or  stalls. 

The  price  of  venal  votes  to  pay. 

Then  would  I  view  each  rival  wight. 

Petty  and  Palmerston  survey ; 
Who  canvass  there  with  all  their  might. 

Against  the  next  elective  day.* 

Lo !  candidates  and  voters  lie' 

All  luird  in  sleep,  a  goodly  number : 

A  race  renown'd  for  piety, 

AVhose  conscience  won't  disturb  their  slumber. 

Lord  H ,*  indeed,  may  not  demur; 

Fellows  arc  saije  reflectini?  men  : 

"  The  DUble  Boitcux  of  Le  Sage,  'n-bcre  Asmodeus,  the  demon,  pUoet  Don 
on  an  eleTate<l  situatiun,  and  unroofs  the  houses  for  in^)ection. 

'  [On  the  death  of  Mr.  Pitt,  in  Janoary,  1806,  Lord  Henry  Petty  and  Lord 
■ton  were  candidates  to  represent  the  University  of  Cambridge  in  Parliament.] 

'  [In  the  private  volume  the  fourth  and  fifth  stanzas  ran  thus  i-^ 

*'  One  on  bis  power  and  place  de{)ends, 
The  other  on — the  Lord  knows  what  I 
ViU'li  t<>  Home  cluqut'iice  pretends. 
Though  neither  will  convince  by  that. 

Tho  first,  indexed,  may  not  demur; 
Fellows  arc  nage  reflecting  men,**  &c] 

'  [fidwanl  narroy  llawkc,  thinl  Lord  llawke.     Ills  Lonlship  died  in  1824.] 


He  surely  well  deserves  to  gain  tliem. 

With  all  the  honours  of  his  college. 
Who,  striving  hardly  to  obtain  them, 

Thus  seeks  unprotitable  knowlec 

Wlio  sacrifices  hours  of  rest 

To  scan  precisely  metres  Attic  j 
Or  agitates  his  anxious  breast 

In  solving  problems  muthcmatic : 

"Who  reads  false  quantities  in  Seale,' 

Or  puzzles  o'er  the  deep  triangle; 
Deprived  of  many  a  wholesome  meal; 

In  barbarous  Latin*  doom'd  to  wranj 

Benouncing  every  pleasing  page 

From  authors  of  historic  use; 
Preferring  to  the  letter'd  sage. 

The  square  of  the  hypothi 

Still,  harmless  are  these  occupations. 
That  hurt  none  hut  the  hapless  stuaent, 

pitbliation  DD  (Jtcek  Metres  dUpUja  conaiilenilila  talenl  imd  ingennitT, 
ht  be  upected  ia  ■>  difficult  a  vork,  ia  not  reuwiluble  for  iccurasj. 
tin  oTlbe  acliaoU  u  of  tbe  eontne  iptclei,  and  not  Ti?rj  intelligible. 
jaonrj  of  Fythogotai,  that  th<i  wjuarB  of  tlic  hjiKthenme  i*  eqnal  to  th« 
Jie  other  two  aido  of  a  riBlil-iiiiij1''il  trianglu. 
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Compared  with  other  recreations, 

Which  bring  together  the  impradent; 

Wliose  daring  revels  shock  the  sights 
When  vice  and  infamy  combine. 

When  Drunkenness  and  dice  invite. 
As  every  sense  is  steep'd  in  wine. 

Not  so  the  methodistic  crew. 

Who  plans  of  reformation  lay : 
In  humble  attitude  they  sue. 

And  for  the  sins  of  others  pray : 

Forgetting  that  their  pride  of  spirit. 

Their  exultation  in  their  trial. 
Detracts  most  largely  from  the  merit 

Of  all  their  boasted  self-denial. 

'Tis  morn : — from  these  I  turn  my  sight  : 
What  scene  is  this  which  meets  the  eye  ? 

A  numerous  crowd,  array'd  in  white,* 
Across  the  green  in  numbers  fly. 

Loud  rings  in  air  the  chapel  bell ; 

'Tis  hush'd  : — what  sounds  are  these  I  hciir  ? 
The  organ's  soft  celestial  swell 

Rolls  deeply  on  the  listening  ear. 

To  this  is  join'd  the  sacred  song. 
The  royal  minstrers  hallowM  strain ; 

Though  he  who  hears  the  music  long 
Will  never  wish  to  hear  again. 

Our  clioir  would  scarcely  be  excused. 
Even  as  a  band  of  raw  beginners; 

All  mercy  now  must  be  refused 
To  such  a  set  of  croaking  sinners. 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended. 

Had  heard  these  blocklioads  sing  before  him. 

To  us  his  psalms  had  ne'er  descended, — 
In  furious  mood  he  Mould  have  tore  'em. 

^  On  a  salnfH  ilay  the  students  wt;ar  8arplic««  in  cbapel. 
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TLe  lackless  Israelites,  wlien  taken 
By  some  inhuman  tyrant's  order. 

Were  ask'd  to  sing,  by  joy  forsakeO) 
Ou  Babyloniau  river'a  borJer. 

Oh  t  had  they  sung  in  notes  like  these. 
Inspired  by  stratagem  or  fear, 

They  might  have  set  their  hearts  at  ease. 
The  devil  a  soul  had  st^y'd  to  hear. 

But  if  I  scribble  longer  now, 
Tlie  deuce  a  soul  will  stay  to  read; 

My  peu  i.B  blunt,  my  ink  is  low ; 
'lis  almost  lime  to  stop,  indeed. 

Therefore,  farewell,  old  Granta's  spires ! 

No  more,  like  Cleofas,  I  fly ; 
No  more  thy  theme  my  muse  inspires : 

The  reader's  tired,  and  so  am  I. 


<:>N  A  DISTANT  TIEW  OP  THE  VILLAGE  AND  SCHOOL 
OF  HARROW  ON  THE  HILL. 


"  bh  1  mill!  pncteritoe  nifcrat  si  Jupiter  at 


Ye  scenes  of  my  childhood,  whose  loved  recollection 
Kmbitters  the  present,  coiii|uirtd  with  llie  past; 

Where  science  Grrt  dawn'd  on  liic  puwers  of  reflection, 
And  friendships  were  form'd,  too  romnntic  to  lost;' 

Where  fancy  yet  joys  to  retrace  the  resemblance 
Of  comrades,  in  friendal.ip  and  mischief  allied  ; 

How  welcome  to  me  your  ue'er  fading  remembrance, 
WUich  rests  in  the  bosom,  though  hope  is  denied  I 

Again  I  revisit  tlie  hills  where  we  sported, 

llie  ftreams  where  we  swam,  and  the  fields  where  we  fougiit ; 
The  school  where,  loud  warn'd  by  the  bell,  we  (^sorted, 

'I'o  pore  o'er  the  precepts  by  pedagogues  taught. 

'  ["  ilj  ■rbaot-&iMuliUpa  wen  iritb  me  pauioni  (for  I  wu  alwajra  Tiolent),  tut  I 
dg  not  Imow  Uut  tben  i*  one  which  luM  eDiIundfla  betur^',  ■nine  bsv*  been  cut  jbort 
bj  d«Ui)  m  m*."—B3r-JH  Di^rg.  1«-J1,] 
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Again  I  behold  where  for  hours  I  have  ponder'd^ 

As  reclining,  at  eve,  on  yon  tombstone  •  I  lay ; 
Or  round  the  steep  brow  of  the  churchyard  I  wandered. 

To  catch  the  last  gleam  of  the  sun's  setting  ray. 

I  once  more  view  the  room,  with  spectators  surrounded^ 
Where,  as  Zanga,  I  trod  on  Alonzo  o'erthrown ; 

While,  to  swell  my  young  pride,  such  applauses  resounded, 
I  fancied  that  Mossop  *  himself  was  outshone. 

Or,  as  Lear,  I  pour'd  forth  the  deep  imprecation,' 
By  my  daughters,  of  kingdom  and  reason  deprived ; 

Till,  fired  by  loud  plaudits  and  self-adulation, 
I  regarded  myself  as  a  Garrick  revived. 

Ye  dreams  of  my  boyhood,  how  much  I  regret  you  I 

Unladed  your  memory  dwells  in  my  breast; 
Though  sad  and  deserted,  I  ne'er  can  forget  you : 

Your  pleasures  may  still  be  in  fancy  possest. 

To  Ida  full  oft  may  remembrance  restore  me/ 
While  fate  shall  the  shades  of  the  future  unroll ! 

Since  darkness  o'ershadows  the  prospect  before  me. 
More  dear  is  the  beam  of  the  past  to  my  soul ! 

But  if,  through  the  course  of  the  years  which  await  me. 

Some  new  scene  of  pleasure  should  open  to  view, 

I  will  say,  while  with  rapture  the  thought  shall  elate  me, 

"  Oh !  such  were  the  davs  which  my  infancy  knew/' 

180«. 

*  [A  tomb  in  the  churchyard  at  Harrow  was  so  weU  known  to  be  his  &Toiintts 
resting-phioe,  that  the  lx»y8  ciille<I  it  **  Byron's  Tumb  :  **  and  here,  they  mj,  he  nsewJ 
to  hit  for  hours,  wrapt  up  in  thotight. — Moork.] 

'  Mussop,  a  c()U temporary  of  Garrick,  famous  for  his  performanoe  of  Zanga. 

*  [For  ti»e  Jisiilay  i»f  his  declamatory  j^owem,  on  the  s})eech-dayB,  he  selected  alway* 
the  most  vehement  pasHages  ;  such  as  the  si>eech  of  Zanga  oyer  the  bodj  of  Ali 
and  Lear  s  a<ldress  to  the  storm. — Moore.] 

*  [In  the  private  volume  the  two  la.st  stanzas  ran— 

"  I  thought  this  poor  brain,  fever  d  even  to  madness, 
Of  tears,  as  of  reason,  for  ever  was  drainM  ; 
But  the  drops  which  now  flow  down  this  bosom  of  sadneBt, 
Convince  me  the  springs  have  some  moistare  retained. 

"  Sweet  scenes  of  my  chihlhfKKl  I  your  blest  reoollection 
Has  wrung  from  these  eyelid.«<,  to  weeping  long  dead, 
In  torrents  the  tears  of  my  warmest  affection. 
The  lust  and  the  fondest  I  ever  shall  shed."] 
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TO  M.  a  G. 

When  I  dream  that  you  love  me,  joa'U  snreij  fbrghre; 

Extend  not  your  anger  to  sleep ; 
For  in  visions  alone  your  affection  can  live, 

I  rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 

Then,  Morpheus  !  enveIo})e  my  faculties  fast^ 

Shed  o'er  me  your  languor  benign ; 
Should  the  dream  of  to-night  but  resemble  the  last^ 

What  rapture  celestial  is  mine ! 

They  tell  us  that  slumber,  the  sister  of  death. 

Mortality's  emblem  is  given ; 
To  fate  how  I  long  to  resign  my  frail  breath. 

If  this  be  a  foretaste  of  heaven  I 

Ah !  frown  not,  sweet  lady,  unbend  your  soft  brow. 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  in  this ; 
If  I  sin  in  my  dream,  I  atone  for  it  now. 

Thus  doora'd  but  to  gaze  upon  bliss. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  lady,  j)erhaps  you  may  smile. 

Oh !  think  not  my  penance  deficient ! 
When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers  beguile;. 

To  awake  will  be  torture  suflScient. 


TO  WOMAN. 

Woman  !  experience  might  have  told  me 

That  all  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee : 

Surely  experience  might  have  taught 

Thy  firmest  promises  are  nought; 

But,  placed  in  all  thy  charms  before  me. 

All  1  forget,  but  to  adore  thee. 

Oh  memory  !  thou  choicest  blessing 

When  join'd  with  hope,  when  still  possessing; 

But  how  much  cursed  bv  every  lover 

When  hope  is  fled  and  passion's  over. 


B^H^B~~S 
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^^H        Woman,  tliat  fair  and  fond  deceiver, 
^^M          IIow  prompt  are  striplings  to  believe  her  1 
^^B         How  throbs  the  pulse  when  first  we  view 
^H         The  eye  that  rolls  in  glossy  blue, 
^H          Or  sparkles  black,  or  mildly  llirows 
^H         A  hiam  from  under  hazel  brows  ! 
^^M         How  quick  we  credit  every  oath, 
^H           And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  trothi 
^H           Fontllv  we  hope  'twill  last  for  aye, 
^H          When,  lo  I  site  changes  in  a  day. 
^H          This  record  wOl  for  ever  stand, 
^^M          "  Woman,  thy  vows  are  traced  in  sand."* 

^^P                                       TO  MABY, 

Tma  feint  resemblance  of  thy  charms, 
Though  strong  as  mortal  art  could  give, 
^^B       My  constant  heart  of  fear  disarms, 
^H          Revives  my  hopes  aud  bids  me  live. 

^H      Here  I  can  trace  the  locks  of  gold 
^H          Which  round  thy  snowy  foreliead  wave, 
^^H     The  cheeka  which  sprung  from  beauty's  mould, 
^^m         The  lips  which  made  me  beauty's  slave. 

^H      Here  I  can  trace— ah,  no !  that  eye, 
^H           Whose  azure  Eoats  in  bquid  fire, 
^H     Most  all  the  painter's  art  defy, 
^^1         And  bid  Imn  from  the  task  retire. 

^^M     Here  I  behold  its  beauteous  hue ; 

^^H          But  Where's  the  beam  so  sweetly  straying, 

^H      Which  gave  a  lustre  to  its  blue, 

^^P         Like  Luna  o'er  the  ocean  playing? 

^<  iia  lut  Una  u  lima*  ■  literal  mosltttion  from  ■  Spaauh  promb. 

*  [Of  thi.  '-MiiT,"  who  U  not  U.  bo  wnf^uaded  with  tie  b«irt«e  of  Aniwlej,  w 
"ll«ij"  of  Aberteen,  aU  J  cm  reconl  is.  that  riie  w»  of  «J  homUe,  if  uot  eqniTooU, 
MtiiH  in  life,  uid  that  ihs  h«l  long  UKht  golJen  hair,  of  which  he  lued  to  ihow  ■ 

^^^JH  well  U  lia  piclure,  unong  his  triencla.— Moau.) 

^^E                            [But  -here-B  the  bouu  of  soft  deiiire  I 

^^H                           Which  gave  s  lustre  (u  iu  Uuf, 

^^■^                              Lore,  onlj  Idts,  cuuIJ  e'er  ioapixe.—Firtl  edit.] 
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Yes  I  in  that  nearly  fatal  hour 
The  ball  obe/d  some  hell-bom  guide  | 

But  Heaven,  with  interposing  power^ 
In  pity  turned  the  death  aside. 

Yet,  as  perchance  one  tremblinff  tear 
Upon  that  thrilling  bosom  Ml; 

Which  I,  th'  unconscious  cause  of  fear. 
Extracted  firom  its  glistening  cell : 

Say,  what  dire  penance  can  atone 
For  such  an  outrage  done  to  thee  P 

Arraigned  before  thy  beauty's  throne. 
What  punishment  wilt  thou  decree  P 

Might  I  perform  the  judge's  part. 
The  sentence  I  should  scarce  deplore ; 

It  only  would  restore  a  heart 

Which  but  belonged  to  thee  before. 

Tiie  least  atonement  I  can  make 
Is  to  become  no  longer  free ; 

Henceforth  I  breathe  but  for  thy  sake. 
Thou  shalt  be  all  in  all  to  me. 

But  thou,  perhaps,  may'st  now  reject 
Such  expiation  of  my  guilt ; 

Come  then,  some  other  mode  elect ; 
Let  it  be  death,  or  what  thou  wilt. 

Choose  then,  relentless  !  and  I  swear 
Nought  shall  thy  dread  decree  prevent ; 

Yet  hold — one  little  word  forbear ! 
Let  it  be  audit  but  banishment. 


LOVFS  LAST  ADIEU, 


The  roses  of  love  glad  the  garden  of  life, 

Though  nurtured  'mid  weeds  dropping  nestilent  dew« 
Till  time  crops  the  leaves  with  unmerciful  knife, 

Or  prunes  them  for  ever,  in  love's  last  adieu  I 
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In  vain  witb  endearments  we  soothe  lUe  sod  heart,  ' 

lu  vain  do  we  vow  for  an  age  to  be  true; 
The  chance  of  an  hour  may  command  iia  to  part, 

Or  death  disunite  us  in  love's  last  adieu  1 

Still  Hope,  breathing  peace  through  the  grief-ssvoUen  breast. 
Will  whisper,  "  Our  meeting  we  yet  may  renew  ;  " 

With  this  dre:im  of  deceit  half  our  sorrow's  represl. 
Nor  taste  we  the  poison  of  love's  last  adieu  I 

Oh  !  mark  you  yon  pair  :  in  the  sunshine  of  youth 
Love  twined  round  their  childhood  liis  flow'rs  as  they  grew  ; 

They  flourish  awhile  in  the  season  of  truth. 
Till  chill'd  by  tiie  winter  of  love's  last  adieu ! 

Sweet  lady  I  why  thus  doth  a  tear  steal  its  way 
Down  a  cheek  which  outrivals  thy  bosom  in  hue  p 

Yet  why  do  I  ask  ? — to  distraction  a  prey. 
Thy  reason  has  perish'd  with  love's  last  adieu  1 

Oh  I  who  is  yon  misanthrope,  shunning  mankind  ? 

From  cities  to  caves  of  tlie  forest  he  flew  : 
There,  raving,  he  howls  his  complaint  to  tlie  wind ; 

The  mountains  reverberate  love's  last  adieu  I 

Now  hate  rules  a  heart  whieli  in  love's  easy  chains 
Once  passion's  tumultuous  blandishments  knew  j 

Despair  now  inSames  the  dark  tide  of  his  veins ; 
lie  ponders  in  frenzy  on  love's  last  adieu  1 

IIow  he  envies  the  wretch  with  a  soul  wrapt  in  steel ! 

His  pleasures  are  scarce,  yet  his  troubles  are  few, 
Who  laughs  at  the  pang  that  he  never  can  feel, 

And  dreads  not  the  anguish  of  love's  last  adieu  I 

Yonth  flies,  life  decays,  even  hope  is  o'ercast ; 

No  more  with  love's  former  devotion  we  sue : 
He  spreads  his  young  wing,  iie  retires  with  the  blast ; 

The  shroud  of  alTection  is  love's  last  adieu  I 

In  this  life  of  probation  for  rapture  divine, 

Astrea  declares  that  some  penance  is  due ; 
From  him  who  lia.<)  worshipp'd  nt  love's  gentle  shrine, 

The  atonement  is  ample  ni  love's  last  adieu  I 
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Sweet  copy !  far  more  dear  to  me. 

Lifeless,  unfeeling  as  thou  art, 
Tlian  all  the  living  forms  could  b^ 

Save  her  who  placed  thee  next  my  heart. 

She  placed  it,  sad,  with  needless  fear. 
Lest  time  might  shake  my  wavering  soul^ 

Unconscious  that  her  image  there 
Held  every  sense  in  fast  control. 

Through  hours,  through  years,  through  time,  'twill  cheer; 

My  iiopc,  in  gloomy  moments,  raise; 
In  life's  last  conflict  'twill  appear. 

And  meet  my  fond  expiring  gaze. 


TO  LESBIA! 

Lesbia  !  since  far  from  you  Fve  ranged. 
Our  souls  with  fond  affection  glow  not ; 

Tou  say  'tis  I,  not  you,  have  changed, 
rd  tell  you  why, — but  yet  I  know  not. 

Your  polish'd  brow  no  cares  have  crost ; 

And,  Lesbia !  we  are  not  much  older 
Since,  trembling,  first  my  heart  I  lost. 

Or  told  my  love,  with  hope  grown  bolder. 

Sixteen  was  then  our  utmost  age. 

Two  years  have  lingering  past  away,  love  I 
And  now  new  thoughts  our  minds  engage. 

At  least  1  feel  disposed  to  stray,  love ! 

'Tis  I  that  am  alone  to  blame, 

I,  that  am  guilty  of  love's  treason ; 

Since  your  sweet  breast  is  still  the  same. 
Caprice  must  be  my  only  reason. 

1  do  not,  love  I  suspect  your  truth. 

With  jealous  doubt  my  bosom  heaves  not ; 

Warm  was  the  passion  of  my  youth. 
One  trace  of  dark  deceit  it  leaves  not. 
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Who  kneels  to  the  god,  on  his  altar  of  light 
Must  myrtle  and  cypress  alternately  n^rew : 

His  myrtle,  an  emblem  of  purest  delight ; 
His  cypress,  the  garland  of  love's  last  adieal 


DAM^TTAS. 

In  law  an  infant/  and  in  years  a  boy. 

In  mind  a  slave  to  every  vicious  joy ; 

From  every  sense  of  shame  and  virtue  wean'd ; 

In  lies  an  adept,  in  deceit  a  fiend; 

Versed  in  hypocrisy,  while  yet  a  child ; 

!Fickle  as  wind,  of  inclinations  wild ; 

Woman  his  dupe,  his  heedless  friend  a  tool ; 

Old  in  the  world,  though  scarcely  broke  from  school; 

Damsetas  ran  through  all  the  maze  of  sin. 

And  found  the  goal  when  others  just  begin : 

Even  still  conflicting  passions  shake  his  soul. 

And  bid  him  drain  the  dregs  of  pleasure's  bowl ; 

But,  pallM  with  vice,  he  breaks  his  former  chain^ 

And  what  was  once  his  bliss  appears  his  bane. 


TO  MARION. 

Maeion  !  why  that  pensive  brow  ? 
What  disgust  to  life  hast  thou  ? 
Change  that  discontented  air ; 
Prowns  become  not  one  so  fair. 
'l^s  not  love  disturbs  thy  rest. 
Love's  a  stranger  to  thy  breast ; 
He  in  dimpling  smiles  appears. 
Or  mourns  in  sweetly  timid  tears. 
Or  bends  the  languid  eyelid  down. 
But  shuns  the  cold  forbidding  frown. 
Then  resume  thy  former  fire. 
Some  will  love,  and  all  admire ; 
While  that  icy  aspect  chills  us. 
Nought  but  cool  indifference  thrills  us. 

*  In  law  eyefy  person  is  an  infant  who  has  not  attained  the  age  of  twenty- cvft 
fDamretoB  is  eyidently  a  mclo-dramatised  portrait  of  Lord  Byron  himself.] 
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Wouldst  thou  H'auderiiig  liuarts  beguile. 

Smile  at  least,  or  seeoi  to  smile. 

Eyes  like  thine  were  never  meant 

To  lude  their  orbs  in  dork  restraint; 

Spite  of  ^11  thou  fuiu  wouldst  say. 

Still  in  truant  beams  they  play. 

Tliy  lips— but  here  my  modest  Muse 

H«r  impulse  chaste  must  needs  refuse : 

She  blushes,  curt'sies,  frowns, — in  short  she 

Dreads  lest  the  subject  should  transport  me ; 

And  flying  off  in  search  of  reason. 

Brings  prudence  hack  in  proper  season. 

All  I  shall  therefore  say  (whate'er 

I  think,  is  neither  here  nor  there) 

Is,  that  such  lips,  of  looks  endearing. 

Were  form'd  for  better  things  than  Eueeriug; 

Of  soothing  compliments  divested. 

Advice  at  least's  disinterested ; 

Snch  is  my  artless  song  to  thee. 

From  all  tlie  flow  of  flattery  free ; 

Counsel  like  mine  is  as  a  brother's. 

My  heart  is  given  to  some  others ; 

That  ia  to  eav,  unskill'd  to  cozen. 

It  shares  itself  among  a  dozen. 

Marion,  adieu !  oh,  pr'jthee  slight  not 
This  warning,  though  it  may  delimit  not; 
And,  lest  my  precepts  be  displeasmg 
To  those  who  think  remonstrance  teaziug, 
At  ouce  I'll  tell  tlice  our  opinion 
Concerning  woman's  soft  dominion: 
Howe'er  we  gaze  witli  admiration 
On  eyes  of  blue  or  lips  carnation, 
Howe'er  the  flowing  lucks  attract  us, 
Howe'er  those  beauties  may  distract  us. 
Still  fickle,  we  are  prone  to  rove. 
These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  love : 
It  is  not  too  severe  a  stricture 
To  say  they  form  a  pretty  picture ; 
But  wouldst  thou  see  the  secret  chain 
Which  binds  us  in  youi  humble  traiu. 
To  hail  you  queens  of  all  creation. 
Know,  in  a  word,  'tis  Aniiutiok, 
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TO  A  LADY 

WHO  PBISranD  TO  THI  AIFTHOB    A  LOOK    OV    HAXE    BKAZDID    VlfB  EH   OWl^  ill 
▲PPOIHTID  A  nOHT  IV  VBOIMBIB  TO  MBBI  HXX  IM  TBI  MAWiwr, 

These  locks,  which  fondly  thus  entwine. 

In  firmer  chains  our  hearts  confine. 

Than  all  th'  unmeaning  protestations 

Which  swell  with  nonsense  love  orations. 

Our  love  is  fix'd,  I  think  we've  proved  it; 

Nor  time,  nor  place,  nor  art  have  moved  it; 

Then  wherefore  should  we  sigh  and  whine. 

With  groundless  jealousy  repine. 

With  silly  whims  and  fancies  frantic. 

Merely  to  make  our  love  romantic  P 

Why  should  you  weep  like  Lydia  Languish, 

And  fret  with  self-created  anguish  ? 

Or  doom  the  lover  you  have  chosen. 

On  winter  nights  to  sigh  half  frozen ; 

In  leafless  shades  to  sue  for  pardon. 

Only  because  the  scene's  a  garden  ? 

I'or  gardens  seem,  by  one  consent. 

Since  Shakspeare  set  the  precedent. 

Since  Juliet  first  declared  her  passion. 

To  form  tlic  place  of  assignation.* 

Oh !  would  some  modern  muse  inspire, 

And  seat  her  by  a  sea-coal  fire ; 

Or  had  the  bard  at  Christmas  written. 

And  laid  the  scene  of  love  in  Britain, 

He  surely,  in  commiseration. 

Had  changed  the  place  of  declaration. 

In  Italy  IVe  no  objection ; 

Warm  nights  are  proper  for  reflection ; 

But  here  our  climate  is  so  rigid. 

That  love  itself  is  rather  frigid : 

'  In  the  above  little  piece  the  author  has  been  accnaed  by  some  candid  i^ff>^J\ 
introdacing  the  name  of  a  lady  from  whom  hv  was  some  handred  miles  distant  s^  *|* 
time  this  was  written  ;  and  poor  Juliet,  who  has  slept  so  long  in  "the  tomb  <>^^^ 
Gapulets,"  has  been  converted,  with  a  trifling  alteration  of  her  name,  into  an  BNpJ^ 
damsel,  walking  in  a  ganlen  of  their  own  creation,  during  the  niOBth  of  Diee*^ 
in  a  village  where  the  author  never  passed  a  winter.  Such  has  been  the  ma^^^ 
some  ingenious  critics.  We  would  advise  these  libereU  commentalon  ob  tssle  ^ 
arbiters  of  decorum  to  read  Shalapcart. 
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Think  on  our  chilly  situation, 
And  curb  this  rage  for  imitation ; 
Then  let  us  meet,  as  oft  we've  done, 
Beneath  the  influence  of  the  son ; 
Or,  if  at  midnight  I  must  meet  yon, 
'Within  your  mansion  let  me  greet  yos; 
There  wc  can  love  for  hours  together. 
Muck  better,  in  such  snowy  weather. 
Than  placed  in  all  th'  Arcadian  groves 
That  ever  witness'd  rurd  loves  ; 
Then,  if  my  passion  fail  to  please, 
Next  night  I'll  be  content  to  freeze; 
No  more  I'll  give  a  loose  to  laughter. 
But  curse  my  fate  for  ever  after," 


OSCAR  OF  ALVA.* 


How  sweetly  shines  through  azure  skies, 
Tlie  lamp  of  heaven  on  Lora's  shore; 

Where  Alva's  hoary  turrets  rise. 
And  hear  the  din  of  arms  no  more. 

fiut  often  1ms  yon  rolling  moon 

On  Alva's  casques  of  silver  play'd; 
And  view'd,  at  midnight's  silent  noon, 

Her  chiefs  in  gleaming  mail  array'd: 

And  on  the  crimson'd  rocks  beneath. 
Which  scowl  o'er  ocean's  sullen  flow. 

Pale  in  the  scatter'd  ranks  of  death. 
She  saw  the  gusjiing  warrior  low ; 

I  baud  that  >  TC17  leverc  uid  indelioite  oeomre  hat  been  piaacd  on  the 
a,  I  beg  leaTC  to  rvplj  in  >  quntation  from  an  tdmired  vork,  "Ciut'i 
_^„  Jl  France." — "Ai  we  were  coaWmpbliiig  >  psisting  on  >  Urge  Kale,  in 
M,  MOOdg  other  Ggnrea,  ii  the  aacorercd  vhule  length  of  ft  warrior,  a  pradiah- 
ting  ladr,  who  teemed  to  hsYc  loucheil  the  >^  ot  ixapenMoa,  after  having  atteu- 
ij  mrejed  it  tbrough  ber  glua,  obserred  to  her  psrt;  that  there  was  a  gnat  ^tai 
Bdcoomm  ID  that  picture.  Mulaiue  S.  ihrewdl;  whiEpercd  in  m;  ear  'that  the 
wonun  -wai  ia  tbe  ramark.' " 

nt  oAwtcophe  o[  tbk  IaIb  waa  inggestod  bj  tlio  itocy  of  "Jeronfme  and 
mm),"  ia  the  fiwt  »ulame  of  Sohillet'B  "  Ariueninii,  or  the  Ohort-Sear."  It  alai 
n  aMM  Raemklancc  to  >  Hcni  in  the  tliird  net  uf  "  Uarlicth." 
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While  many  an  eye  which  ne'er  again  "^ 

Could  mark  the  rising  orb  of  day, 
Tum'd  feebly  from  the  gory  plain^ 

Beheld  in  death  her  fading  ray. 

Once  to  those  eyes  the  lamp  of  Love, 

They  blest  her  dear  propitioas  light; 
But  now  she  glimmer'a  from  above, 

A  sad^  funereal  torch  of  night. 

Faded  is  Alva's  noble  race^ 

And  gray  her  towers  are  seen  afar; 
No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  chase. 

Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But,  who  was  last  of  Alva's  clan  ? 

Why  grows  the  moss  on  Alva's  stone? 
Her  towers  resound  no  steps  of  man. 

They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And  when  that  gale  is  fierce  and  high, 

A  sound  is  heard  in  yonder  hall ; 
It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky. 

And  vibrates  o'er  the  mould'ring  wall. 

Yes,  when  the  eddying  tempest  sighs. 

It  shakes  the  shield  of  Oscar  brave ; 
But  there  no  more  his  banners  rise. 

No  more  his  plumes  of  sable  wave. 

Fair  shone  the  sun  on  Oscar's  birth. 

When  Angus  hail'd  his  eldest  bom; 
The  vassals  round  their  chieftain's  hearth 

Crowd  to  applaud  the  happy  mom. 

They  feast  upon  the  mountain  deer. 

The  pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note  ;* 
To  gladden  more  their  highland  cheer. 

The  strains  in  martial  numbers  float : 

^  [Lord  Byron  ialls  into  a  yerj  common  error,  that  of  mfrtftking  wbroek,  vUek 
means  a  particnlar  lort  of  lane,  for  the  instrument  on  irhioh  it  iB  pli^ca,  the  iMifpipi 
Almost  erery  furvign  tourist  does  the  same..] 


Another  year  is  quickly  past. 
And  Angus  liaila  another  son ; 

His  natal  day  is  like  the  last, 

Nor  soou  the  jocund  feast  vas  done, 

b  TfiDght  by  their  sire  to  bend  the  bow, 
I      (M  Alva's  dusky  hills  of  wind, 
l'  The  boys  iu  childhood  chased  the  roe. 
And  left  their  hounds  in  speed  behind. 

P  But  ere  their  years  of  youth  are  o'er, 
'       They  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
They  lightly  wheel  the  bright  claymore, 
And  send  the  whistling  arrow  far. 

Dark  was  the  flow  of  Oscar's  hair. 
Wildly  it  stream'd  along  the  gale ; 

Bnt  Allan's  locks  were  bright  and  fair. 
And  pensive  seem'd  his  cheek,  and  pale. 


But  Oscar  own'd  a  hero's  soul, 

}Iis  dark  eye  shone  tlirougb  beams  of  truth; 
Allan  had  early  learTi'd  control. 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  from  youth. 

I  Botli,  both  were  brave;  the  Saxon  spear 
Was  shiver'd  oft  beneath  their  steel; 

(■And  Oscar's  bosom  scorn'd  to  fear. 
But  Oscar's  bosom  knew  to  feel; 

\  "White  AUan's  soul  belied  his  form. 

Unworthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell : 

■  Keen  as  the  lightning  of  the  storm, 
On  foes  his  deadly  vengeance  fell. 

From  high  Southannon's  distant  tower 
Arrived  a  young  and  noble  dame ; 

(Fith  Kenneth's  lands  to  form  her  dower, 
Glenolvon's  blue-eyed  daugliter  came; 


S&Vrw  . 


And  Oscar  claimed  the  beauteons  bride^ 

And  Angus  on  his  Oscar  smiled : 
It  soothed  the  father's  feudal  pride 

Thus  to  obtain  Glenalvon's  child- 
Hark  to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  note ! 

Hark  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song  I 
In  jdyous  strains  the  voices  float. 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

See  how  the  heroes'  blood-red  plumes 
Assembled  wave  in  Alva's  hall ; 

Each  yoxxih  his  varied  plaid  assumes. 
Attending  on  their  chieftain's  call. 

It  is  not  war  their  aid  demands. 
The  pibroch  plays  the  song  of  peace ; 

To  Oscar's  nuptials  throng  the  bands. 
Nor  yet  the  sounds  of  pleasure  cease. 

But  where  is  Oscar  ?  sure  'tis  late : 
Is  this  a  bridegroom's  ardent  flame  ? 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies  wait. 
Nor  Oscar  nor  his  brother  came. 

At  length  young  Allan  join'd  the  bride ; 
''  Why  comes  not  Oscar,"  Angus  said : 
Is  he  not  here?"  the  youth  replied; 
With  me  he  roved  not  o'er  the  glade : 


"  Perchance,  forgetful  of  the  day, 
'Tis  his  to  chase  the  bounding  roe ; 

Or  ocean's  waves  prolong  his  stay ; 
Yet  Oscai-'s  bark  is  seldom  slow." 

"Oh,  no !"  the  anguish'd  sire  rejoin'd, 
"Nor  chase,  nor  wave,  my  boy  delay; 

Would  he  to  Mora  seem  unkind  ? 
Would  aught  to  her  impede  his  way? 

"  Oil,  search,  ve  chiefs  !  oh,  search  around  I 
AUan,  witli  these  through  Alva  fly; 

Till  Oscar,  till  my  son  is  found, 

Haste,  haste,  nor  dare  attempt  reply." 
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All  is  confusion — through  the  vale 
The  name  of  Oscar  lioacaelj  rings^ 

It  rises  on  the  murrauriiig  gale. 

Till  night  expands  her  dusky  wings ; 

It  hrenks  the  stillness  of  the  night. 

But  echoes  through  her  shades  in  vain; 

It  sounds  through  raornitig's  misty  light. 
But  Oscar  comes  not  o'er  the  plain. 

Three  dajs,  three  sleepless  nights,  the  Chief 
For  Oscar  search'd  each  mountain  cave; 

Then  liope  is  lost;  in  boundless  grief. 
His  locks  in  groy-toni  ringlets  wave. 

"  Oscar !  my  son  ! — thou  God  of  Heav'n, 
Restore  the  prop  of  sinking  age  1 

Or  if  that  hope  no  more  is  given. 
Yield  his  assassin  to  mj  rage. 

"  Yes,  on  some  desert  rocky  shore 
My  Oscar's  whiten'd  bones  must  lie; 

Then  grant,  thou  God !  I  ask  no  more. 
With  him  his  frantic  sire  may  die  I 

"  Yet  he  may  live, — away,  despair ! 
Be  calm,  my  soul !  be  yet  may  live ; 

T*  arraign  my  fate,  mv  voice  forbear ! 

0  God  I  my  impious  prayer  forgive. 

"  What,  if  he  live  for  me  no  more, 

1  stiJc  forgotten  in  the  dust. 
The  hope  of  Alva's  age  is  o'er : 

Alaal  can  pangs  like  these  be  justP" 

Thus  did  the  hapless  parent  mourn. 
Till  Time,  who  sootbes  severest  woe. 

Had  bade  serenity  return, 

And  made  the  tear-drop  cease  to  flow. 

For  still  some  latent  hope  survived 
That  Oscar  might  once  more  appear; 

His  hope  now  droop'd  and  now  revived, 
Till  Time  had  told  a  tedious  vear. 
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Days  rolled  along^  the  orb  of  light 
Again  had  run  his  destined  race; 

No  Oscar  blessM  his  father's  sight. 
And  sorrow  left  a  fainter  trace* 

Tor  youthful  Allan  still  remained. 
And  now  his  father's  only  joy : 

And  Mora's  heart  was  quickly  gained, 
Eor  beauty  crown'd  the  faur-hair'd  boy« 

She  thought  that  Oscar  low  was  laid. 
And  Allan's  face  was  wondrous  fair; 

If  Oscar  livedo  some  other  maid 

Had  claim'd  his  faithless  bosom's  care. 

And  Angus  said,  if  one  year  more 
In  fruitless  hope  was  pass'd  away. 

His  fondest  scruples  should  be  o'er. 
And  he  would  name  their  nuptial  day. 

Slow  roll'd  the  moons,  but  blest  at  last 
Arrived  the  dearly  destined  mom : 

llie  year  of  anxious  trembling  past. 
What  smiles  the  lovers'  cheeks  adorn ! 

Hark  to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  note ! 

Hark  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song ! 
In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float. 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

Again  the  clan,  in  festive  crowd. 

Throng  through  the  gate  of  Alva's  hall ; 

Tlie  sounds  of  mirth  re-echo  loud. 
And  all  their  former  joy  recall. 

But  who  is  he,  whose  darken'd  brow 
Glooms  in  the  midst  of  general  mirth  P 

Before  his  eyes'  far  fiercer  glow 

The  blue  flames  curdle  o'er  the  hearth. 

Dark  is  the  robe  which  wraps  his  form. 
And  tall  his  plume  of  gory  red ; 

His  voice  is  like  the  rising  storm, 
But  light  and  trackless  is  his  tread 
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Tis  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  round. 
The  briilpgroora's  health  is  deeply  qualfd 

With  shouts  the  vaulted  roofs  resouud. 
And  all  combine  to  hail  the  draught. 

Sudden  the  straitgcr-chief  arose. 

And  all  the  clamorous  crowd  are  hush'd ; 
And  Angus'  cheek  with  wonder  glows. 

And  Mora's  tender  bosom  blush'd. 


"  Old  man  1 "  he  cried,  "  tliis  pledge  is  done ; 

Tliou  saw'st  'twas  dutj  drank  by  me ; 
It  hatl'd  the  nuptiala  of  thy  son : 

Now  will  I  claim  a  pledge  from  thee. 

"While  all  around  is  mirth  and  joy, 

To  bless  thy  Allan's  happy  lot. 
Say,  hadst  thou  ne'er  anotlier  boy  ? 

Say,  why  should  Oscar  be  forgot?" 

"Alas  I "  the  hapless  sire  replied, 

The  big  tear  starting  as  he  apoke, 
"  Wlien  Oscar  left  ray  hall,  or  died. 

This  aged  heart  was  almost  broke. 

"  Thrice  has  the  earth  revolved  lier  course 
Since  Oscar's  form  has  bless'd  my  sigiit ; 

And  Allan  is  my  last  resource, 

Sinc«  martial  Oscar's  death  or  Bight," 

"  'Tis  well,"  replied  the  stranger  stem, 

And  fiercely  Hash'd  his  rolhng  eye; 
"Thy  Oscar's  fate  I  fain  would  learn; 

Perhaps  the  hero  did  not  die. 

"  Perchance,  if  those  whom  most  he  loved 

Would  call,  tliy  Oscar  might  return ; 
Perchance  the  chief  has  only  roved ; 

For  him  thy  13eltane  yet  may  burn,' 

I  Am,  a  HitUud  (isatiTsl  on  llie  fint  oT  Uij,  Mi  bmi  flrei  lighl«d  frr 
Tha  primanl  origin  of  thii  CeIUc  inpenlitioa  it  pnaerred  in  Uie  uum 
jikh  mauK  tho  Gn  uf  Bkal.] 
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"  Fill  high  the  bowl  the  table  round. 
We  will  not  claim  the  pledge  by  stealth; 

"With  wine  let  every  cup  be  crown'd ; 
Pledge  me  departed  Oscar's  health.'' 

"With  all  my  soul/'  old  Angus  said. 
And  fiird  his  goblet  to  the  brim : 

**  Here's  to  my  boy !  alive  or  dead, 
I  ne'er  shall  find  a  son  like  him." 

*'  Bravely,  old  man^  this  health  has  sped ; 

But  why  does  Allan  trembling  stand  ^ 
Come,  drink  remembrance  of  the  dead. 

And  raise  thy  cup  with  firmer  hand." 

The  crimson  glow  of  Allan's  face 
Was  tum'd  at  once  to  ghastlv  hue ; 

The  drops  of  death  each  other  chase 
Adown  in  agonising  dew. 

Thrice  did  he  raise  the  goblet  high. 
And  thrice  his  lips  refused  to  taste ; 

Tor  thrice  he  caught  the  stranger's  eye 
On  his  with  deadly  fury  placed. 

"  And  is  it  thus  a  brother  hails 

A  brother's  fond  remembrance  here  ? 

If  thus  affection's  strength  prevails. 

What  might  we  not  expect  from  fear  ?  " 

Roused  by  the  sneer,  lie  raised  the  bowl, 

'*  Would  Oscar  now  could  share  our  mirth ! " 

Internal  fear  appall'd  his  soul ; 

Ue  said,  and  dash'd  the  cup  to  earth. 

"'Tis  he  !  I  hear  mv  murderer's  voice  ! " 
Loud  shrieks  a  darkly  gleaming  form. 

"  A  murderer's  voice  ! "  tlie  roof  replies. 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  storm. 

» 

Tlie  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink, 
The  stranger's  gone, — amidst  the  crew, 

A  form  was  seen  in  tartan  tjrccn. 
And  tall  the  shade  terrific  grew. 
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I  Bis  waist  was  bound  with  a  broad  belt  round. 

His  plume  of  sable  atrenm'd  on  high ; 
\  But  bis  breaat  was  bare,  with  the  red  wounds  there. 

And  iii'd  was  the  glare  of  his  glassj'  eye. 

I  And  tbrice  be  smiled,  with  his  eye  so  wild. 
Oh  Angus  bending  low  the  kuee ; 
And  tbrice  he  Irowii'd  on  n  chief  on  the  ground. 
Whom  abivering  crowds  with  horror  see. 

The  bolts  loud  roll  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring. 

And  the  gleaming  form,  through  the  mist  of  the  storn 
Was  borne  on  high  by  the  wliirlwind's  wing. 

Cold  was  the  feast,  the  revel  ceased. 

Who  lies  upon  the  atony  llooc? 
Oblivion  press" d  old  Angus'  breast, 

At  length  bis  tife-pulse  throbs  once  more. 

"  Away,  away  t  let  the  leecb  assay 
To  pour  the  light  on  Allan's  eyes ; " 
I  Bis  sand  is  done, — bis  race  is  run, — ■ 
Oh  1  never  more  shall  Allan  rise  1 

But  Oscar's  breast  is  cold  as  clay, 

ilis  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gale; 
And  Allan's  barbed  arrow  lay 

With  Iiim  in  dark  Glentanar's  vale. 

And  wlience  the  dreadful  stranger  came. 

Or  who,  no  morlal  wight  can  tell ; 
But  no  one  doubts  the  form  of  flame. 

For  Alva's  sons  knew  Oscar  well. 

Ambition  nerved  young  Allan's  hand, 

Exulting  demons  wing'd  bis  dart; 
While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brand. 

And  potir'd  her  venom  round  his  heart. 

Swift  is  tlia  shaft  from  Allan's  bow ; 

Wliose  streaming  life-blood  stains  hia  aide? 
J  Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low. 
The  dart  luis  drunk  his  vital  Lid<r. 
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And  Mora's  eye  could  Allan  move. 
She  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel : 

Alas !  that  eyes  which  beam'd  with  love 
•Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  hell. 

Lo !  seest  thou  not  a. lonely  tomb 
Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead  ? 

It  glimmers  through  the  twilight  gloom ; 
Oh  !  that  is  Allan's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave 

Which  held  his  clan's  great  ashes  stood ; 

And  o'er  his  corse  no  banners  wave. 

For  they  were  stain'd  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  gray,  what  hoary  bard. 
Shall  Allan's  deeds  on  harp-strings  raise  ? 

The  song  is  glory's  chief  reward. 

But  who  can  strike  a  murderer's  praise  ? 

Unstrung,  untouch'd,  the  harp  must  stand. 
No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake ; 

Guilt  would  benumb  his  palsied  hand. 

His  harp  in  shuddering  chords  would  break. 

No  lyre  of  fame,  no  hallow'd  verse, 
Shall  sound  his  glories  high  in  air : 

A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 

A  brother's  death-groan  echoes  there. 


THE  EPISODE  OF  NISUS  AND  EURYALUS, 

A    PARAPHRASE   FROM    TUB   f  KSID,   LIB.  IX. 

Nisus,  the  guardian  of  (lie  portal,  stood, 

EairiT  to  gild  his  arms  witli  hostile  blood ; 

Well  skilled  in  fight  the  quivering  lance  to  wield. 

Or  j)onr  liis  arrows  through  tli'  embattled  field : 

From  Ida  torn,  he  left  his  sylvan  cave. 

And  souglit  a  foreign  home,  a  distant  grave. 

To  watch  tlie  movements  of  the  Daunian  host, 

AVith  him  Euryalus  sustains  the  post ; 

No  lovelier  mien  adorn'd  the  ranks  of  Trov, 

And  beardless  bloom  yet  graced  the  gallant  boy  ; 


Though  few  the  seasons  of  liis  joutliful  life, 

As  ypt  a  novice  in  the  martial  strife, 

"i'was  liiB,  with  beauty,  vnloar'a  gifts  to  iliiire 

A  soul  heroic,  as  lus  form  was  fair : 

lliese  burn  with  one  pure  flame  of  generous  love  ; 

In  peace,  iu  war,  united  still  they  njove  j 

Frieadship  and  glorv  form  their  joint  reward  ; 

And  now  combined  they  bold  their  oightly  guard. 

"What  god,"  exclaiin'd  tlie  first,  "instils  thi; 
Or,  ill  itself  a  god,  what  icreat  desire  ? 
My  labouring  soul,  with  anxious  tliought  oppress'd. 
Abhors  tbi^  station  of  ini^lorious  rest ; 
The  love  of  fame  with  tliis  can  ill  accord, 
Be't  mine  to  seek  for  glory  with  my  sword. 
Seest  thou  yon  camp,  with  torches  twinkling  dim. 
Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  lazy  liiiib  ? 
Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain. 
And  drowsy  SJeuce  holds  ber  sable  reign  ? 
Then  hear  my  thouglit : — In  deep  and  sullen  grief 
Our  troops  and  leaders  mourn  their  absent  chief: 
Now  could  the  gifts  and  promised  prize  be  thine 
(The  deed,  the  danger,  and  the  fame  be  mine). 
Were  this  decreed,  beneath  yon  rising  mound, 
Methinks,  an  easy  path  perchance  were  found ; 
Which  past,  I  speed  my  way  to  Pallas'  walls, 
_  And  lead  vEiieas  from  Evauder's  halls." 

With  eiiual  ardour  fired,  and  warlike  joy. 
Bis  glowing  friend  address'd  the  Dardan  boy  : — 
"These  deeds,  my  Nisus,  shall  thou  dare  alone P 
Most  all  the  fame,  the  peril,  be  thine  o 
Am  I  by  tliee  despised,  and  left  afar. 
As  one  unfit  to  share  the  toils  of  war  ? 
Not  tlius  his  son  the  great  Opheltes  taught; 
Kot  thus  my  sire  in  Argive  combats  fought ; 
Not  thus,  when  llion  fell  by  heavenly  hate, 
I  track'd  iE^neas  through  tlie  walks  of  fate  : 
Thou  know'st  my  deeds,  my  breast  devoid  of  fear. 
And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gory  spear. 
Here  is  a  soul  with  hope  immortal  hums. 
And  life,  ignoble  life,  for  glory  spurns, 
i'aroe,  fame  is  cheaply  earn'd  by  fleeting  breath  ■, 
The  price  of  honour  is  the  sleep  of  death." 
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Tlieii  Nisus; — "Ciilin  Uiy  bojiom's  fotid  alarms; 
Tlij  heart  beats  fiercely  to  the  din  of  arms. 
More  dear  thy  worth  oiid  valour  than  my  omi, 
I  swenr  by  him  who  lUJa  Olympus'  tbrotie! 
So  mav  I  triumph,  as  I  speak  the  truth. 
And  clasp  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth ! 
lltlt  should  I  fall, — aud  he  who  dares  advance 
'I'hrough  hostile  legions  must  abide  by  chance, — 
If  some  Rutulian  arm,  with  adverse  blow, 
Should  lay  the  friend  who  ever  loved  thee  low, 
Jjive  thou,  such  beauties  I  would  fain  preser\'e, 
Thy  budding  years  a  lengthen'd  term  deserve. 
When  humbled  in  the  dust,  let  some  owe  be, 
Whose  geiitle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  for  me; 
Whose  manly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by  force. 
Or  wealth  redeem  from  foes  my  captive  corse; 
*)r,  if  my  destiny  these  last  deny. 
If  in  the  spoiler's  power  my  aslies  lie. 
Thy  pious  care  may  raise  a  simple  tomb, 
'I'o  mark  tliy  love,  and  signalise  ray  doom. 
W\\y  should  thy  doting  wretched  mother  weep 
Her  only  boy,  reclined  in  endless  sleep? 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest's  fury  dared. 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  war's  deadly  peril  shared ; 
Who  braved  what  woman  never  braved  before, 
And  left  her  native  for  the  Laliau  shore." 

"  In  vain  you  dum]i  the  ardour  of  my  soul," 
Replied  Euryalus ;  "  it  scorns  control  I 
Hence,  let  us  haste  ! " — their  brother  guards  aros^  I 
Boused  by  their  call,  nor  court  again  repose; 
The  pair,  buoy'd  up  on  Hope's  exulting  wing. 
Their  stations  leave,  aud  speed  to  seek  the  king. 

Now  o'er  the  earth  a  solemn  stillness  ran. 
And  luU'd  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man ; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold. 
On  one  great  point  the  council  are  agreed. 
An  instant  message  to  their  prince  decreed ; 
Each  lean'd  upon  the  lance  he  well  could  wieli^ 
Aud  poised  with  easy  arm  his  ancient  shield; 
When  Nisus  and  his  friend  their  leave  rcqunit 
To  offer  aomething  to  their  high  behest. 
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With  anxious  tremors,  jet  unnweil  by  fear, 
rhe  faithful  pair  before  the  throne  appear  : 
lulus  greets  them;  at  his  kind  command, 
Tlie  eider  first  address'd  the  hoary  band. 

"With  patience"  (thus  Hyrtacides  began) 
"  Attend,  nor  judge  from  youth  our  humble  phm. 
Where  yonder  beacon's  liaJf  expiring  beam, 
I  )ur  slumbering  foes  of  future  conquest  dream. 
Nor  lieed  that  we  a  secret  path  have  traced. 
Between  the  ocean  and  the  portal  placed. 
Iteneath  the  covert  of  the  blackening  smoke. 
Whose  shade  securely  our  design  will  cloak  ! 
If  you,  ye  chiefs,  and  fortune  «ill  allow, 
We'll  bend  our  course  to  yonder  mountain's  hi-ow, 
Where  Pallas'  walls  at  distance  meet  the  siglil. 
Seen  o'er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured  by  niglit : 
Then  shall  jEneas  in  his  pride  return, 
Wliile  hostile  matrons  raise  their  offspring's  urn ; 
And  Latian  spoiU  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead 
Nliall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero's  tread. 
Such  is  our  purpose,  not  urjknown  the  way  ; 
Where  yonder  torrent's  devious  waters  slniy, 

^()ft  liuve  we  seen,  when  huuting  by  the  stream, 
JTie  distant  spires  above  tbe  valleys  gleacn." 
Mature  in  years,  for  sober  wisdom  famed. 
Moved  by  the  speech,  Alethes  here  exclaim'd, — 
"  Ye  parent  gods  t  who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy ; 
When  minds  like  the«G  in  striplings  thus  ye  raise, 
Yours  is  the  godlike  act,  be  yours  the  praise; 
In  gallant  youth,  my  fainting  hopes  revive. 
And  Uion's  wonted  glories  still  survive." 
I'hen  in  his  warm  embrace  the  boys  he  press'd. 
And,  quivering,  atrain'd  thein  to  his  aged  breast; 
With  tear?  the  burning  clieek  of  each  bedew'd. 
And,  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  reuew'J  : 
"  What  gift,  my  countrymen,  what  martial  prize, 
Can  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise? 
Our  deities  the  first  best  boon  bave  given — 
Internal  virtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  hlcss  your  deeds  on  earth, 
DoubtleM  await  such  young,  exalted  wortli. 
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^ueas  and  Ascaniiis  shall  combine 

To  yield  applause  far,  far  surpassing  mine.'* 

lulus  then : — "  By  all  the  powers  above ! 
By  those  Penates  who  my  country  love ! 
By  iioary  Vesta's  sacred  fane,  I  awear, 
My  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair ! 
Bestore  my  father  to  my  grateful  sigjit. 
And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight. 
Nisus !  two  silver  goblets  are  thine  own. 
Saved  from  Arisba's  stately  domes  o'erthrovn  I 
My  sire  secured  them  on  that  fatal  day. 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  Argive  robber's  prey : 
Ttvo  massy  tripods,  also,  shall  be  thine; 
'fwo  talents  polish'd  from  the  glitterini;  mine; 
An  ancient  cup,  whicli  Tyrian  Dido  gave. 
While  yet  our  vessels  press'd  the  Punic  wave : 
But  when  the  hostile  chiefs  at  length  bow  down. 
When  great  ^ueas  wears  Hesperia's  crown, 
Tlie  casque,  the  buckler,  and  tlie  fiery  steed 
Which  Turnua  guided  with  more  than  mortal  speed. 
Are  tliine ;  no  envious  lot  shaU  then  be  cast, 
I  pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  past: 
Nay  more,  twelve  slaves,  and  twice  six  captive  dai 
To  soothe  thy  solter  liours  with  amorous  llaines. 
And  all  t)ie  realms  whiclt  now  the  Lalins  away. 
The  labours  of  to-night  sliall  well  rej>ay. 
But  thou,  my  generous  yonth,  whose  tender  yeara 
Are  near  niy  own,  whose  worth  my  lieart  reveres. 
Henceforth  affection,  sweetly  thus  begun. 
Shall  join  our  bosoms  and  our  souls  m  one ; 
WiLliout  thy  aid,  no  glory  shall  be  mine; 
Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design  ; 
Alike  through  life  esteem'd,  thou  godlile  hoy. 
In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy." 

To  him  Euryalus : — "  No  day  shall  shame 
Tlie  rising  glories  which  from  this  I  claim. 
Fortune  may  favour,  or  the  skies  may  frowii^ 
But  valour,  spite  of  fate,  obtains  reiiOMn. 
Yet,  ere  from  hence  our  eager  steps  depart. 
One  boou  I  beg,  the  neM^^;^t  to  my  heart : 
My  mother,  sprung  from  Priam's  royal  litMh  , 
Like  ttiine  ennobled,  hiu-db'  less  ilivine. 


Nor  Troy  nor  king  Acestes'  realms  restrain 
Her  feeble  age  from  dan^rs  of  the  main; 
Alone  slie  came,  all  selfish  fears  above, 
A  bright  example  of  maternal  love. 
Unknown  the  secret  enterprise  I  brave, 
J.est  grief  should  bend  my  parent  to  the  grave ; 
l''rom  this  atone  no  fond  adieus  I  seek. 
No  faiittiug  mother's  lips  have  press'd  my  check; 
by  gloomy  night  and  thy  riglit  liand  I  vow 
Her  parting  tears  would  shake  my  purpose  now 
Do  tliou,  my  prince,  her  failing  age  sustain. 
In  thee  her  much-loved  child  may  live  again ; 
Her  dying  liours  with  pious  conduct  bless. 
Assist  her  wants,  relieve  her  fund  distress: 
So  dear  a  hope  must  all  my  soul  inflame, 
'I'o  rise  in  glory,  or  to  fall  in  fame." 
Struck  with  a  filial  care  so  deeply  felt, 
III  tears  at  once  the  Trojan  warriors  melt ; 
Vaster  than  all,  lulus'  eyes  o'erflow  1 
Such  love  was  liis,  and  such  had  been  his  woe. 
"  All  thou  hast  ask'd,  receive,"  the  priiice  replied ; 
"Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a  gift  beside. 
To  cheer  thy  mother's  years  shall  be  my  aim, 
Creusa's"  style  but  wanting  to  tlie  dame, 
lortune  aTi  adverse  wayward  course  may  run, 
But  bless'd  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a  son. 
Now,  by  my  bfe ! — my  sire's  most  sacred  oath — 
To  thee  I  pledge  my  full,  my  firmest  troth, 
Alt  the  rewards  which  once  to  thee  were  vow'd, 
If  thou  shouldst  fall,  on  her  shall  be  bestoVd." 
'llius  spoke  the  weeping  prince,  then  fortii  to  view 
A  gleaming  falchion  from  the  sheath  he  drew; 
Lycaon's  utmost  skill  hud  graced  the  steel, 
For  friends  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feel : 
A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil, 
Shiin  'midst  the  forest  in  tlie  hunter's  lx>il, 
Mnesthcos  to  guard  the  elder  youth  bestows. 
And  old  Alethes'  casque  defends  his  brows. 
Arm'd,  thence  they  go,  while  nil  tli'  assembled  train, 
To  aid  their  cause,  implore  the  g<)ds  in  vaiu. 
Uore  than  a  boy,  in  wisdom  and  in  grace, 
'as  holds  amidol  the  chiefs  liis  place  : 

*  The  uotbei'  ot  lulua.  lort  on  Itae  uiglit  whta  Traj  whb  tufcisi- 
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His  prayer  lie  Geiida ;  but  wliiit  can  iirajers  avail. 
Lost  in  the  murmurs  of  tlio  gighiiig  gale? 

The  trench  is  pasa'd,  and,  favour'd  by  the  iiiglit. 
Through  sleeping  foes  they  wheel  their  wary  fligUL 
When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a  foe  be  o'er  ? 
Alas  I  some  slumber  who  sliail  wake  no  more  I 
Cliariota  and  bridles,  mix'd  with  arms,  are  seen ; 
And  Uowing  flasks,  and  scatter'd  troops  between ; 
Bacchus  and  Mars  to  rule  the  camp  combine; 
A  mingled  chaos  this  of  war  and  wine. 
"Now,"  cries  the  first,  "for  deeds  of  blood  prepare. 
With  me  the  conquest  and  tlie  labour  share : 
Here  lies  our  path  j  lest  any  hand  arise. 
Watch  thou,  while  many  a  dreaming  chieftain  dies ; 
I'll  carvo  our  passage  through  the  heedless  foe, 
And  clear  thy  road  with  many  a  deadly  blow." 
His  whispering  accents  then  the  youth  repress'd. 
And  piercL'd  proud  Rliaranes  through  his  panting  breast; 
Stretch'd  at  his  ease,  tli'  incautious  king  reposed ; 
Debauch,  and  not  fatigue,  his  eyes  had  close<i : 
To  Turnus  dear,  a  prophet  and  a.  prince. 
His  omens  more  than  auaur's  skill  evince | 
But  he,  who  thus  foretold  the  fate  of  all^ 
Cuuld  not  avert  his  own  untimely  fall. 
Next  Bern  us'  armour-bearer,  hapless,  fell. 
And  three  unhappy  slaves  the  carnage  swell; 
The  charioteer  along  his  courser's  sides 
!Bxpirc9,  the  steel  bis  sever'd  neck  divides; 
And,  last,  his  lord  is  number'd  with  the  dead: 
Bounding  convulsive,  flies  the  gasping  head ; 
From  the  swoll'n  veins  tlie  blackening  torreuta  pour)  I 
Staiu'd  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting  gore. 
Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  next  expire. 
And  gay  Serranus,  fill'd  with  youtlifol  fire ; 
Half  the  long  night  in  childish  games  was  pasa'd; 
LnJl'd  by  the  potent  erape,  he  slept  at  last ; 
Ah  I  happier  far  had  be  the  mom  survey'd, 
And  till  Aurora's  dawn  his  skill  display  d. 

In  slaugliter'd  folds,  the  keepers  lost  in  sleep, 
His  hungry  fangs  a  liun  thus  may  steep; 
'Mid  the  sad  Hock,  at  dead  of  night  he  prowls, 
With  murder  glutted,  and  in  ciirrmge  rolls 
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Insatiate  still,  through  teeming  herds  lie  roams ; 
In  seas  of  gore  the  lordly  tyrant  foams. 

Nor  less  the  other's  deadly  vengeance  came. 
But  falls  on  feeble  crowds  without  a  name; 
His  wound  unconscious  Padus  scarce  can  feel. 
Yet  wakeful  RliEesus  sees  the  tkreatening  steel; 
His  coward  breast  behind  a  jar  he  hides, 
And  vainly  in  the  «  eak  defence  conSdes ; 
¥uti  in  his  heart,  the  falchion  aearch'd  hia  veins, 
The  reeking  weapon  bears  alternate  stains ; 
Through  wine  and  blood,  coiomiiisling  as  they  flow, 
One  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  slindeji  oelow. 
Now  where  Messapus  dwelt  they  bend  their  way. 
Whose  dies  emit  a  faint  and  trembling  ray ; 
There,  unconfined,  behold  each  grazing  steed, 
Unwatch'd,  unheeded,  oil  the  herbage  feed : 
Brave  Nisus  here  arrests  hia  comrade's  arm, 
Too  flush'd  with  carnase,  and  with  conquest  warm 
"  Hence  let  us  haste,  tlie  dangerous  path  is  pass'd 
rdl  foes  enough  to-night  have  breathed  their  last 
Soon  will  the  day  those  eastern  clouds  adorn ; 
Now  let  us  speed,  nor  tempt  the  rising  morn." 

What  silver  arms,  with  various  art  emboss'd. 
What  bowls  and  mantles  in  confusion  toss'd. 
They  leave  regardless  I  yet  one  glittering  prize 
Attracts  the  younger  hero's  wandering  eyes; 
The  gilded  harness  Rhamnes'  coursers  felt. 
The  gems  which  stud  the  monarch's  golden  belt : 
This  from  the  pallid  corse  was  quickly  torn. 
Once  by  a  line  of  former  cliieftiuns  worn, 
111'  exulting  boy  the  studded  girdle  wears, 
Messapus'  hehn  his  head  in  triumph  bears; 
Then  from  the  tents  their  cautious  steps  they  bend, 
To  seek  the  vale  where  safer  paths  extend. 

Just  at  this  hour,  a  band  of  Latian  horse 
To  Tumus'  camp  pursue  their  destined  course; 
While  the  slow  foot  their  tardy  march  delay. 
The  knights,  impatient,  spur  along  the  way : 
Three  hundred  mail-clad  men,  by  VoUceiis  led. 
To  Tumus  with  their  master's  promise  si>ed  ■ 
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Wow  tliey  approach  the  trench,  and  view  the  walls^ 

When,  on  the  left,  a  light  reflection  falls ; 

The  plundered  helmet,  through  the  waning  nighty 

Sheds  forth  a  silver  radiance,  glancing  bright. 

Volscens  with  question  loud  the  pair  alarms : — 

"  Stand,  stragglers !  stand !  why  early  thus  in  armsP 

From  whence?  to  whom?" — He  meets  with  no  reply; 

Trusting  the  covert  of  the  night,  they  fly : 

The  thicket's  depth  with  hurried  pace  they  tread, 

While  round  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron  spread. 

With  brakes  entangled,  scarce  a  path  between^ 
Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  sylvan  scene : 
Euryalus  his  heavy  spoils  impede. 
The  boughs  and  winding  turns  his  steps  mislead; 
But  Nisus  scours  along  the  forest's  maze 
To  where  Latijius'  steeds  in  safety  graze, 
Then  backward  o'er  the  plain  his  eyes  extend, 
( )n  every  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 
"  0  God !  my  boy,'*  he  cries,  "  of  me  bereft. 
In  what  impending  perils  art  thou  left !" 
Listening  he  runs — above  the  waving  trees. 
Tumultuous  voices  swell  the  passing  breeze; 
The  war-cry  rises,  thundering  hoofs  around 
Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling  ground. 
Again  he  turns,  of  footsteps  hears  the  noise; 
The  sound  elates,  the  sight  his  hope  destroys : 
The  hapless  boy  a  ruffian  train  surround. 
While  lengthening  shades  his  weary  way  confound; 
Him  with  loud  shouts  the  furious  kniglits  pursue. 
Struggling  in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew. 
What  can  his  friend  'gainst  thronging  numbers  dare? 
Ah  !  must  he  rush,  his  comrade's  fate  to  share? 
What  force,  what  aid,  what  stratagem  essay. 
Back  to  redeem  the  Latian  spoiler's  prey  ? 
His  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  give. 
Or  die  witli  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  live? 
Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on  high. 
On  liuna's  orb  he  cast  his  frenzied  eye : — 
"  Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star ! 
Queen  of  the  sky,  whose  beams  are  seen  afar ! 
JU  night  heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day  the  grove, 
When,  as  cluiste  Dian,  here  thou  deign'st  to  rove; 
If  e'er  nusilf,  or  sire,  have  souglit  to  grace 


'I'o  free  uiy  friend,  and  scatter  far  tlie  proud." 
Tims  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung; 
Through  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapon  sung; 
'I'he  tliirsty  foint  in  Suhuo's  entmiia  lay, 
Trausfis'd  ids  heart,  and  stretcli'd  liim  on  the  cky ; 
He  »oba,  lie  dies, — the  troop  in  wild  amaze, 
Unconscious  wiieiice  the  death,  with  horror  gaze. 
While  jinle  they  stare,  tlirough  Tagus'  temples  riven, 
A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  driven : 
fierce  Volscens  rolls  around  his  lowering  eyes; 
Veil'd  bj  the  night,  secure  the  Trojan  lies. 
liurning  with  wrath,  he  view'd  his  soldiers  fall. 
"  Thou  youth  accurst,  thy  life  shall  pay  for  all  I" 
Quick  from  the  sheath  his  flaming  glaive  he  drew. 
And,  raging,  on  the  boy  defenceless  Hew. 
^isus  no  more  the  blackening  shade  conceals, 
Forlii,-  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveals; 
Aghast,  contused,  his  fears  to  madness  rise. 
And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  flies : 
"  Me,  me, — yoor  vengeance  huri  on  me  alone; 
Ilt^re  sheathe  the  steel,  my  blood  is  all  your  own. 
Ye  starry  spheres  I  thou  conscious  Heaven  !  attest! 
He  could  not — durst  not — lo !  the  guile  confeat  I 
All,  nil  was  mine, — his  early  fat«  suspend  ; 
He  uidy  loved  too  well  his  hapless  friend : 
Spiire,  spare,  ye  chiefs !  from  nim  your  roge  remove ; 
His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love." 
He  pray'd  in  vain ;  tbe  dark  aasassiu's  sword 
Pierced  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored; 
Lowly  to  earth  inclines  his  plume-clad  crest. 
And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o'er  his  breast: 
As  some  yoang  rose  whose  blossom  scents  the  air. 
Languid  in  death,  expires  beneatli  the  share ; 
Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  sliower. 
Declining  gently,  falls  a  fading  flower; 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  his  lovely  head. 
And  lingering  beauty  hovers  round  the  dead. 

But  fiery  Nisus  sl^ms  the  battle's  tide. 
Revenge  his  leader,  and  despair  his  guide; 
Volscens  he  seeks  amidst  the  gathering  host, 
Volscens  must  soon  appease  his  comrade's  ghost , 
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Steel,  Bashing,  pours  on  steel,  foe  crowds  on  foe ; 
Rage  nerves  his  arm,  fate  gleams  in  every  blow ; 
In  vain  beneath  unnumbered  wounds  he  oteed^ 
Nor  wounds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus  heeds; 
In  viewless  circles  wheel'd,  his  falchion  flies, 
Nor  quits  the  hero's  grasp  till  Volscens  dies; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found. 
The  tyrant's  soul  fled  groaning  through  the  wound. 
Thus  Nisus  all  his  fond  affection  proved — 
l^ji'ig.  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  loved; 
'I'lien  on  his  bosom  sought  his  wonted  place. 
And  death  was  heavenly  in  Jiis  friend's  embrace! 

Celestial  pair  I  if  augbt  my  verse  can  claim. 
Wafted  on  lime's  broad  piinon,  yours  ia  fame  t 
Ages  on  ages  shall  your  fate  adnure. 
No  future  day  shall  see  joiir  nnracs  expire, 
"Wliile  stands  the  Cnpito!,  immortal  dome ! 
And  vanquiah'd  millions  hail  their  em|)ress,  Rome! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  MEDEA  OF  EURIPIDES. 

Whln  fierce  conflicting  passions  urge 

The  breast  where  love  is  wont  to  glow. 
What  mind  can  stem  the  stormy  sui^ 

Which  rolls  the  tide  of  human  woe? 
The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  shame. 

Can  rouse  the  tortured  breast  no  more ; 
The  wild  desire,  the  guilty  flame, 

Absorbs  each  wish  it  felt  before. 


But  if  afi'ection  gently  thrills 

The  soul  bv  purer  dreams  posscst, 
The  pleasing  Dalm  of  mortal  ills 

In  love  can  soothe  tlie  aching  breast; 
If  thus  thou  comest  in  disguise, 

Fair  Venus !  from  thy  nalive  heaven, 
Wliut  heart  unfeeling  would  despise 

The  sweetest  boon  the  gods  have  given  ? 
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Who  ne'er  unlocks  with  silver  key* 
The  milder  treasures  of  iiis  soul, — 

May  such  a  friend  be  far  from  me. 
And  ocean's  storms  between  us  roll ! 


THOUGHTS  SUGGESTED  BY  A  COLLEGE  EXAMINATION. 

High  iii  tlie  midst,  surrounded  by  hia  peers, 
Magnus*  his  ample  front  sublime  uprears  : 
Placed  on  his  chair  of  state,  Le  seems  a  god. 
While  Sopbs  and  I'rcshmen  tremble  at  liis  nod. 
As  all  around  sit  wnipt  in  speecliless  eloom, 
Hia  voice  in  thunder  shnkes  the  sounding  dome; 
Denouncing  dire  rej)roach  to  luckless  fools, 
Uuskill'd  to  plod  in  matiieniatic  rules. 

Happy  the  youth  in  Euclid's  axioms  tried. 
Though  little  versed  in  any  art  beside; 
Who,  scarcely  skill'd  an  English  line  to  pen. 
Scans  Attic  metres  with  a  critic's  ken. 
What,  though  he  knows  not  how  his  fathers  bled, 
When  civil  discord  piled  the  fields  with  dead, 
Wlien  Edward  bade  his  conquering  bands  advance 
Or  Henry  trampled  on  the  crest  of  France, 
Though  marvelling  at  the  name  of  Magna  Charta, 
Yet  well  he  recollects  the  laws  of  Sparta ; 
Can  t<ll  what  edicts  sage  Lycurgus  made, 
"While  DIackstone's  on  the  shelf  neglected  laid ; 
Of  Grecian  dramas  vaunts  tlie  deathless  fame, 
Of  Avon's  bard  remembering  scarce  the  name. 

Such  is  the  youth  whose  scientific  patA 
Class-honours,  medals,  fellowships,  await ; 

'  The  original  ii  KtBofiir  Amlfarri  mX^pa  ^iy£r  ;  literal!]'  " 
krit  pftbo  mind." 

*  No  rejection  U  bere  intended  agunat  Ibe  penoo  nuntioncd  oi 
Magnns.     He  ia  inerelf  represeiiMil  tu  perfonabg  ui  aiiatoid&lili  fi 
Induid.  mch  an  attempl  could  only  icouil  itpaii  mjrwlf  ;  m  that  g 
much  diatinguiabed  by  hia  el^iqneDix,  and  tUu  dignified  pruprMtj  w 
hi*  aituatioii,  aa  he  was  in  his  jonnger  daja  for  ■-it  and  miriiulitj. 
Lort  Manael  waa,  in  nHO,  appointed  lo  Uie  hodahip  uT  TriaJt)'  CoDaBd. 
He  Jicllngniahed  hioiwK  in  the  earl}'  part  of  bin  life  aa  the  aatluT  of  ■ 
ifaprit,  and  waa  luppoHd  l»  have  uaiitod  malcriallr  in  the  "  Pnniuti  of, 
He  obtained  the  bighuprio  of  lirintol,  Ibrougli  Iha  influvnoc  of  hia  imfil  H 
in  1S08,  and  died  at  Trinitj  Lodge  in  Itt20.] 
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Or  even,  perhaps,  the  (ledamatioii  prize, 
^  If  to  fiicli  glonous  height  lie  Urts  his  eyes. 

Hut  lo  !  no  common  orator  can  hope 

Tlic  envied  silver  cup  within  his  scope. 

Not  that  our  heads  much  eloquence  require, 

'I'h'  Atuenian'b'  glowing  style,  or  Tull/a  lire, 
,  A  mniiner  clear  or  warm  is  useless,  since 

We  do  not  try  by  speaking  to  convince. 

Be  other  orators  of  pleasing  proud, — 

apeak  to  please  ourselves,  not  move  the  crowd ; 

Our  gravity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 

A  proper  mixture  of  the  squeak  and  groan  ; 

No  borrow'd  grace  of  action  must  be  seen ; 

The  slightest  motion  would  displease  the  Dean ; ' 

Whilst  every  staring  graduate  would  prate 

Against  what  he  could  never  imitate. 

Tlie  man  who  hopes  t'obtain  the  promised  cup 
Must  in  one  posture  stand,  and  ne'er  look  up ; 
Nor  stop,  but  rattle  over  every  word — 
No  matter  what,  bo  it  can  not  be  heard. 
Tiius  let  him  hurry  on,  nor  think  to  rest ; 
Who  speaks  the  fastoat's  sure  to  speak  the  best ; 
Who  utters  most  within  the  shortest  apace 
May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  race, 

TJie  sons  of  science  these,  who,  thus  repaid. 
Linger  in  ease  in  Grnnta's  sluggish  sliade; 
Where  ou  Cam's  sedgy  banks  supine  tJiey  lie, 
Unknown,  unhonour'd  live,  unwept  for  die ; 
Dull  as  the  pictures  which  adorn  their  halls, 
11iey  think  all  learning  fis'd  within  their  Halls ; 
In  manners  rude,  in  foolish  forms  precise, 
All  modem  arts  affecting  to  despise  ; 
Yet  prizing  Bentley's,  lirunck'a,  or  Person's'  note, 
More  than  the  verse  on  which  the  critic  wrote : 
Vain  as  their  honours,  heavy  as  their  jile. 
Sad  as  their  witj  and  tedious  as  their  tale  ; 


'  The  prtKot  Qntk  jmtatai  at  TKnitj  College,  Cunbridgs  ;  a  min  whnne 
rf  miod  and  writings  maj,  perlup*,  jiutifj  tb«ir  preftreQce.  [ "  I  remviulcr 
KOi  FoiSDU  at  Ounbridge,  in  tbs  hall  af  our  college,  and  in  private  partial 
KTS  can  neolloot  him  e:icept  u  drunk  or  biubil,  aud  gtaerallj  both  :  1  meB 
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To  friendship  dead,  though  not  uutauglit  to  feel 
Wiien  Self  and  Church  deuinnd  a  bigot  zeal. 
With  eager  hast«  they  court  the  lord  of  power, 
Whether  'tis  Pitt  or  Petty  rules  the  hour;' 
To  him,  with  suppliant  smiles,  liiey  bend  the  head, 
While  distant  mitres  to  their  eyes  are  spread. 
But  should  a  storm  o'erwhelm  him  with  disgrace. 
They'd  fly  to  seek  tlie  next  who  fill'd  his  place. 
Such  are  tlie  men  wlio  learning's  treasures  guard  ! 
Such  is  their  practice,  such  is  their  reward ! 
This  mucli,  at  least,  we  may  presume  to  say — 
Tlie  premium  can't  exceed  tlie  price  they  jwiy. 


TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  QUAKER. 

Sweet  girl  I  tiiough  only  once  we  met. 
That  meeting  I  shall  ne'er  forget ; 
And  though  we  ne'er  may  meet  again. 
Remembrance  will  thy  form  retain. 
I  would  not  say,  "I  love,"  but  still 
My  senses  struggle  with  my  will : 
In  vaiu  to  drive  thee  from  my  breast. 
My  thouglits  are  more  and  more  reprcst ; 
In  vain  I  check  the  rising  sighs. 
Another  to  the  last  replies : 
Perhaps  this  is  not  love,  but  yet 
Our  meeting  I  can  ne'er  foi^t. 

What  though  we  never  silence  broke. 
Our  eyes  a  sweeter  language  spoke; 
The  tongue  in  flattermg  falsehood  deals. 
And  tells  a  tale  it  never  feels : 


* 


enning ;  for  in  the  hall  faa  disod  Bt  the  Dean's  table,  sod  I  at  tha  ViM-lCul«'> ' 
and  he  IbsD  and  there  appeared  Bober  in  his  detueanout ;  bat  I  h>Te  ana  bin.  |>  * 
priiate  party  of  uader-gradnalea,  lake  up  a  poker  to  them,  uxl  beard  him  v  '**[ 
linage  M  blackguard  aa  hla  action.  Of  at]  the  diaguAtirjg  tH^t^s,  mlkj,  abufl^  *^ 
inlulcmble.  Porgon  wai  the  mott  beatial,  u  far  ai  the  few  timts  I  lair  bin  «<*||' 
lie  was  tolerated  in  thii  Btala  amongst  the  young  men  for  his  talanta  ;  M  tk  Tb*> 
think  a  uiadoun  iuB[Hnd,  and  bear  with  him.  H<'  uajd  lo  recite,  or  lalhti  nW*' 
pagtu  of  all  langnaeta,  and  oould  hiccup  Gn«k  like  a  Belot ;  and  flertaiol;  ff^ 
never  ihockecl  her  children  with  a  groBBer  eihibitian  than  this  man's  intoaiotUtt.  ' 
Si/rwt  Lelitrt,  lilS.] 

*  Rince  this  wu  written,  Lortl  Ilenr;  Petty  [now  Man]ui*  of  lAUdownc]  k»  ^ 
hit  plaoe,  and  inbsMinentlyfl  luul  alnioat  nid  consequently) the  hononr (/ i<r)MiBeli>l 
the  Univeraity.     A  faol  ki  glaring  rcquirw  no  commeul. 
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Deceil  ttie  euiity  lips  imjuirt, 

And  hush  the  mandutes  uf  the  heart ; 

But  soul's  iiiterpretera,  the  eves, 

Spuni  such  restraint,  and  tcorn  disguise. 

As  thus  our  glances  oft  conversed, 

And  all  our  bosoms  felt  rehearsed. 

No  spirit,  from  within,  reproved  us, 

Say  rather,  "'twas  the  spirit  moved  us." 

Though  what  they  utter" d  I  repress. 

Yet  1  conceive  tliou'lt  partly  guess ; 

J!'or  as  on  thee  my  memory  ponders. 

Perchance  to  me  thitie  also  wanders. 

Tliis  for  myself,  at  least,  I'll  say. 

Thy  form  appears  through  night,  through  day; 

Awake,  with  it  my  fancy  teems; 

In  sleep,  it  smites  in  fleeting  dreams ; 

The  vision  cliarms  the  hours  away. 

And  bids  me  curse  Aurora's  ray 

For  breaking  slumbers  of  delight 

Which  make  me  wish  for  endless  isight. 

Since,  oh  I  whate'er  my  future  fate. 

Shall  jov  or  woe  my  steps  await. 

Tempted  hy  love,  by  storms  beset. 

Thine  image  I  can  ne'er  forget. 

Alas  1  again  no  more  we  meet, 
No  more  our  former  looks  repeat; 
Then  let  me  breathe  this  parting  prayer, 
The  dictate  of  my  bosom's  care : 
"May  Heaven  so  guard  my  lovely  quaker, 
That  anguish  never  can  o'ertake  her ; 
That  peace  and  virtue  ne'er  forsake  her. 
But  bliss  be  aye  her  heart's  partaker  ! 
Oh  I  may  the  happy  mortal,  fated 
To  be,  by  dearest  ties,  related, 
I'or  her  each  hour  new  joys  discover. 
And  lose  tlie  liusband  in  the  lover  1 
May  that  fair  bosom  never  know 
Vhat  'tis  to  feel  the  restless  woe 
■Which  stings  tlic  soul,  willi  vniu  regret. 
Of  him  who  never  can  forget ! "  * 

That  nntt  mm  »tilU:ii  U  H:>rton'Bnlc,  in  ktigatl.  ISOd.] 
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THE  CORNELIAN.* 

No  specious  splendour  of  this  stone 

Endears  it  to  my  memory  ever ; 
With  lustre  only  once  it  shone. 

And  blushes  modest  as  the  giver. 

Some,  who  can  sneer  at  friendship's  ties. 
Have,  for  my  weakness,  oft  reproved  me ; 

Yet  still  the  simple  gift  I  prize. 
For  I  am  sure  the  giver  loved  me. 

He  offer'd  it  with  downcast  look. 

As  fearful  that  I  might  refuse  it ; 
I  told  him,  when  the  gift  I  took. 

My  only  fear  should  be  to  lose  it. 

This  pledge  attentively  I  viewed. 

And  sparkling  as  I  held  it  near, 
Methought  one  drop  the  stone  bedewed. 

And  ever  since  I've  loved  a  tear. 

Still,  to  adorn  his  humble  youth. 

Nor  wealth  nor  birth  their  treasures  yield ; 

But  he  who  seeks  the  flowers  of  truth. 
Must  quit  the  garden  for  the  field. 

'Tis  not  the  plant  uprcar'd  in  sloth, 

Which  beauty  shows,  and  sheds  perfume; 

The  flowers  which  yield  the  most  of  both 
In  Nature's  wild  luxuriance  bloom. 

•  [The  oomellan  of  thefie  verses  was  given  to  Lord  Byron  by  the  Cambridge  ch'irirfff* 
Rddlestone,  whose  musical  talents  introduced  him  to  the  i>oet,  wh«t  enterUined^ 
him  the  most  romantic  friendship.  Young  Eddlestone,  on  leaving  hi&choir,  taUTta 
into  a  mercantile  house  in  the  metroi>oIis,  and  died  of  a  consumption,  in  1811,  vbi^ 
produced  this  letter  from  Lord  Byron  to  Mrs.  Pigot,  of  Southwell  : — **  You  »».* 
remember  a  cornelian,  which  sc^mc  years  ago  I  consigned  to  Miss  Pigot,  indeed  gst«t'* 
her,  and  now  I  am  about  to  make  the  most  selfish  and  rude  of  requests.  The  \*t*** 
who  gave  it  to  me,  when  I  was  very  young,  is  dead,  and  though  a  long  time  bM 
elapsed  since  we  met,  as  it  was  the  only  memorial  I  possessed  of  that  porsim  (in  vh<* 
I  was  very  much  interested),  it  has  acquired  a  value  by  this  event  I  could  have  wished 
it  never  to  have  borne  in  my  eyes.  If,  therefore,  Miss  Pigot  should  have  prcMrred  it» 
I  must,  under  these  circumstances,  beg  her  to  excuse  my  requesting  it  to  be  tntsi' 
mitted  to  me,  and  I  will  replace  it  by  something  she  may  remember  loe  by  eqosUy 
weU."] 
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Had  Fortune  aided  Nature's  care. 
For  ouce  forgetting  to  be  blind, 

His  would  have  been  an  ample  sbure. 
If  well  proportioned  to  his  mind. 

But  had  the  goddess  clearlj  seen. 
His  form  had  tii'd  her  fickle  breast ; 

Her  countless  hoards  would  hia  have  been, 
And  none  remain'd  to  give  the  rest. 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOQUB, 


SiscB  the  refinement  of  this  polish'd  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  stage; 
Since  taste  has  now  expunged  liceatious  wit, 
Which  stamp'd  disgrace  on  all  an  author  writ; 
Since  now  to  pleaM!  with  purer  scenes  we  seek. 
Nor  dare  to  call  the  blush  fiom  Beauty's  cheek  ; 
OU !  let  the  modest  Muse  some  pity  claim. 
And  meet  indulgence,  though  she  And  not  fame. 
Still,  not  for  her  alone  we  wish  respect. 
Others  appear  more  conscious  of  defect : 
To-night  no  veteran  Boscii  you  behold, 
In  all  the  arts  of  scenic  action  old; 
No  Cooke,  no  Kemble,  can  salute  you  here. 
No  Siddons  draw  the  sympathetic  tear ; 
I'o-night  you  tlirong  U>  witness  the  deOui 
Of  embryo  actors,  to  the  Drama  new : 
Here,  then,  our  idmost  unfledg'd  wings  we  try  ; 
Clip  not  our  pinions  ere  the  birds  can  dy  : 
Fulling  in  this  our  lir^t  aliciiipt  to  soar. 
Drooping,  alas  !  He  fall  to  rise  no  more. 

["  Wlien  I  wB»  A  youth,  I  wa«  reckoned  ■  good  actor.  BraiJes  Humiw  apeecheii 
bicb  I  ihone.  J  eiuctfd  Fenmddock,  in  the  '  Wheel  of  Poitune,'  and  TrislmD 
li^  in  tlw  brae  «f  '  The  WutliercoclL, '  for  thiM  uiKhtB,  in  »mf  firiTiite  thestricali 
radivell.  in  1804,  with  great  >|i|>laU)e.  Tlio  oceuional  prologue  for  oni' TnlnnteeT 
vM  aUo  of  Dtj  wmpoii^oii. "^ilynn  Diary.  The  prologue  >>u  writli^  b;  him, 
«(fi  ctago,  on  hia  waj  from  Qiu-Mn^te.  On  getting  into  the  nuringe  U  Chea- 
dd,  he  Hid  lu  hii  oompuion,  "Nowrigut,  I'll  >pin  ■  prologno  for  onr  plkj/' 
belore  lliej  reached  Uauifield  lie  had  completed  hia  tuk, — blocraiiiinj;  only  ouce 
b jniog  rererie,  to  nik  the  profn^r  pronunciation  of  the  Frsoeh  word  ' '  (Ubul ;  " 
OU  licinginmerMl,  cxslftiming,  • '  Ay,  Umt  will  do  for  rhjiuelo  'i»n».'" — Moou.] 
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Not  one  poor  trembler  only  fear  betrays. 

Who  hopes,  yet  almost  dreads  to  meet  your  yrjom. 

But  all  our  dramatis  persons  wait 

In  fond  suspense  this  crisis  of  their  fate. 

No  venal  views  our  progress  can  retard. 

Your  generous  plaudits  are  our  sole  reward. 

For  these,  each  Hero  all  his  power  displays. 

Each  timid  Heroine  shrinks  before  your  gaze. 

Surely  the  last  will  some  protection  find ; 

None  to  the  softer  sex  can  prove  unkind : 

While  Youth  and  Beauty  form  the  female  shield. 

The  sternest  censor  to  tlie  fair  must  yield. 

Yet,  should  our  feeble  efforts  nought  avail. 

Should,  after  all,  our  best  endeavours  fail. 

Still  let  some  mercy  in  your  bosoms  live, 

And,  if  you  can't  applaud,  at  least  forgive. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR  FOX, 

THE    FOLLOWING    ILLIBERAL    IMPROMPTU    APPEARED    IN    A    MORNING    PAPBR. 

"  Our  nation's  foes  lament  on  Fox's  death. 
But  bless  the  hour  when  Pitt  resign'd  his  breath : 
These  feelings  wide,  let  sense  and  truth  undue, 
AVe  give  the  palm  where  J  ustice  points  its  due/ 


»9 


TO   WHICH    THE   AUTHOR   OF   THESE    PIECES   SENT   THE   FOLLOWING    REPLT 

Oh  factious  viper !  whose  envenom'd  tooth 
Would  mangle  still  the  dead,  perverting  truth  ; 
What  though  our  ''  nation's  foes  "  lament  the  fate. 
With  generous  feeling,  of  the  good  and  great, 
Shall  dastard  tongues  essay  to  blast  the  name 
Of  him  whose  meed  exists  in  endle^^s  fame? 
When  Pitt  expired  in  plenitude  of  power. 
Though  ill  success  obscured  his  dying  hour. 
Pity  her  dewy  wings  before  him  spread. 
For  noble  spirits  "  war  not  with  the  dead  ; 
Ilis  friends,  in  tears,  a  last  sad  requiem  gave. 
As  all  his  errors  sluinber'd  in  the  grave; 
He  sunk,  an  Atlas  bending  'neath  the  weight 
Of  cares  overwhelming  our  conllicting  state : 


» 


^■^                                 noURS  OF  IDLENESS.                                         »g            ^^^H 

Wlien,  lo  I  a  Hercules  in  Fox  nppear-d,                                                   ^^H 
Who  for  a  time  tlie  ruJn'd  fiLbriu  rear'd  ;                                             ^^^^| 
He,  too,  is  Ml'n,  who  Britain's  luss  ?up]ilieiJ,                                         ^^^H 
With  liim  our  fast  reviviiig  hopes  have  died ;                                         ^^^^| 
Not  ODe  great  people  only  niiae  his  urn,                                            ^^^^^| 
All  Earope's  far-eiteuded  regions  niourn.                                ^^^^^^H 
"These  feelings  wide,  let  sense  and  truth  undue,                     ^^^^^^^^H 
To  give  the  palm  where  Justice  points  its  due;"                   ^^^^^^^^H 
Yet  let  not  canker'd  Calumny  assail,                                           ^^^^^^1 
Or  rouud  her  statesman  wind  her  gloomy  veil.                         ^^^^^^H 
Tax  I  o'er  whose  course  a  mouruiiig  world  must  weep,                     ^^^^^| 
Wliose  dear  remains  in  honour'd  marble  sleep  ;                                      ^^^H 
I'or  whom,  at  last,  e'eu  hostile  nations  groan,                                     ^^^H 
While  frieiida  and  foes  nlike  his  talents  owu ;                                      ^^^^H 
Fox  shi^  in  Britain's  future  annals  shiiie,                                               ^^^H 
Nor  e'en  to  Prrr  the  patriot's  palm  resign ;                                       ^^^H 
Which  Envy,  wearing  Candour'^  sacred  m;isk,                       ^^^^^^M 
For  PnTj  and  Fm  alone,  has  dared  to  ask.*                          ^^^^^^^H 

^H                                   TUG                                                                         ^^H 

^H                   •■ObkchrymiinimfDnii.LeiieroucrvK                                                                 ^^^| 

^^B                           Pslii  1  in  imo  qai  MUteatem                                                                        ^^^^H 
^^P                           Fectorc  (e.  pis  NymphA,  Hauit."— Gur.                                         ^^^^H 

Whks  Friendship  or  I-ove  our  sympathies  move,                                ^^^H 
When  Truth  in  a  glance  should  appear,                                         ^^^H 

Tlie  lips  may  beguile  wiih  a  dimple  or  smile,                          ^^^^^^^B 
But  the  test  of  affection's  a  Tear.                                       ^^^^^^M 

Too  oft  is  a  smile  but  the  hypocrite's  wile,                             ^^^^^^^H 
To  mask  detestation  or  fear                                                ^^^^^^^H 

Give  Die  the  soft  sigh,  whilst  the  soul-telling  eye                    ^^^^^^H 
Is  dimm'd  for  a  time  with  a  Tear.                                       ^^^^^^^H 

Mild  Cliority's  glow,  to  us  mortals  below,                               ^^^^^B 
Sliows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear  j                                  ^^^^^^^H 

Compassion  will  melt  where  this  virtue  is  felt,                        ^^^^^^^^^| 
And  its  dew  is  diffused  in  a  Tear.                                          ^^^^^^^ 

l^lj"  in  the  Morning  Chronicle-] 
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The  man  doomed  to  sail  with  the  blast  of  the  gale^ 

Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer. 
As  he  bends  o*er  the  wave  which  may  soon  be  his  graven 

The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a  Tear. 

The  soldier  braves  death  for  a  fanciful  wreath 

In  Glory's  romantic  career; 
But  he  raises  the  foe  when  in  battle  laid  low. 

And  bathes  every  wound  with  a  Tear. 

If  with  high-bounding  pride  he  return  to  his  bride. 

Renouncing  the  gore-crimsonM  spear. 
All  his  toils  are  repaid  when,  embracing  the  maid. 

From  her  eyelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

Sweet  scene  of  my  youth !  •  seat  of  Friendship  and  Trath» 
Where  love  chased  each  fast-fleeting  year. 

Loth  to  leave  thee,  I  mourn'd,  for  a  last  look  I  tum'd. 
But  thy  spire  was  scarce  seen  through  a  Tear. 

Though  my  vows  I  can  pour  to  my  Mary  no  more. 

My  Mary  to  Love  once  so  dear. 
In  the  shade  of  her  bower  I  remember  the  hour 

She  rewarded  those  vows  with  a  Tear. 

By  another  possest,  may  she  live  ever  blest ! 

Her  name  still  my  heart  must  revere : 
With  a  sigh  I  resign  what  I  once  thought  was  mine. 

And  forgive  her  deceit  with  a  Tear. 

Ye  friends  of  my  heart,  ere  from  you  I  depart. 

This  hope  to  my  breast  is  most  near : 
If  again  we  shall  meet  in  this  rural  retreat. 

May  we  meet,  as  we  part,  with  a  Tear. 

When  my  soul  wings  her  flight  to  the  regions  of  night, 

And  my  corse  shall  recHne  on  its  bier. 
As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb  where  my  ashes  consume. 

Oh !  moisten  their  dust  with  a  Tear. 

May  no  marble  bestow  the  splendour  of  woe 

Which  the  children  of  vanity  rear ; 
No  fiction  of  fame  shall  blazon  my  name, 

All  I  ask— all  1  wish —  is  a  Tiwr. 

October  2^ 'im 
•  Ilarniw. 


;,  complain  of  tliis  damsel's  disdain, 
Wliy  tlius  in  despair  do  you  fret  ? 
For  months  jou  umy  try,  yet,  believe  me,  a  sigU 
Will  never  obtain  a  coquette. 

Would  yon  teacli  her  to  love  P  for  a  time  seem  to  rove ; 

At  first  she  may  frown  in  a  pet ; 
Bnt  leave  her  awhile,  slie  shortly  will  smile. 

And  then  jou  may  kiss  yonr  coi|uette. 

For  auch  are  the  airs  of  these  fanciful  fairs. 

They  think  all  our  homage  a  debt : 
Yet  a  partial  neglect  soon  takes  an  effect. 

And  humbles  the  proudest  coquette. 

Dissemble  your  pain,  and  lengthen  your  chain, 
~     And  seem  her  hauteur  to  regret  j 

Kaeain  you  sliall  sigh,  she  no  more  will  deny, 
'  Tnat  yours  is  t!ie  rosy  coquette. 

If  still,  from  false  pride,  your  pangs  she  deride. 

This  whimsical  virgin  forget ; 
Some  other  admire,  who  will  melt;  with  your  fire, 
"     And  laugh  at  the  httle  coquette. 

f  me,  I  adore  some  twenty  or  more, 

And  love  them  most  dearly ;  but  vet. 
Though  my  heart  they  enthral,  I'd  aoandon  them  all. 

Did  they  act  like  your  blooming  coquette- 
No  longer  repine,  adopt  this  design. 

And  break  through  her  sliglit-woven  net  I 
Away  with  despair,  no  louger  forbear 

To  fly  from  the  captious  coquette. 

a  quit  her,  my  friend  !  your  bosom  defend, 
ISre  quite  witli  her  snares  you're  beset : 
prt  your  deep'Wounded  heart,  when  incensed  by  the  smart, 
B  Ehoold  leaa  you  to  curse  the  coquette. 
■■  Odohtr  27.  18M. 
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TO  THE  SIGHING  STREPHOIT. 

Your  pardon,  my  friend,  if  my  rhymes  did  offend; 

Your  pardon  a  thousand  times  o*er : 
From  friendship  I  strove  your  pangs  to  remove. 

But  I  swear  I  will  do  so  no  more. 

Since  your  beautiful  maid  your  flame  has  repaid. 

No  more  I  your  folly  regret ; 
She's  now  most  divine,  and  I  bow  at  the  shrine 

Of  this  quickly  reformed  coquette. 

Yet  still,  I  must  own,  I  should  never  have  known 

From  your  verses  what  else  she  deserved ; 
Your  pain  seemM  so  great,  I  pitied  your  fate. 

As  your  fair  was  so  devilish  reserved. 

Since  the  balm-breathing  kiss  of  this  magical  miss 

Can  such  wonderful  transports  produce ; 
Since  the  "  world  you  forget,  when  your  lips  once  have  met, 

My  counsel  will  get  but  abuse. 


You  say,  when  "  I  rove,  I  know  nothing  of  love ;  " 

'Tis  true,  I  am  given  to  range ; 
If  I  riglitly  rcmcmncr,  I've  loved  a  good  number. 

Yet  there's  pleasure,  at  least,  in  a  change. 

I  will  not  advance,  by  the  rules  of  romance. 

To  humour  a  whimsical  fair; 
Though  a  smile  may  delight,  yet  a  frown  won't  affright. 

Or  drive  me  to  dreadful  despair. 

AVhile  mv  blood  is  thus  warm  I  ne'er  shall  reform. 

To  mix  in  the  Platonists'  school; 
Of  tliis  I  am  sure,  was  my  passion  so  pure. 

Thy  mistress  would  think  me  a  fool. 

And  if  I  should  shun  every  woman  for  one, 
Whose  image  must  fill  my  whole  breast — 

AVhom  I  must  ])refer,  and  sigh  but  for  her — 
What  an  insult  'twould  be  to  the  rest ' 
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Now,  SlrephoD,  good  bye ;  I  cannot  deny 
Your  passion  appears  most  absurd ; 

Such  love  as  you  plead  is  pure  love  indeed, 
i'ur  it  only  consiata  in  tlie  word. 


I 


TO  ELIZA.' 

Eliza,  what  fools  are  tlie  Mussulman  sect, 

Wlio  to  woman  deny  the  soul's  future  existence, 

Could  they  see  thee,  Eliza,  they'd  own  their  defect, 

And  this  doctrine  would  meet  with  a  general  resistance. 

Had  their  prophet  possess'd  half  an  atom  of  sense, 
He  ne'er  would  have  women  from  paradise  driven; 

Instead  of  his  houris,  a  flimsy  pretence. 

With  women  alone  he  had  peopled  his  heaven. 

Yet  still,  to  increase  your  calamities  more. 
Not  content  with  depriving  your  bodies  of  spirit. 

He  allots  one  poor  husband  to  share  amongst  four! — 
With  souls  you'd  dispense ;  but  tiiis  last,  who  could  bear  it  ? 

His  religion  to  please  neither  party  is  made ; 

On  husbands  'tis  hard,  to  the  wives  moat  uncivil; 
Still  I  ean't  contradict,  what  so  oft  has  been  said, 

"Though  women  are  angels,  yet  wedlock's  the  devil." 


LACHIN  y  CAIR.« 


Away,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardens  uf  roses  I 
In  you  let  the  minions  of  luxury  rove ; 

Restore  me  the  rocks,  where  llie  snow-flake  reposes 
Though  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedom  and  love 


■  [Siw  EUubelk  I^gol,  of  Stutthvull,  to  vlunn  Nieial  of  Lord  Byron'i  eu-Uat 
ietlKn  vera  addrcsMid.] 

*  LneAi*  ff  QaiT,  or,  as  it  ii  prononnced  in  the  Erst,  Loth  ta  Garr,  loinn  pmndl? 
prt-«iniDent  in  tlie  Nnrthein  HigliLuicb,  onv  InTemaJd.  Oue  of  our  modcni  tonriiw 
iwnliuDa  it  u  the  liigheit  muunlain,  perhaps,  iu  QreHt  Britain.  Be  thiB  u  il  mny, 
it  i*  cerliuiilj  one  of  tbe  inoBt  ■ublirui!  and  pictni^ae  amonggt  om  "Ciitdouiu 
Alpa."  its  ftpponnee  ii  of  ■  dnikj  hue,  l>rit  tba  suiDinil  is  the  gat  of  itenull  lairrs. 
Sou  lAdtia  J  Our  I  spent  Bome  of  the  curly  put  of  mj  life,  the  recollection  of  nhich 
hu  praa  tdrih  to  Ihew  etituiu. 
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Yet,  Caledonia,  beloved  are  thy  mountains, 

Uoand  their  white  summits  though  elements  war; 

Though  cataracts  foam  'stead  of  smooth-flowing  foontains^ 
I  sigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Ah !  there  my  young  footsteps  in  infancy  wander'd : 

My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid ;  * 
On  chieftains  long  perish'd  my  memory  ponder'd. 

As  daily  I  strode  through  the  pine-cover'd  glade ; 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  day's  dying  glory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star; 
For  fancy  was  cheer'd  by  traditional  story. 

Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 


"  Shades  of  the  dead  !  have  I  not  heard  your  voices 

Rise  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the  gale?** 
Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices. 

And  rides  on  the  wind,  o'er  his  own  Highland  vale. 
Bound  Loch  na  Garr  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers. 

Winter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car : 
Clouds  there  encircle  the  forms  of  my  fathers ; 

Tiiey  dwell  in  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

"  111  starred,*  tliough  brave,  did  no  visions  foreboding 

Tell  vou  that  fate  had  forsaken  your  cause  ?  " 
All !  were  you  destined  to  die  at  Culloden,* 

Victory  crownM  not  your  fall  with  applause : 
Still  were  you  happy  in  death's  earthy  slumber, 

Vou  rest  with  your  clan  in  the  caves  of  Bnemar;* 
The  pibroch  resounds,  to  the  j)iper's  loud  number. 

Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Years  have  roll'd  on,  Loch  na  (jarr,  since  I  left  you. 
Years  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  you  again  : 

••  Thia  wonl  is  orronoously  pronouiico<l  plad  ;  the  proimr  pronunciation  (acconiing 
t<»  tlic  Scotch)  ia  sliown  by  the  ortliogniphy. 

"*  1  allmle  here  to  my  iiiatonial  ancestors,  "the  GnnfoM/^  many  of  whom  fought  f* 
the  unfurtunate  IVinct;  ('harhs,  lH.ttvr  known  by  the  name  of  the  Prelender.  Thii 
bninch  wan  nearly  allicHl  by  blooil,  as  well  as  attachment,  to  the  Stiiartj«.  Ofxirgp,  tb€ 
tM'cond  Karl  of  Huntley,  married  the  Princess  AunabelU  Stuart,  daughter  of  James  L 
of  Scotland.  By  her  he  kft  four  sons  :  the  tUitl,  Sir  William  Gordon,  Ihavethfl 
honour  to  claim  as  one  of  my  ])ro^enitor8. 

•^  Wlu-ther  any  ]K•^^lK'^l  in  the  Battle  of  Culloden,  I  am  not  certain  ;  l)ut,  aii  many 
fell  in  the  iiiHurroction,  I  havi-  use<l  th<-  name  df  the  principal  action,  ** part  prvtot^* 

**  A  tra*'t  of  tiie  llighlauds  so  ealle«l.     There  is  alao  a  Castle  of  Bni>mar. 
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r  Nature  of  verdure  and  flow'rs  has  bereft  yon, 

P       Tet  still  are  you  dearer  than  Albion's  plain. 

£ngUnd  1  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic 

To  one  who  has  roved  on  the  mountains  afar: 
Oh  for  the  crags  that  are  wild  and  majeaLic ! 

The  steep  frowning  glories  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr.' 


TO  EOMANCK 


Parent  of  golden  dreams,  Romance ! 

Auspicious  queen  of  (iliildish  joys. 
Who  lead'st  aloug,  in  airy  dance. 

Thy  votive  train  of  girls  and  boys; 
At  length,  in  spells  no  longer  bound, 

I  break  the  fetters  of  my  youth  j 
No  more  I  tread  thy  mystic  round. 

But  leave  thy  realms  for  those  of  Truth. 

And  yet  'tis  hard  to  quit  the  drejims 

Which  haunt  the  unsuspicious  aoul. 
Where  every  nymph  a  goddess  seems. 

Whose  eyes  through  rays  immortal  rollj 
While  Fancy  holds  her  boundless  reign, 

And  all  assume  a  varied  hue; 
When  virgins  seem  no  longer  vain, 

And  even  woman's  smiles  are  true. 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a  mime, 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  descend  I 
Kor  find  a  sylph  in  every  dame, 

A  Pylades'  in  every  friend? 
But  leave  at  once  thy  realms  of  air 

To  minghug  bands  of  fairy  elves; 
Coi  fess  that  woman's  false  as  fair. 

And  friends  have  feeling  for — themselves? 

'  [na  fwling  contiinied  lo  break  out  lo  the  close  of  hit  tifv  ;  and  in  the  "  bluul,' 
na  of  bis  UlcM  poemi,  ha  aicribed  hia  raptorea  it  tha  Alp  uul  Apiiuiine,  at  IJk  >uil 
Ijmpai,  to  bis  reaolleetioiu  of  Loch  m  (iut-J 

*  U  u  hardlj  iieonnTT  to  add,  that  Pjludeg  wu  the  compatuoD  of  Orstea,  and  a 
uiarT  ia  one  of  tlioaa  ftxeudahi|a  which.  antJi  thiwe  of  AcbiUei  and  Patrodtu,  Nisiu 
Ik)  Bnnralni,  Damon  and  Pythiaa,  have  been  handed  down  to  poateritj  aa  remarkahls 
HtAiiHa  of  allAchmenta.  irhlch  in  all  probabilitj  never  eiiated  bejoiul  tl>e  in 
'  the  poet,  or  the  poge  of  an  biitorian,  or  mudera  novelitt. 
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With  shame  I  own  Tve  felt  thy  sway  , 

Repentant^  now  thy  reign  is  o'er, 
No  more  tliy  precepts  I  obey. 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  soar. 
Tond  fool !  to  love  a  sparkling  eye. 

And  think  that  eye  to  truth  was  dear; 
To  trust  a  passing  wanton's  sigh. 

And  melt  beneath  a  wanton's  tear ! 

Bomance !  disgusted  with  deceit. 

Far  from  thy  motley  court  I  fly, 
"Where  Afiectation  holds  her  seat. 

And  sickly  Sensibility; 
Whose  silly  tears  can  never  flow 

For  any  pangs  excepthig  thine ; 
W^ho  turns  aside  from  real  woe. 

To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine. 

Now  join  with  sable  Sympathy, 

With  cypress  crown'd,  array'd  in  weeds, 
Who  heaves  with  thee  her  simple  sigh, 

Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds; 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  choir. 

To  mourn  a  swain  for  ever  gone. 
Who  once  could  glow  with  equal  fire, 

13ut  bends  not  now  before  thv  throne. 

Ye  genijil  nymj)hs,  whose  ready  tears 

On  all  occasions  swiftly  flow ; 
Whose  bosoms  heave  with  fancied  fears. 

With  fancied  flames  and  phrensy  glow ; 
Say,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name. 

Apostate  from  your  gentle  train  ? 
An  infant  bard  at  least  may  claim 

From  vou  a  svnn)athetic  strain. 

Adieu,  fond  race  !  a  long  adieu  ! 

The  hour  of  fate  is  hovering  nigh ; 
E'en  now  the  gulf  appears  in  view. 

Where  unlaineiited  you  must  lie: 
Oblivion's  blackening  lake  is  seen, 

Convulsed  by  gales  you  cannot  weather; 
Where  you,  and  eke  your  gentle  queen, 

Alas  !  must  perish  altogether. 
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LNSWER  TO  SOME  ELEGANT  VEItSES  SENT  BY  A  FRIEND 
TO  THE  AUTnOB,  COMPLAINING  THAT  ONE  OF  HI3 
DESCHIPTIONS  WAS  BATHER  TOO  WABAILY  DEAWN 


I 


t  if  Mj  old  ladj,  knight,  prieet,  or  jihjiiif 


M»jl». 


If  «ork  Hhould  abiue, 
I  Bmack  of  m;  muse  ! " 

Nem  BalJi  Onidt, 


C&NiKKiK  compels  me,  Becher  1*  to  commend 

The  verse  wliicli  blends  the  censor  with  the  friend. 

Tour  strong  yet  just  reproof  extorts  applause 

From  me,  the  heedless  and  Jmprudeut  cause. 

For  liiis  wild  error  which  pervades  my  strain, 

1  sue  for  pardon, — must  1  sne  in  vain  ? 

■  The. wise  sometimes  from  Wisdom's  ways  depnrt; 
Can  youth  theo  hush  the  dictates  of  the  heart? 
Precepts  of  prudence  curb,  but  can't  control, 
Tlie  fierce  emotions  of  the  flowing  soul. 
"When  Love's  delirium  haunts  the  glowing  mind, 
Limping  Decorum  lingers  far  behind  : 
VaiiJy  the  dotard  mends  her  prudish  pace, 

■  Outslript  and  vanquish'd  iu  the  mental  chase. 
The  young,  the  old,  have  worn  t!ie  chains  of  love; 
Let  those  they  ne'er  confined  my  lay  reprove : 
Let  those  whose  souls  contemn  the  pleasing  power 
'llieir  censures  ou  the  hapless  victim  shower. 
Oil !  !iow  I  Imte  the  nerveless,  frigid  song. 
The  ceaseless  echo  of  tile  rhyming  throng. 
Whose  labour'd  lines  in  chilling  numbers  flow. 
To  paint  a  pang  the  autlmr  ne'er  can  know  t 
The  artless  Helicon  I  boast  is  voulh ; — 
My  lyre,  the  heart;  my  muse,  the  sim])le  trulh. 

*Far  ac't  from  me  the  "virgin's  mind"  to  "taint:" 
Seduction's  dread  is  here  no  slight  restraint. 
The  maid  whose  virgin  breast  is  void  of  guile. 
Whose  wbhes  dimple  in  a  modest  smile, 

•  [The  KeTciTod  John  Bwher.  prebendiui  of  Sonthwell,  the  well-toown  anthor  cI 
eimi  pluu  for  improriDg  the  DDuJidoii  of  the  poor.  To  hii  can  the  anperiuteitilenCB 
/thcKcouJ  editi'jn  uT  "  Uuurt  of  Ulenesi,"  during  iti  pnigRSS  throoEh  ■  coiinCij 
sna,  wu  uitniital,  uiil  M  hU  inggmtion  HTcral  comctioni  anil  onuDiaDi  vera 
laJe.  "I  mart  tetnni  you,"  wrote  Lord  Bjron  in  FabniBrj,  1808,  "my  bent 
ekDuwledgmniti  for  tba  intcratt  joa  have  taken  in  me  and  m;  poebal  bantUnga, 
ad  1  iball  gler  iw  prowi  to  tiuiw  how  muoli  I  eat««m  the  adsici  and  tb«  adritr,"] 
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Whose  downcast  eye  disdains  the  wanton  leer. 
Firm  in  her  virtue's  strength,  yet  not  severe — 
She  whom  a  conscious  grace  shall  thus  refine 
Will  ne'er  be  "  tainted"  by  a  strain  of  minCc 
But  for  the  nymph  whose  premature  desires 
Torment  her  bosom  with  unholy  fires. 
No  net  to  snare  her  willing  heart  is  spread ; 
She  would  have  fallen^  though  she  ne  er  had  read. 
For  me,  I  fain  would  please  the  chosen  few. 
Whose  souls,  to  feeling  and  to  nature  true. 
Will  spare  the  childish  verse,  and  not  destroy 
The  light  effusions  of  a  heedless  boy. 
I  seek  not  glory  from  the  senseless  crowd ; 
Of  fancied  laurels  I  shall  ne'er  be  proud : 
Their  warmest  plaudits  I  would  scarcely  prize. 
Their  sneers  or  censures  I  alike  despise. 

November  26,  18<HI 


ELEGY  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY." 

'*It  is  the  voice  of  years  that  are  gone  !  they  roll  before  me  with  all  their  deed 

— OSSIAN. 

Nkwstead  !  fast-falling,  once-resplendent  dome ! 

Eeligiou's  shrine !  repentant  Henry's  *  pride ! 
Of  warriors,  monks,  and  dames  the  cloistePd  tomb. 

Whose  pensive  shades  around  thy  ruins  glide. 

Hail  to  thy  pile !  more  honoured  in  tby  fall 
Than  modern  mansions  in  their  pillar'd  state ; 

Proudly  majestic  frowns  thy  vaulted  hall. 
Scowling  defiance  on  the  blasts  of  fate. 

No  mail-clad  serfs,'  obedient  to  their  lord. 
In  grim  array  the  crimson  cross*  demand; 

Or  gay  assemble  round  the  festive  board 
Their  chief's  retainers,  an  immortal  band : 

'  As  one  poem  on  this  snlgeot  is  a1rea«ly  printed,  the  author  had,  originallT. 
iutcntiun  uf  inbcrtiug  the  fjUuwiug.  It  is  now  added  at  the  particular  Tv«iui«t 
Bome  friends. 

-  Henry  II.  founded  Ncwf«t<'ad  sf»on  aft«'r  the  munlcr  of  Thomas  tk  Beoket. 

*  This  word  is  u«ed  by  Walter  Scott,  in  his  i»0fm,  **The  Wild  Iluntaman  ;**  ly 
nymous  with  vaKsah 

*  The  red  cross  was  the  badge  of  the  Crusadei'H. 
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Else  might  inapiring  Fancy's  magic  eye 

Retritce  their  progress  through  the  lapse  of  time. 

Marking  each  ardent  jouth,  ordain'd  to  (tie, 
A  votive  piJgrim  in  Judea's  clime. 

But  not  from  thee,  ilark  pile!  departs  the  cliief; 

His  feudal  realm  in  other  regions  lay  : 
In  thee  the  wounded  conscience  courts  relief. 
Retiring  from  the  garish  blaze  of  day. 

Tes !  in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound 
The  monk  abjured  a  world  he  ne'er  could  view ; 

Or  blood-stain'd  guilt  ^repenting  solace  found. 
Or  innocence  from  stern  oppression  flew. 

A  inouBrcli  bivde  thee  from  that  wild  arise, 

Where  Slierwood's  outlaws  once  were  wont  to  prowl; 

And  Superstition's  crimes,  of  various  dyes. 
Sought  shelter  in  the  priest* s  protecting  cowl. 

Wliere  now  tlie  grass  exhales  a  murky  dew, 

UTie  humid  paTl  of  life-extinguish'd  ciay. 
In  sainted  fame  the  sacred  fathers  grew. 

Nor  raised  their  pious  voices  but  to  pray. 

Where  dow  the  bats  their  wavering  wings  extend 
Soon  as  the  gloaming'  spreads  her  waning  shads. 

The  choir  did  oft  their  mingling  vespers  blend. 
Or  matin  orisons  to  Mary*  paid. 

Years  roll  on  years;  to  ayes,  ages  yield; 

Abbots  to  abbots,  in  a  line,  succeed : 
Helicon's  cliarter  their  protecting  shield. 

Till  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  Henry  rear'd  the  gotliic  walls. 
And  Dade  the  pious  inmates  rest  in  peace ; 

Another  Hesitif '  the  kind  gift  recalls, 
And  bids  devotion's  hallo w'd  echoes  cease. 

*  Aa  "  gliMiniog."  the  Scottish  irar'l  for  twilight,  is  far  rnort  poetical,  and  bu  beed 
aoeonineDdnd  bj  muij  eiuiDeat  litcrarj  men,  particuLu'lf  bjr  Dr.  Mi>ar«  in  hit  Letlan 
la  Bunu^  I  bare  TDDtBred  to  nse  it  on  aouount  or  its  haruony. 

*  Tbe  priurjr  was  dedioiled  to  tbc  Virgin, 

'  At  Uw  Jbaolation  at  tb':  mor'aKtirmii,  Henry  Till.  tH'sluHnl  Newalcail  AbU^  on 
Ott  Jabn  BTroa. 


Tain  is  each  thstat  or  suppHoBtmg  prayer : 
He  drives  them  exiles  from  their  lilest  aboJe, 

To  roam  a  dreary  world  iii  deep  despair — 
No  friend,  iio  iiotne,  no  refuge,  but  their  God. 

llnrk  liow  the  hidl,  resounding  Uy  the  strain, 
Shiiltes  with  the  martini  music's  novel  din ! 

The  lierahls  of  a  warrior's  hauglity  reign. 
High  crested  banners  wave  th^  walls  within. 

Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hum. 

The  mirtli  of  feasts,  the  i:lang  of  bumish'd  artns. 

The  braving  trumpt-t  and  the  hoarser  drum. 
Unite  III  concert  with  increased  alarms. 

All  abbey  once,  a  regal  fortress*  now. 
Encircled  bj  insulting  rebel  powers. 
War's  dread  machines  o'erbang  thy  threat' iiiiig  btov. 

And  ditrt  destruction  in  sulphureous  shower?. 

Ah  vain  defence  !  the  hostile  traitor's  siege, 
Though  oft  repulsed,  by  guile  o'ercomes  the  bntve ; 

His  throiiging  foes  0|>presa  the  faithful  liege, 
BebcUion's  reeking  standards  o'er  him  wave. 

Kot  unavenged  the  raging  baron  yields; 

The  blood  of  traitors  smears  the  purple  plain ; 
Uuconquer'd  still,  his  falchion  there  he  wields. 

And  days  of  glory  yet  fur  him  remain. 

Still  in  tiiat  hoiir  the  warrior  wtsh'd  to  strew 
Self-gather'd  laurels  on  a  self-soughl  grave ; 

But  Charles'  protecting  geniits  liilher  llew, 
The  monarch's  friend,  the  nionareli's  hope,  to  »rr. 

Trembling,  she  snatch'd  him*  from  th'  unequal  strife, 

In  otlier  fields  the  torrent  to  repel; 
Tor  nobler  combats,  here,  reserved  his  life. 

To  lead  the  band  where  godlike  i-Ai-KUSD '  fell. 

*  Newetaod  niilaiiied  a  moaiitcniUe  urge  ia  the  wu  bctvno  Charics  I.  Md 
pu-IUmrat. 

'  Lord  BjroD  BUil  hii  brotbcr  Sir  'Willtnni  bnld  higb  oointnanr]*  Id  Ihi  tojti  uw  ' 
Tbo  forinrr  wot  geoer^-ic-^hief  in  Iivtiinil,  1irnt«nuit  nf  Uir  Toirvr,  uid  luiciiu^v 
J«jua«,  Duks  of  York,  >n«mnli>  tho  uiihapiij  Junn  II.  i  ttis  Ulki  iMd  k  ftm^^ 
■hani  in  luwi^  g^tiniii. 

'  Lnciiu  Ukf)',  Lord  Vtscouiil    Kulktniiil,  the  mint  uvompliilinl   luaa  tf  Ui  b- 
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Frora  thee,  poor  pile  I  to  lawless  plunder  given, 
While  djing  groans  their  painful  requiem  souud. 

Par  different  incense  now  asf^nds  to  hcuven. 
Such  victims  wallow  on  tlie  gory  ground. 

There  man;  a  pale  and  ruthless  robber's  corse, 
Noisome  and  ghast,  defiles  thy  sacred  sod ; 

O'er  mingling  m«n,  and  horse  commix'd  with  horse, 
Corruptiou's  heup,  the  savjige  spoilers  trod. 

Graves,  long  with  rank  and  sighing  weeds  o'ersprcad, 
Kansack'd  resign  perforce  their  mortfll  mould : 

From  ruffiiui  fangs  escape  not  e'en  the  dead. 
Bilked  from  repose  in  search  for  buried  gold. 

Hush'd  is  the  harp,  unstrung  the  warlike  lyre, 
The  minstrel's  p.ilsied  hand  reclines  in  death ; 

No  more  he  strikes  tlie  quivering  chords  with  fire. 
Or  sings  the  glories  of  the  martial  wreatii. 

At  length  tlie  sated  murderers,  gorged  with  prey. 

Retire  :  the  clamour  of  the  fight  is  o'er; 
Silence  agiiin  resumes  her  awful  swav, 

And  sable  Horror  guards  the  massy  door. 

Here  Desolation  holds  her  dreary  court : 

What  satellites  declare  her  disinul  rM^ii  I 
Shrieking  their  dirge,  ill-omen 'd  birds  resort, 

To  flic  their  vigils  in  the  hoary  fane. 

Soon  a  new  morn's  restoring  beams  dispel 
The  clouds  of  anarchy  from  Britain's  skie."; 

The  fierce  usurper  seeks  liis  native  hell, 
And  Nafure  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies. 

With  storms  she  welcomes  his  expiring  gronns ; 

\VfiirIwinds,  responsive,  greet  hia  labouring  breath ; 
Earth  shudders  us  her  cives  receive  his  botLcs, 

Loathing'  (he  ulTering  of  so  dark  a  death. 

d  at  the  BoiUIg  nC  Newbury,  cliarging  in  the  tsjik«  of  Lord  Bttoh'i  reguneat 
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The  legal  ruler'  now  resumes  the  helm. 

He  guides  through  gentle  seas  the  prow  of  state; 

Hope  cheers,  with  wonted  smiles,  the  peaceful  realm, 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  liate. 

The  gloomy  tenants,  Newstead  !  of  thy  cells. 

Howling,  resign  their  violated  nest ; 
Again  the  master  on  his  tenure  dwells, 

EnjoyM,  from  absence,  with  enraptured  zest. 

Vassals,  within  thy  hospitable  pale. 

Loudly  carousing,  bless  their  lord's  return ; 

Culture  again  adorns  the  gladdening  vale. 

And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to  mourn. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float. 

Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  trees ; 
And  hark  !  the  horns  proclaim  a  mellow  note. 

The  hunters'  cry  hangs  lengthening  on  the  breeze. 

Beneath  their  coursers'  hoofs  the  valleys  shake : 
What  fears,  what  anxious  hopes,  attend  the  chase ! 

The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake ; 
Exulting  shouts  announce  the  finish'd  race. 

Ah  happy  days !  too  happy  to  endure ! 

Such  simple  s>j)orts  our  plain  forefathers  knew : 
No  splendid  vices  glitter'd  to  allure ; 

Their  joys  were  many,  as  their  cares  were  few. 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed ; 

Time  steals  along,  and  Deatli  uprcars  his  dart; 
Another  chief  impels  the  foaming  steed. 

Another  crowd  pursue  the  ])anting  hart. 

Newstead  !  what  sadilenini::  chani^e  of  scene  is  thine ! 

Thy  vawnini?  arch  betokens  slow  decay  : 
The  last  and  vounici'st  of  a  noble  line 

Now  holds  tliv  mouldering  turrets  in  his  swav. 

tiwtiis  nnd  ilie  cavalirrH  :  }K>th  ii»t<'ri»n.'to<l  the  cimimstAnoe  into  divine  intiTpwit       -J'".' 
luit  whrilior  as  aiiprolvitinn  or  coiuk-iimation,  we  It-ave  to  the  oa«uistx  of  tliat  a-—  "^  *** 
diridf.     I  have  iiia«k-  such  use  ut'  tlie  uocurrcucc  atf  suited  the  suhjvct  of  my  {•ofm. 
*  ('haiK»*lI. 


Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  gray  worn  towers ; 

Thy  vaulUi,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages  sleep ; 
Thy  cloiatersj  pervious  to  the  wintry  sliowers ; 

These,  these  he  views,  aud  views  them  but  to  wceii. 

Yet  are  his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret : 

Ctierish'd  affection  only  bids  tliem  flow. 
Pride,  hope,  and  love  forbid  him  to  forget, 

But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion'd  glov 

Jet  he  prefers  thee  to  the  gilded  domes 

Or  gewgaw  grottos  of  the  vainly  great ; 
Tet  lingers  'mid  ihy  damp  and  mossy  tombs. 

Nor  breathes  a  murmur  'gainst  the  will  of  fate.' 

Haply  thy  sun,  emerging,  yet  may  shine. 

Thee  to  irradiate  with  meridian  ray ; 

L.fiours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  thine, 

H^     And  bless  thy  fulurc  as  thy  former  day.' 

I 

'*  Coma  whet  nuf,"  wrote  Bjrroti  to  his  mother,  In  Much,  1809,  "NewstAuI  ntiil 
id  or  Ul  together.  I  hars  now  lived  on  ibo  spot ;  t  Iuitb  filed  luy  heart  ufwii 
od  naprcMBre,  pmeat  or  future,  tholl  ioduoe  me  to  hu-tcr  the  lutvustige  of  out 
itvic«.  I  hare  Uut  pride  within  me  which  will  euiblc  me  to  auppurt  diificultici. 
endore  priTitiona  ;  but  coald  I  obtaiu,  iu  oichimge  /or  NewHleuI  Abbtiy,  tho  Sirt\ 
K  in  the  conntrr,  I  vould  n-Jeot  the  proj-oiition."] 

Thoee  who  turn  from  thia  Eleg;  to  ihn  atanjua  on  Ns^Btead  Abbey,  in  the  thir- 
li  eubi  of  DoDJiUkn,  cauuoC  Sail  to  remark  how  frequeatly  the  thoughld  in  tho  tno 
I  u«  the  nine  i  or  to  be  iiilnreated  JD  compariDg  the  jurenile  tketch  vith  the  buld 
tt  and  mellow  oalonring  of  the  nuuter'a  [licture.] 

"  I  VM  Uid,"  nji  Lord  Byrou,  "  on  m;  back,  when  thii  Bohoolbo;  thing  wu 
ED,  or  imtber  dictated — expecting  to  rise  do  more,  my  phygipiui  hating  taken  hit 
Btb  flBe."     In  the  priyale  volume  the  poem  openjod  diflercnlJj  ; — 
"HsDM-I  thon  oHTarying  song  of  TBried  loven, 

Which  jonth  commenda,  inatnrer  age  reprova  ; 

Which  ewry  rhyming  hard  repeats  by  rote. 

By  thonsaodH  ccha'd  to  the  vetf-Rume  note  I 

Tired  of  the  dnll,  noceasing,  copious  stnun, 

Uy  wdI  is  psntiDg  to  be  free  again. 

Parewell !  yo  nyniphi  propitiiina  to  my  rr-nie, 

"         ■'      "  in  youT  cliarmi  rchuarjo ; 


CHILDISH  EECOLLECTIONS.< 


"  I  oonnot  but  rememboi 


.When  slow  Disease,  with  all  her  host  of  pains. 
Chills  the  warm  tide  which  flows  along  the  veins ; 
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When  Health,  affrighted,  spreads  her  rosy  wing. 
And  flies  with  every  changing  gale  of  spring; 
Not  to  the  aching  frame  alone  confined. 
Unyielding  pangs  assail  the  drooping  mind : 
What  grisly  forms,  the  spectre-train  of  woe, 
Bid  shuddering  Nature  shrink  beneath  the  blow. 
With  Resignation  wage  relentless  strife. 
While  Hope  retires  appalPd,  and  clings  to  life. 
Yet  less  the  pang  when,  through  the  tedious  hour. 
Remembrance  sheds  around  her  genial  power. 
Calls  back  the  vanish^  days  to  rapture  given. 
When  love  was  bliss,  and  Beauty  form'd  our  heaven ; 
Or,  dear  to  youth,  portrays  each  childish  scene. 
Those  fairy  bowers,  where  all  in  turn  have  been. 
As  when  through  clouds  that  pour  the  summer  storm 
The  orb  of  day  unveils  his  distant  form. 
Gilds  with  faint  beams  the  crystal  dews  of  rain 
And  dimly  twinkles  o'er  the  watery  plain : 
Thus,  while  the  future  dark  and  cheerless  gleams. 
The  sun  of  memory,  glowing  through  my  dreams. 
Though  sunk  the  radiance  of  his  former  blaze. 
To  scenes  far  distant  points  his  paler  rays ; 
Still  rules  my  senses  with  unbounded  sway, 
The  past  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

Some  other  paint  his  pangs,  in  hope  of  bliss, 
Or  dwell  in  rapture  on  your  nectar'd  kiss. 
Those  beauties,  grateful  to  my  ardent  sight. 
No  more  entrance  my  senses  in  delight ; 
Those  bosoms,  form'd  of  animated  snow, 
Alike  are  tasteless  and  unfeeling  now. 
These  to  some  happier  lover  I  resign — 
The  memory  of  those  joys  alone  is  mine. 
Censure  no  more  shall  brand  my  humble  name, 
The  child  of  passion  and  the  fool  of  fkme. 
Weary  of  love,  of  life,  devour'd  with  spleen, 
I  rest  a  perfect  Timon,  not  nineteen. 
World  !  I  renounce  thee  !  all  my  hope^s  overcast ! 
One  sigh  I  give  thee,  but  that  sigh's  the  last. 
Friends,  foen,  and  females,  now  alike  adieu  ! 
Would  I  could  add  remembrance  of  you  too  ! 
Tet  though  the  future  dark  and  cheerless  gleamii. 
The  curse  of  memory,  hovering  in  my  dreams, 
Depicts  with  glowing  pencil  all  those  years, 
Kre  yet  my  cup,  empoisoned,  flow'd  with  tears ; 
Still  rules  my  senses  with  tyrannic  sway, 
The  post  confounding  with  the  present  day. 

"  Alas  !  in  vain  I  chei'k  the  maddening  thought ; 
It  still  recurs,  unlookM  for  and  unsought : 
My  soul  to  Fancy's,"  &c.  ^c,  as  at  line  29.] 
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Oft  does  my  heart  indulge  the  rising  thought. 
Which  slill  recars,  iiDlook'd  for  and  unsought; 
My  soul  to  Fancy's  i'ond  suggestion  yields. 
And  rojiras  romantic  o'er  her  airy  fields. 
Scenes  of  my  youth,  developed,  crowd  to  vivw. 
To  which  I  long  have  bade  a  last  adieu ! 
Seata  of  deliglit,  inspiring  youthful  themes; 
Friends  lost  to  rae  for  aye,  except  in  dresms; 
Some  who  in  marble  prematurely  sleep. 
Whose  forms  1  now  remember  but  to  weep ; 
Some  who  yet  urge  the  same  scholastic  course 
Of  early  science,  future  fame  the  source; 
Who,  still  contending  in  tlie  studious  race. 
In  quick  rotation  fill  the  senior  place, 
'lliese  with  a  thousand  visions  now  unite. 
To  dazzle,  though  they  please,  my  aching  sight.' 
Ida  I  bleat  spot,  where  Science  holds  lier  reign. 
How  joyous  once  I  join'd  tliy  youthful  train  ! 
Blight  m  idea  gleums  thy  lofty  spire. 
Again  I  mingle  with  thy  playful  quire ; 
Our  tricks  of  mischief,  every  childish  gnme, 
Unchanged  by  time  or  distance,  seem  the  same; 
Throi^h  winding  paths  along  the  glade,  I  trace 
The  social  smile  of  every  welcome  face ; 
My  wonted  haunts,  my  scenes  of  joy  and  woe. 
Each  early  boyish  friend,  or  youtliful  foe. 
Our  feuds  dissolved,  but  not  my  friendship  past, — 
I  bless  the  former,  and  forgive  the  last. 
Hours  of  my  youth !  when,  nurtured  in  my  brciisl. 
To  love  a  stranger,  friendship  made  me  blest, — 
Friendship,  the  dear  peculiar  bond  of  youth. 
When  every  artless  bosom  throbs  with  truth ; 
Untaught  by  worldly  wisdom  how  to  feign. 
And  check  each  impulse  with  prudential  rein ; 
When  all  we  feel,  our  houpst  souls  disclose — 
In  love  to  friends,  in  open  hate  to  foes ; 
No  vamish'd  tales  the  lips  of  youth  repeat. 
No  dear-bought  knowledge  purchased  by  deceit. 
u  Hypocrisy,  the  gift  of  leiigtiieu'd  years, 
t  Uatured  by  age,  the  garb  of  prudence  wears. 


Hen  first  remember' d  Iw  tbe  jojaiu  Innd," 
c  the  fiixt  Mitlon  o(  ••  llaun  it  Idlenw  "] 
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When  now  the  boy  is  ripen'd  into  man. 

His  careful  sire  chalks  forth  some  wary  plan; 

Instructs  his  son  from  candour's  path  to  shrink. 

Smoothly  to  speak,  and  cautiously  to  think ; 

Still  to  assent,  and  never  to  deny — 

A  patron's  praise  can  well  reward  the  lie : 

And  who,  when  Fortune's  warning  voice  is  heard. 

Would  lose  his  opening  prospects  for  a  word  ? 

Although  against  that  word  his  heart  rebel. 

And  truth  indignant  all  his  bosom  swell. 

Away  with  themes  like  this !  not  mine  the  task 
From  flattering  friends  to  tear  the  hateful  mask ; 
Let  keener  bards  delight  in  satire's  sting ; 
My  fancy  soars  not  on  Detraction's  wing : 
Once,  and  but  once,  she  aim'd  a  deadly  blow. 
To  hurl  defiance  on  a  secret  foe ; 
But  when  that  foe,  from  feeling  or  from  shame. 
The  cause  unknown,  yet  still  to  me  the  same, 
Wam'd  by  some  friendly  hint,  perchance,  retired. 
With  this  submission  all  her  rage  expired. 
From  dreaded  pangs  that  feeble  foe  to  save, 
Slie  hush'd  her  young  resentment,  and  forgave ; 
Or,  if  my  muse  a  pedant's  portrait  drew, 
PoMPosus'*  virtues  are  but  known  to  few  : 
I  never  fear'd  the  young  usurper's  nod. 
And  he  who  wields  must  sometimes  feel  the  rod. 
If  siiice  on  Granta's  failings,  known  to  all 
Who  share  the  converse  of  a  college  hall. 
She  sometimes  trifled  in  a  lighter  strain, 
'Tis  past,  and  thus  she  will  not  sin  again ; 
Soon  must  her  early  song  for  ever  cease. 
And  all  may  rail  when  I  shall  rest  in  peace. 

Here  first  remember'd  be  the  joyous  band. 
Who  hail'd  me  chief,'  obedient  to  command ; 

'  [Dr.  Butler,  then  head-master  of  Harrow.  Had  Lord  Byron  pnbliahed  in<rt»'' 
edition  of  these  |)oemg,  it  was  his  intention  to  replace  these  four  lines  by  the  f^' 
which  foHow : — 

**  If  once  my  muse  a  harsher  portniit  drew, 
Wanu  with  her  wrongs,  and  dei'iuM  tlie  likeness  truo^ 
By  cooler  judgn*eut  taught,  her  fault  nhe  owns,— 
With  noble  minds  a  fault  C4)iifossM,  atones.**] 

*  [On  the  rotiR'nient  of  Dr.  Dniry,  three  candidate-s  for  the  vacant  ch«r  pn*'»»*^' 
themselves — Messrs.  Drury,  Evans,  and  Butler.     On  the  first  movement  to  which  Uu» 
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Who  joiu'd  witU  me  in  everj  boyisii  spoit — 

'I'lielr  liRit  adviser,  and  their  last  resort ; 

Nor  shrunk  bcueatli  the  upstart  pedant's  frown, 

Or  all  tile  sable  glories  of  his  gowu ; ' 

Who,  tliiis  trniisptaiited  from  his  father's  school — 

Unlit  to  govern,  iguorant  of  rule — 

^uccced^  him,  whom  all  unite  to  praise. 

The  dear  preceptor  of  my  early  days; 

PuoBUSj'  the  pride  of  science,  and  the  boast. 

To  Lda.  now,  alas !  for  ever  lost. 

With  him,  for  vears,  we  search'd  the  cliisaic  puge, 

Aiid  fejkr'd  the  master,  though  we  loved  the  sage  : 

Ketired  at  last,  hi»  small  yet  }>eacerul  scat 

rroin  learning's  labour  is  the  blest  retreat. 

Pouposus  fills  his  magisterial  chair ; 

Pouposus  governs, — but,  my  muse,  forbear :' 

Contempt  iu  sileuce  be  the  pedant's  lot; 

His  name  and  precepts  be  alike  forgot ; 


onnlat  gars  cue  ia  tlie  Kboul,  young  Wililnuui  wu  at  the  haul  uf  tbe  parly  far  Mark 
Diury,  while  UjTon  held  hinuwlf  iiaot  from  aay.      Auiiaus.  however,  lo  have  him  aa 
ID  ally,  oua  tf  the  Drary  bctioti  Bud  to  Wildmui— "Byroii,  I  ku-jw,  will  out  jaio, 
Uwue  be  diKM  not  cbouee  to  net  oecoad  to  any  odq,  but,  by  giving  up  the  leademliip 
tu  him,  yoa  may  at  once  sacure  him."     Thii  Wildiiiau  did,  aud  Bjruo  Ivulc  the  com- 
Dund.  — MouKi.] 
'  [Inatcdd  of  this  eouptet,  tha  priTitte  Totorne  has  these  liuea  :— 
"Careleu  Ia  toothe  the  pednnt'a  fariooii  trovD, 
Scarcely  rvipecting  his  majestic  gown  ; 
By  which,  in  viun,  he  gnin'd  a  bortoiT'd  gnus. 
Adding  new  terror  to  hia  ineering  hice,"J 
'  Dr.  Itrtirj.    Thii  moet  able  and  sinllent  man  retired  from  hii  litnatiou  in  Maccli, 
1805,  aflerhaTiugreiidedthirty-flve  years  at  Harrow;  the  laM  twenty  M  hend-iuneler ; 
•a  oflioe  ho  teld  with  cijual  hr.uour  lo  himaelf  and  ulvuntage  lo  the  Tery  exIentiTB 
Kbool  artx  which   he  prc«>led.     Pnni^yria  would  hero  bo  ■u|KrBuoui :  it  would  be 
TiirliM  %o  cnnmeiate  qualJlt<;atiou  which  were  never  doubted.      A  considerable  cuntcat 
lovfc  |d«0o  between  three  rival  cundidalea  for  hia  ncaot  chur :  of  Uua  I  can  only  <ay, 
Si  nca  cum  veitria  valuiiaeut  iota,  Pelaiei  I 
Soa  font  ambiguus  tanti  certamiuli  hairca. 
[tjinl  Byitai'a  iMtera  from  Harrow  eonlain  the  name  high  jsaiae  of  Dr.  Drury.     In 
UU-,  of  Nov.  2,  1S04,  heiayi, — "There  ii  hi  much  of  the  geutleman,  lo  much  miid- 
aaa,  and  nothing  of  pedantry  in  hia  character,  that  I  cannot  help  liking  him,  and  will 
IcmemlRr  hi*  iiutmctiuni  with  gratitude  aa  lung  aal  live."  A  week  after,  he  adds — ^"I 
terere  Dr.  tlmiy.      I  dread  uScudiug  him  ;  nut,  however,  through  fear,  but  the  respect 
I  bear  him  maka  me  unhappy  when  1  am  uuder  hie  diaplraeure."     Dr.  Drury  haa  re- 
liUd  tbe  Bc«ret  of  the  inflneuce  he  ohlaiued  :  the  ghmee  which  ti>ld  him  lliat  the  lad 
•«  "a  wild  mountain  salt,"  told  him  also  that  he  could  be  "led  withaailksn  atiing."] 
'  [Thii  limitJ  alao^  waa,  in  a  new  editiou,  tu  Lavs  had  a  diSereot  tnni : — 
"Another  filla  hit  ma^i»Utial  chair; 
Beloetant  Ida  owni  >  etrsnger'g  tan ; 
Oh  J  may  like  hoaouta  rruwn  hU  future  nam*  : 
If  mch  hii  •iituca,  auch  ishall  be  lui  Huue.''] 
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No  more  his  mention  shall  my  verse  degrade,— - 
To  him  my  tribute  is  already  paid. 

High,  through  those  elms,  with  hoary  branches  crown'd 
Tair  Ida's  bower  adorns  the  landscape  round ; 
There  Science,  from  her  favoured  seat,  surveys 
The  vale  where  rural  Nature  claims  her  praise; 
To  her  awhile  resigns  her  youthful  train. 
Who  move  in  joy,  and  dance  along  the  plain; 
In  scattered  groups,  each  favoured  haunt  pursue, 
Sepeat  old  pastimes,  and  discover  new ; 
I'lush'd  with  his  rays,  beneath  the  noontide  sun. 
In  rival  bands,  between  the  wickets  run. 
Drive  o'er  the  sward  the  ball  with  active  force. 
Or  chase  with  nimble  feet  its  rapid  course. 
But  these  with  slower  steps  direct  their  way. 
Where  Brent's  cool  waves  in  limpid  currents  stray ; 
While  yonder  few  search  out  some  green  retreat 
And  arbours  shade  them  from  the  summer  heat : 
Others,  again,  a  pert  and  lively  crew. 
Some  rough  and  thoughtless  stranger  placed  in  view, 
AVith  frohc  quaint  their  antic  jests  expose. 
And  tease  the  grumbling  rustic  as  he  goes ; 
Nor  rest  witli  this,  but  many  a  passing  fray 
Tradition  treasures  for  a  future  day : 
"  'Twas  here  the  gathered  swains  for  vengeance  fought. 
And  here  we  earn'd  the  conquest  dearly  bought; 
Here  have  we  fled  before  superior  might. 
And  here  renewM  the  wild  tumultuous  fidit/' 
While  thus  our  souls  with  early  passions  swell. 
In  Hngering  tones  resounds  the  distant  bell, 
Th'  allotted  hour  of  daily  sport  is  o'er, 
And  Learning  beckons  from  her  temple's  door. 
No  splendid  tablets  grace  her  simple  hall. 
But  ruder  records  fill  tlie  dusky  wall : 
There,  deeply  carved,  behold  !  each  tyro's  name 
Secures  its  owner's  academic  fame ; 
Here  mingling  view  the  names  of  sire  and  son — 
The  one  long  graved,  the  other  just  begun  : 
These  shall  survive  alike  when  son  and  sire 
Beneath  one  common  stroke  of  fate  expire :  * 

*  [Dnring  a  rebellion  at  Harrow,  the  poet  prevented  the  whool-room  fnm  ^V 
burnt  down,  by  pointing  out  to  the  boys  the  names  of  ihmx  fiithen  mod  gnuKifinti^ 
«B  the  walls.] 
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Perhaps  tlieir  last  memorial  tliese  aloue. 
Denied  in  death  a  monumental  stone. 
Whilst  to  the  gaie  in  mournful  cadence  wave 
The  sighing  weeds  tliat  hide  their  nameless  grave. 
And  here  my  name,  and  many  an  early  friend's. 
Along  the  wall  in  lengthen'd  line  extends. 
Though  still  our  deeda  amuse  the  youthful  race, 
Who  tread  our  steps,  and  fill  our  former  place. 
Who  young  obey'd  their  lords  in  silent  awe. 
Whose  nod  commanded,  and  whose  voice  was  law; 
And  now,  in  turn,  possess  the  reins  of  power. 
To  role  the  little  tyrants  of  an  hour; 
'Iliougll  sometimes,  with  the  tales  of  ancient  day. 
They  pass  the  dreary  winter's  eve  away — 
"And  thus  our  former  rulers  stenim'd  the  tide. 
And  thus  they  dealt  tlie  combat  aide  by  side; 
Just  in  this  pince  the  mouldering  walla  they  scaled, 
Nor  bolts  nor  bars  against  their  strength  avail'd  ;* 
Here  Probus  came,  the  rising  fray  to  quell, 
And  here  he  falter'd  forth  hia  last  farewell; 
And  here  one  night  abroad  they  dared  to  roam. 
While  bold  Pomposds  bravely  staid  at  home;" 
While  thus  they  speak,  the  hour  must  soon  arrive. 
When  names  of  these,  like  onrs,  alone  survive  ■ 
Yet  a  few  years,  one  general  wreck  will  whelm 
The  faint  remembrance  of  oar  fairy  realm. 

Dear  honest  race !  though  now  we  meet  no  more. 
One  last  long  look  on  what  we  were  before — 
Our  itrst  kind  greetings,  and  our  last  adien — 
Drew  tears  from  eyes  unused  to  weep  with  you. 
llirough  splendid  circles,  fashion's  gandy  world, 
Where  folly's  glaring  standard  waves  unfurl' d, 
I  plunged  to  drown  in  noise  my  fond  regret, 

»And  all  I  sought  or  hoped  was  to  forget. 
Vain  wish !  if  chance  some  well -rem  ember*  d  face. 
Some  old  companion  of  my  early  race, 
Advanced  to  chiim  his  friend  with  honest  joy. 
My  eyes,  my  heart,  proclaim'd  me  still  a  boy; 

•  [Lurd  BjTon  dMirtiert  thoi  desoriba  hia  niua!  coniM  of  life  vhiTe  at  Huniw 
-"alwaji  crieketing,  reWUng,  ri/teiiui,  miil  in  til  nnuiner  of  misoliieft. "  One  d»j 
a  lore  dovn  tbs  grnliDgi  froin  the  vinclov  of  the  hall ;  and  vhen  naked  by  Dr. 
■Uer  bit  TBUon  for  the  oulrngc  coolly  nosvered,   "bcoiiiw  thv;  darkened  Uw 
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The  glittering  scene,  the  fluttering  groups  around. 
Were  quite  forgotten  when  my  friend  was  found. 
The  smiles  of  beauty — (for,  alas !  I've  known 
What  'tis  to  bend  before  Love's  mighty  throne) — 
The  smiles  of  beauty,  though  those  smiles  were  dear. 
Could  hardly  charm  me,  when  that  friend  was  near : 
My  thoughts  bewilder'd  in  the  fond  surprise. 
The  woods  of  Ida  danced  before  my  eyes ; 
I  saw  the  sprightly  wand'rers  pour  along, 
I  saw  and  join'd  again  the  joyous  throng ; 
Panting,  again  I  traced  her  lofty  grove, 
And  friendship's  feelings  triumph'd  over  love.* 

Yet,  why  should  I  alone  with  such  delight 
Retrace  the  circuit  of  my  former  flight  ? 
Is  there  no  cause  beyond  the  common  claim 
Endear'd  to  all  in  childliood's  very  name  ? 
Ah !  sure  some  stronger  impulse  vibrates  here. 
Which  whispers  friendship  will  be  doubly  dear 
To  one  who  thus  for  kindred  hearts  must  roam. 
And  seek  abroad  the  love  denied  at  home. 
Those  hearts,  dear  Ida,  have  I  found  in  thee, 
A  liome,  a  world,  a  paradise  to  me. 
Stem  Death  forbade  my  orphan  youth  to  share 
The  tender  guidance  of  a  father's  care. 
Can  rank,  or  e'en  a  guardian's  name,  supply 
The  love  which  glistens  in  a  father's  eye  ? 
¥oT  this  can  wealth  or  title's  sound  atone. 
Made,  by  a  parent's  early  loss,  my  own  ? 
What  brother  springs  a  brother's  love  to  seek  ? 
What  sister's  gentle  kiss  has  prest  my  cheek  ? 

"  [This  description  of  his  emotions,  in  1806,  on  encountering  his  fonner  schoolfello*'  ^  -*  *^V^ 
falls  far  short  of  what  occurred  in  an  accidental  meeting  with  Lord  Cl&re,  on  the  t\-^    ^     •^, 
Ijftwcen  liiiola  aud  Rilogua,  iu  1821.     *'Thi8  meeting,"  says  Lord  Byron,  ***'"^' *■  j^^^^^. 
l.'itwl  for  a  moment  all  the  years  between  the  present  time  and  the  days  of  narrvx""^       t*» 
It  was  a  new  and  incxjilicable  feeling,  like  rising  from  the  grave,  to  mc.     Clare  '       ^^^!e»rt 
was  much  ngitate<l — more  in  apjK'arance  than  was  myself ;  for  I  could  feel  his  h^"^-^  ^_  ^  ^^ 
l>eat  to  his  fingers'  ends,  unless,  indeed,  it  was  the  pulse  of  my  own  which  made  ~^jlrd^T 


l^nfranchi.     At  this  moment  a  ser\'ant  announced  Mr.  Holihouse.     The  slight  ths-^^^^  . 
of  melancholy  diffuKcd  over  Lord  Byron's  face  gave  instant  place  to  the  liveliest  j**-  ^— '^/' 
but  it  was  so  great,  that  it  almost  dcpriveil  him  of  btrength.     A  fearful  paleness  um       ''T?" 
over  his  cheeks,  and  his  eyes  >*ere  tilled  with  t^^^urs  as  he  embraced  his  {liend :  ^ 

emotion  was  »o  gR'at  that  he  wojj  forced  t-*  sit  down."] 


/ 


Fraternal  smUes  collected  round  me  seem ; 

"Wliile  still  the  visions  to  ray  lieart  are  prest. 

The  voice  of  love  will  murmur  in  my  rest ; 

1  hear — I  wake — and  in  the  sound  rejoice  I 

1  hear  again, — but,  ahl  no  brotlier's  voice. 

A  hermit,  'midst  of  crowds,  I  fain  mual  stray 

Alone,  though  thousand  pili;riin9  fill  the  way; 

While  these  a  thousand  kindred  wreaths  entwine, 

I  cannot  call  one  single  bloss 

Wlitit  then  remains?  in  sohtude  to  groan, 
.  To  mix  in  friendship,  or  to  sigh  alone. 

Tims  must  I  cling  to  some  endearing  hand, 
I  And  none  more  dear  than  Ida's  social  band. 

Alonzo;'  best  and  dearest  of  my  friends, 
[  Tliy  name  ennobles  him  who  tlms  commends: 

From  this  fond  tribute  thou  canst  gain  no  praise ; 

The  praise  is  his  who  now  tliut  tribute  pays. 

Oil  I  in  tlie  promise  of  thy  early  youth, 

If  hope  anticipate  the  words  of  truth. 

Some  loftier  bard  shall  sing  tliy  glorious  name. 

To  build  his  own  upon  thy  deatJiless  fame : 

Friend  of  my  lieart,  and  foremost  of  the  list 

Of  those  witli  whom  I  lived  supremely  blest, 
^L  .Oft  have  we  drain'd  the  font  of  ancient  lore; 
^■Tliough  drinking  deeply,  thirsting  still  tJie  more. 
^B  Tet,  when  confinement's  lingering  hour  was  done, 
^^Our  9t)orts,  our  studies,  and  our  souls  were  one : 
^^Fl'ogetlier  we  iinpell'd  the  flying  ball : 
^■Together  waited  in  our  tutor's  hall ; 
^H  Together  join'd  in  cricket's  manly  toil. 

Of  shared  tiie  produce  of  tlie  river's  spoil ; 

Or  plunging  from  the  green  declining  shore. 

Our  pliant  limbs  the  buoyant  billows  bore : 

>ln  every  element,  unchanged,  the  same, 
JUI,  all  that  brothers  should  be,  but  the  name. 
Nor  yet  are  you  forgot,  my  jocund  boy  I 

J^ha  Boo.  John  Vingfield;  ol  Uie  Colditmm  Gurdi,  brother  to  Sicbtnt,  faart^ 
nnn(  Powerawurt.     He  died  in  hii  twtiDtieth  yui.     Lord  Bjna  at  one  time  gftit 
er  all  albit  (riendi.] 


I 
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Datus."  the  harbinger  of  childish  joy; 
For  ever  foremost  in  the  ranks  of  fun. 
The  laughing  herald  of  the  harmless  pun ; 
Yet  with  a  breast  of  such  materials  mad< 
Anxious  to  please,  of  pleasing  half  afraid ; 
Candid  and  liberal,  with  a  heart  of  steel 
In  danger's  path,  though  not  untaught  to  feeL 
Still  1  remember,  in  the  factious  stnfe. 
The  rustic's  musket  aim'd  against  my  life  :* 
High  poised  in  air  the  massy  weapon  hung, 
A  cnr  of  horror  burst  from  every  tongue: 
Whilst  I,  in  combat  with  another  foe, 
Fought  on,  unconscious  of  th'  impending  blow ; 
Your  arm,  brave  boy,  arrested  his  career — 
Forward  you  sprung,  insensible  to  fear; 
Disarmed  and  baffled  by  your  conquering  hand. 
The  grovelling  savage  roll'd  upon  the  sand : 
An  act  like  this,  can  simple  thanks  repay  ?' 
Or  all  the  labours  of  a  grateful  lay  ? 
Oh  no !  whene'er  my  breast  forgets  the  deed. 
That  instant,  Davus,  it  deserves  to  bleed. 


Lycus  !'  on  me  thy  claims  are  justly  great: 
Thy  milder  virtues  could  my  muse  relate, 

^  [The  Rev.  John  Cecil  Tattersall,  B.A.,  of  Christ  Church,  Oxfoid,  who  died  Dec.  8, 
1812,  at  Hall's  Place,  Kent,  aged  twenty-four.] 

'  [The  ** factious  strife"  was  brought  on  by  the  breaking  up  of  aehoci,  and  the 
dismissal  of  some  volunteers  from  drill,  both  happening  at  the  same  hoar.  The  hotl- 
end  of  a  musket  was  aimed  at  Byrou's  head,  and  would  have  feUed  him  to  the  grousd, 
but  for  the  interposition  of  Tattersall." — Moore.] 

*  [In  the  private  volume  : — 

**  Thus  did  you  save  that  life  I  scarcely  priie — 
A  life  unworthy  such  a  sacrifice.''] 

^  [John  Fitzgibbon,  second  Earl  of  Clare,  afterwards  Governor  of  Bombay,  of  whom 
Lord  Byron  said,  in  1822,  "  I  have  always  loved  him  better  than  any  male  thing  in 
the  world." — **!  never,"  was  his  language  in  1821,  "hear  the  word  *Ciare^  without 
a  beating  of  the  heart  even  now ;  and  I  write  it  with  the  feelings  of  1803-4-5,  ad 
infinitum."  A  remonstrance  which  Lord  Clare  addressed  to  him  at  school,  was  fttnad 
among  his  papers  (as  were  most  of  the  notes  of  his  early  favourites),  and  on  the  back 
of  it  was  an  endorsement  which  is  a  fresh  testimony  of  his  affection  : — **  Thi*  and 
another  lett€*r  wore  written  at  Harrow,  by  my  then  and,  I  hope,  ever  beloved  fi  iond, 
Lord  Clare,  when  we  were  lM>th  schoolboys  ;  and  sent  to  my  study  in  oonsoqaeocv  of 
some  childuh  misunderstanding, — the  only  one  which  ever  amse  between  ns.  It  was 
of  short  duration,  and  I  retain  this  note  solely  for  the  purpose  of  submitting  it  to  hit 
perusal,  that  we  may  smile  over  the  recollection  of  the  insignificance  of  our  fintl  and 
lost  quarrel.**] 
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Tu  tliee  atone,  unrivaliM,  would  belong 
The  feeble  efforts  of  my  tenglhen'd  song.' 
WeL  canst  thou  boast,  to  lead  in  senates  fit, 
A  Spartan  firmness  with  Athenian  nit : 
Though  yet  in  embryo  these  perfections  shine, 
Lycts !  thy  father's  fame  wiU  soon  be  thine. 
Where  learning  nurtures  the  superior  mind. 
What  may  we  hope  from  genius  thus  refined ; 
When  time  at  length  matures  thy  growing  years. 
How  wilt  thon  tower  above  thy  fellow  peers ! 
Prudence  and  sense,  a  spirit  bold  and  free. 
With  honour's  soul,  united  beam  in  thee. 

Shall  fair  EuRitALrs'  pnss  by  unsung? 
From  ancient  lineage,  not  unworthy  sprung  : 

■  [In  the  private  Tolnine,  the  following  linea  conclude  thii  cluuMtet  t- 


I 


Wiahliu  unhoped,  tbo 

gh  not  onsQught  bj  ms. 

Thj  Bofl*r  snol  wu  fon 

n'd  for  loTO  aione. 

To  ruder  pBHioua  and  to  haU  unknown  ; 

Thy  mind,  in  anion  wilt  Ihy  beantoons  form. 

Wm  gentle,  tat  unfit  tt 

sUsm  the  atono. 

That  buB,  an  indni  of  coIeatLiil  worth. 

Prodaim'd  a  heart  alat 

■acted  tcom  the  eartli. 

I  Bt  reclined  upou  oar 

aTouritt  tomb, 

Ttb  wen  thooe  Bjrapath 

rthjeommde'awoe; 

Or,  when  leta  mournfa 

subjecta  fonn'd  our  themn 

■We  triSid  a  thousand  fo 

d  romantic  schemes, 

Oft  hart  thou  Bwom,  in 

friondaliip's  sw^thia?  tone, 

Whateier  wish  waa  min 

e,  maat  bo  thin*  own."] 

<  [Ueoige  John,  lifth  Karl  of  Delawsrr.— "I  am  happy  enODgb,  and  comrortable 
here,"  wp  Lord  Byron,  in  a  letter  &om  Harrow  of  Oct.  -25,  1801.  "  My  friends  an 
not  nnmerona,  bnt  select.  Among  the  principal,  I  rank  Lord  Delawarr,  who  is  ■Ytvj 
amiable,  and  my  particaUr  friend." — "  Koi.  2, 1 801.  Lord  Delawarr  is  considenbly 
jonnger  than  me,  but  the  most  good-Mmpercd,  amiable,  cleTKr  fellow  in  the  Dulvene. 
To  all  which  he  addi  the  qnaUly  <a  good  one  in  the  eyes  of  women)  of  being  remarkabt; 

(athen,  in  Charles  L'a  time,  married  into  their  family."  The  allDaion  in  the  text  to 
Uuar  snfasequent  quarrel,  receircs  fnrthsr  light  from  a  letter  which  tlie  poet  addnoed 
uLonl  Clan  inlSOT:— "You  will  bo  astonished  lo  htor  I  hate  lately  writteD  la 
DeUwBir,  for  the  pnrpoee  of  explaining  (as  far  as  poasible,  withont  inmlring  nine  old 
fntndi  of  mine  in  the  bnEuness),  the  cause  of  my  beharionr  to  him  during  my  last 
residence  at  Harrow,  ihii^h  yon  will  recollect  was  ratber  en  caralier.  ^noe  that 
period  1  hsTe  discoTered  he  wss  treated  with  injustice,  bolb  by  th«e  who  m'urepn- 
sentcd  his  conduct,  and  by  me  in  consequence  of  their  soggettion).  I  bare,  tbcrefm^ 
made  all  the  reparation  in  my  power,  by  npologiung  for  my  mlelake,  though  with  TBI7 
bint  hopes  of  sncoess.  However.  I  have  eased  my  owa  conscience  by  the  atonement, 
which  is  humiliating  enough  to  one  <'f  my  diepMilioo  ;  yet  1  could  not  have  slept 
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Wliat  though  one  sad  dissension  bade  us  part. 

That  name  is  yet  enbalm'd  within  my  heart , 

Yet  at  the  mention  does  that  heart  rebound. 

And  palpitate^  responsive  to  the  sound. 

Envy  dissolved  our  ties,  and  not  our  will : 

We  once  were  friends, — I'll  think  we  are  so  stilL 

A  form  unmatched  in  nature's  partial  mould, 

A  heart  untainted,  we  in  thee  behold : 

Yet  not  the  senate's  thunder  thou  shalt  wield. 

Nor  seek  for  glory  in  the  tented  field : 

To  minds  of  ruder  texture  these  be  given — 

Thy  soul  shall  nearer  soar  its  native  heaven. 

Haply,  in  polish'd  courts  might  be  thy  seat. 

But  that  thy  tongue  could  never  forge  deceit : 

The  courtier's  supple  bow  and  sneering  smile. 

The  flow  of  compliment,  the  slippery  wile. 

Would  make  that  breast  with  iuaignation  burn. 

And  all  the  glittering  snares  to  tempt  thee  spurn. 

Domestic  happiness  will  stamp  thy  fate ; 

Sacred  to  love,  unclouded  e'er  by  hate ; 

The  world  admire  thee,  and  thy  friends  adore ; 

Ambition's  slave  alone  would  toil  for  more. 

Now  last,  but  nearest,  of  the  social  band. 
See  honest,  open,  generous  Cleon*  stand; 
With  scarce  one  speck  to  cloud  the  pleasing  scene. 
No  vice  degrades  that  purest  soul  serene. 
On  the  same  day  our  studious  race  begun. 
On  the  same  day  our  studious  race  was  run ; 
Thus  side  by  side  we  pass'd  our  first  career. 
Thus  side  by  side  wc  strove  for  many  a  year ; 
At  last  concluded  our  scholastic  life. 
We  neither  conquer'd  in  the  classic  strife : 
As  speakers '  each  supports  an  equal  name. 
And  crowds  allow  to  both  a  i)artial  fame: 
To  soothe  a  youthful  rival's  early  pride. 
Though  Cleon's  candour  would  the  palm  divide. 
Yet  candour's  self  coinpi  Is  me  now  to  own 
Justice  awards  it  to  my  friend  alone. 

Kitisfied  with  tlio  rt'floction  of  having,  even  unintentionaUj,  injured  any  indifii 
I  have  done  aU  that  cuuKl  Ihj  ihuie  to  repair  the  injury."] 

*  [Edward  Noel  Long,  E.sq.] 

•  Thia  alludes  to  the  public  slM.\;cho^  delivered  at  the  school  when:  the  authoi — 
educated. 


Oh  t  friends  regretted,  scei 
Bemembrance  hikils  joii  with 
Drooping,  she  bends  o'er  pensive  Fancy's  urn. 
To  truce  tlie  hours  which  never  can  return ; 
Yet  with  the  retrospection  loves  to  dwell/ 
And  soothe  the  sorrows  of  her  last  farewell ! 
Yet  greets  the  triumpli  of  my  boyish  mind, 
As  infant  laurels  round  my  head  were  twined. 
When  Feobcs'  praise  repaid  my  lyric  song. 
Or  placed  me  higher  in  the  studious  throng ; 
Or  when  my  first  harangue  received  applau 
His  sage  instruction  the  primeval  cause. 
What  gratitude  to  him  my  soul  possest. 
While  hope  of  dawning  honours  fiU'd  my  breast  I 
For  all  my  humble  fame,  to  him  alone 
Tlie  praise  is  due,  who  made  that  fame  my  own.' 

in  the  priT»t«  vulume  ; — 

"  Tet  in  the  retrosreotloa  finils  relief, 
And  revels  iu  the  loinr]'  uf  grief.  "J 
(  "  H;  qnalitira  were  cmch  more  oratorical  LhsD  poetical,  uid  Dr.  Drarj,  my  gnni] 
roD,  had  a  great  Dotion  that  I  ahonld  turn  ont  an  orator  frum  my  flaency,  uiy  tnr' 
snce,  mj  Toice,  nij  copiiioaneM  of  declamation,  and  my  aution.  I  rememlier  thai 
tint  declamation  aatoniahed  Dr.  Dmry  into  some  nuvuoted  {for  he  waa  ecoaoruical 
Qch)  and  sudden  oomplimeo Li,  before  tbo  doclaimerti  at  eorfint  robearaal." — Byron 
\ry.  1  certainly  waa  mucb  pleased  with  Liird  Byruo^a  at^tade,  gesture,  and 
very,  as  veil  as  with  bia  campositioD.  To  m;  surprise,  be  unddeol;  ilivurgeil  from 
vntten  oompusildon,  with  a  boldneu  and  rapidity  ButGcieDt  to  alarm  me,  liiat  he 
sld  <ail  in  memory  aa  to  tbe  conolosioD.  1  questioned  him,  why  he  had  altered  bis 
lamation  !  H<  declared  be  bod  made  no  alt«ratiua,  and  did  not  know,  Id  ipeolcing, 
i  he  bad  di-<iated  fiom  it  one  letter.  I  believed  him,  and  from  a  knowledge  of  bis 
peiament,  am  cooTiaeed  that  he  was  harried  on  to  expreuioDS  and  coloncuigi  more 
king  than  what  \m  pen  bad  expnaied.— Da.  DaCBi.j 
[la  the  private  Tolnme  tbe  poem  concludes  thus  : — 
"  When,  yet  a  novice  in  the  mimio  art, 

I  feign'd  the  tmoaporta  of  a  vengeful  heart — 
19  the  Royal  Slave  1  trod  tbe  stage, 
1  in  Zanga  more  than  mortal  rage — 
The  praise  of  Probiu  made  me  feel  more  pnmd 
Than  all  tlie  plaudits  of  the  list'ning  orowJ. 

"  Ab  ;  vain  endeavour  in  this  ebildiah  stnin 
To  aoothe  tbe  woea  of  vbicb  1  thai  oomplua  J 
What  can  atut  this  fniitleag  loss  of  time, 
iw  in  a  jingliogrbymo  I 
aal  solace  ftom  a  frieud  ii  near, 
Aod^  heartlew  strangers  drop  no  feeling  tear. 
I  seek  not  jay  in  wotnnn'ii  sparkling  eye  : 
Tbe  smiles  of  beauty  cannot  check  the  High. 
Adieo,  thou  world  t  thy  pleasure's  sliU  a  dream, 
Thy  virtue  but  a  Tisiounry  iheino  ; 
Thy  years  of  vice  on  y^rs  of  folly  r.>ll. 
Till  grinning  death  assigus  tbe  dettUaed  guai, 
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Oh !  could  I  soar  above  these  feeble  lays. 

These  young  effosions  of  my  early  days. 

To  him  my  muse  her  noblest  strain  would  give : 

The  song  might  perish,  but  the  theme  might  Ure. 

Tet  why  for  him  the  needless  verse  essay? 

His  honoured  name  requires  no  vain  display : 

By  every  son  of  grateful  Ida  blest. 

It  finds  an  echo  in  each  youthful  breast ; 

A  fame  beyond  the  glories  of  the  proud. 

Or  all  the  plaudits  of  the  venal  crowd. 

Ida  !  not  yet  exhausted  is  the  theme. 
Nor  closed  the  progress  of  my  youthful  dream. 
How  many  a  friend  deserves  the  grateful  strain ! 
What  scenes  of  childhood  still  unsung  remain ! 
Yet  let  me  hush  this  echo  of  the  past. 
This  parting  song,  the  dearest  ana  the  last ; 
And  brood  in  secret  o'er  those  hours  of  joy. 
To  me  a  silent  and  a  sweet  employ. 

Where  all  are  hastening  to  the  dread  abode, 
To  meet  the  jndgment  of  a  righteona  Qod  ; 
Mix*d  in  the  concourse  of  a  thoughtless  throng, 
A  mourner  midst  of  mirth,  I  glide  along  ; 
A  wretched,  isolated,  gloomy  thing, 
Curst  by  reflection's  deep  corroding  sting  ; 
But  not  that  mental  sting  which  stabs  within, 
The  dark  avenger  of  unpunished  sin  ; 
The  silent  shaft  which  goads  the  guilty  wretch 
Extended  on  a  rack's  untiring  stretch  : 
Conscience  that  sting,  that  shaft  to  him  supplies — 
His  mind  the  rack  from  which  he  ne'er  can  rise. 
For  me,  whate'er  my  folly,  or  my  fear. 
One  cheerful  comfort  still  is  cherished  here. 
No  dread  internal  haunts  my  hours  of  rest, 
No  dreams  of  injured  innocence  infest ; 
Of  hope,  of  peace,  of  almost  all  bereft, 
Conscience,  my  last  but  welcome  guest,  is  left. 
Slander  s  empoison'd  bn^ath  may  blast  my  name, 
Envy  delights  to  blight  the  buds  of  fame  ; 
Deceit  may  chill  the  current  of  my  blood. 
And  freeze  affection's  warm  impassion'd  flood  ; 
Presaging  horror  darken  every  sense  ; — 
Even  here  ^ill  conscience  be  my  best  defence. 
My  bosom  feeds  no  *  worm  which  ne'er  can  die  :  * 
Not  crimes  I  mourn,  but  happiness  gone  by. 
Thus  crawling  on  with  many  a  reptile  vile, 
^(y  heart  is  bitter,  though  my  cheek  may  smile  , 
No  more  with  former  bliss  my  heart  Ls  ((lad  ; 
Hope  yields  to  anguish  and  my  soul  is  sad  . 
From  fond  regivt  no  future  joy  can  save  : 
Remembrance  slumlierii  only  in  the  grave,'* I 
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While  future  ho]>e  and  fear  alike  utiknowu, 
I  think  with  pleasure  on  the  past  alone ; 
Yes,  to  the  past  alone  my  heart  confine, 
And  chase  the  phantom  of  what  ouce  was  mine. 

Ida  !  still  o'er  thy  hills  in  joy  preside. 
And  proudly  steer  through  time's  eventful  tide : 
Still  may  thy  blooming  sons  tliy  name  revere, 
Smile  in  thy  boner,  but  quit  thee  witli  a  tear, — 
That  tear,  perhaps,  the  fondest  wliich  will  flow. 
O'er  their  \a»t  scene  of  liappiness  below. 
Tell  mo,  ye  hoary  few,  who  glide  along, 
The  feeble  veterans  of  some  former  throng. 
Whose  friends,  like  autumn  leaves  by  tempests  whirl'd. 
Are  swept  for  ever  froin  this  busy  world ; 
Revolve  the  lleeting  momenta  of  your  youtli. 
While  Care  has  yet  withheld  her  venora'd  tooth; 
Say  if  remembrance  days  like  theae  endears 
Beyond  the  rapture  of  succeeding  years? 
Say,  can  ambition's  fevec'd  dream  bestow 
So  sweet  a  balm  to  soothe  your  hours  of  woe  ? 
Can  treasures,  hoarded  for  some  thankless  son, 
Can  royal  smiles,  or  wreatlis  hy  slaughter  won, 
CWu  stars  or  ermine,  man's  maturer  toys, 
(For  glittering  baubles  are  not  left  to  lioys] 
Recall  one  e<cene  so  much  beloved  to  view 
Aa  those  where  Youth  her  garland  twined  for  you  ? 
I   Ah,  no  I  amidst  the  gloomy  calm  of  age 
I  You  turn  with  faltering  band  life's  varied  page ; 
I  Peruae  the  record  of  your  days  on  earth, 
"  Unsullied  only  where  it  marks  your  birth  j 
Still  lingering  pause  above  eaeli  chequer'd  leaf, 
And  blot  with  tears  the  sable  lines  of  grief; 
Where  Passion  o'er  the  tlicme  her  Tnantle  threw, 
Or  weeping  Yirtue  sigh'd  a  faint  adieu; 
But  bless  the  scroll  which  fairer  words  adorn, 
Traced  by  the  rosy  finger  of  the  morn ; 
WLen  Friendship  bow^d  before  the  shrine  of  troth. 
And  Love,  without  his  pinion,'  smiled  on  Youtli. 


"  L'AaitU  eit  rAjnonr  suia  kilo,"  ii  n  Pimcb  pDTcrb. 


b 
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ANSWER  TO  A  BEATTTIFUL  POEM 

■HTITLED   "THB  OOMXOV  LOT.**' 

Montgomery  I  true,  the  common  lot 

Of  mortals  lies  in  Lethe's  ware ; 
Yet  some  shall  never  be  forgot. 

Some  shall  exist  beyond  tlie  grave. 

"  Unknown  the  region  of  his  birth/' 

The  hero*  rolls  the  tide  of  war; 
Yet  not  unknown  his  martial  worth. 

Which  glares  a  meteor  from  afar. 

His  joy  or  grief,  his  weal  or  woe. 

Perchance  may  'scape  the  page  of  fame ; 

Yet  nations  now  unborn  will  know 
The  record  of  his  deathless  name. 

The  patriot's  and  the  poet's  frame 
Must  share  the  common  tomb  of  all : 

Their  glory  will  not  sleep  the  same ; 
Tliat  will  arise,  though  empires  fall. 

The  lustre  of  a  beauty's  eye 

Assumes  the  ghastly  stare  of  death  ; 

llie  fair,  the  brave,  the  good  must  die. 
And  sink  the  yawning  grave  beneath. 

Once  more  the  speaking  eye  revives. 

Still  beaming  through  the  lover's  strain ; 

Tor  Petrarch's  Laura  still  survives : 
She  died,  but  ne'er  will  die  again. 

The  rolling  seasons  pass  away. 

And  Time,  untiring,  waves  his  wing; 

AVhilst  honour's  laurels  ne'er  decay. 
Hut  bloom  in  fresh,  unfading  spring. 

'  "Written  by  James  Montgomery,  author  of  the  **  Wanderer  in  Switzerland,**  &f. 

'  No  i»articular  hero  Ih  here  allutlctl  t«>.  The  ex]>loit«  of  IJayard,  Ncmonrw,  K»l*»*^ 
the  BLick  Prince,  an*l.  in  more  mwlerii  tinicH,  the  fame  of  Marlborongh,  Fredcriok  ^ 
Oreat,  Count  Saxe,  Charles  of  Swe<len,  &c.,  un^  familiar  t»»  every  hifttoriral  n«»ter,  I** 
the  exact  place*  of  their  birth  are  known  to  a  very  Hiuall  proportion  of  their  anlmirer^ 


The  mouldering  marble  lasts  its  day. 
Yet  folia  at  lengtii  ati  useless  fane; 

To  ruin's  ruthless  fHngs  a  prey. 
The  wrecks  of  pillar'd  pride  remain. 

Wliat,  though  the  sculpture  be  destroyM, 
From  dart  oblivion  meant  to  guard; 

A  bright  renown  shall  be  eujoy'd 
By  those  whose  virtues  claim  reward. 

Then  do  not  say  the  common  lot 
Of  all  lies  deep  in  Lethe's  wave ; 

Some  few  who  ne'er  will  be  forgot 
Shall  bur?t  the  bondage  of  the  grave. 


TO  A  LADY 


This  Band,  which  bound  thy  yellow  hair. 
Is  mine,  sweet  girl  I  thy  pledge  of  love; 

It  claims  my  warmest,  tlenrest  care. 
Like  relics  left  of  saints  above. 

Oh  !  I  will  wear  it  next  my  heart; 

'Twill  bind  my  soul  in  bonds  to  thee : 
From  me  again  'twill  ne'er  depart. 

But  mingle  in  the  grave  with  me. 

The  dew  I  gather  from  thy  lip 

Is  not  so  dear  to  me  as  this ; 
J7ia(  I  but  for  a  moment  sip. 

And  banquet  on  a  transient  bliss : 

TiU  will  recall  each  youthful  scene. 
E'en  when  our  lives  are  on  the  wane ; 

The  leaves  of  Love  will  still  he  green 
When  Memory  bids  them  bud  ngain. 


I  1  ne  leaves  oi 

I  When  Men 

L 


I 
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Oh  I  little  lock  of  golden  hue. 

In  gently  waving  ringlet  curl'd. 
By  the  dear  head  on  which  you  grew, 

I  would  not  lose  you  for  a  world. 

Not  though  a  thousand  more  adorn 

The  poUshM  brow  where  once  you  shone, 

lake  rays  which  gild  a  cloudless  morUj 
Beneath  Columbia's  fervid  zone. 

1806.    [Pint  imUUbed,  18S&] 


LINES 

ADDBISSBD  TO  TBS   ElV.  J.  T.  BSOHSR,  OH  HIS  ADYISUTQ  TBI  AOTBOK 

TO   MIX   MORS  WITH   SOOIKTT. 

Dkar  Becher,  you  tell  me  to  mix  with  mankind ; 

I  cannot  deny  such  a  precept  is  wise ; 
But  retirement  accords  with  the  tone  of  my  mind  : 

I  will  not  descend  to  a  world  I  despise. 

Did  the  senate  or  camp  my  exertions  require. 

Ambition  might  prompt  me^  at  once,  to  go  forth ; 

When  infancy's  years  of  probation  expire. 

Perchance  I  may  strive  to  distinguish  my  birth. 

The  fire  in  the  cavern  of  Etna  concealed. 
Still  mantles  unseen  in  its  secret  recess ; 

At  length,  in  a  volume  terrific  reveal'd. 

No  torrent  can  quench  it,  no  bounds  can  repress. 

Oh  !  thus,  the  desire  in  my  bosom  for  fame 
Bids  me  live  but  to  hope  for  posterity's  praise. 

Could  I  soar  with  the  phoenix  on  pinions  of  flame. 
With  him  I  would  wish  to  expire  in  the  blaze. 

For  the  life  of  a  Fox,  of  a  Chatham  the  death. 

What  censure,  what  danger,  what  woe  would  I  brave! 

Their  lives  did  not  end  when  they  yielded  their  breath ; 
Their  glory  illumines  the  gloom  of  their  grave. 

Yet  wliy  should  I  mingle  in  Fashion's  full  herd  ? 

Why  crouch  to  her  leaders,  or  cringe  to  her  rules  ? 
Why  bend  to  the  proud,  or  applaud  the  absurd  ? 

Why  search  for  deliglit  in  the  friendship  of  fools  ? 


houbs  of  idleness. 

I  h&ve  tasted  the  sweets  and  the  bitters  of  lovej 
In  friendship  1  early  was  taught  to  believe; 

My  passion  the  matrons  of  prudence  reprove; 

I  have  found  that  a  frieud  may  profess,  yet  deceive. 

To  me  what  is  wealth? — it  may  pass  in  an  hour. 
If  tyrants  prevail,  or  if  Fortune  siioiild  frown  : 

To  me  what  is  title? — the  phantom  of  power ; 
To  me  what  is  fashion? — I  seek  but  renown. 

Deceit  is  a  stranger  as  yet  to  my  soul ; 

I  still  am  unpractised  to  varnish  the  truth: 
Then  why  should  I  live  In  a  liateful  control  ? 

Why  waste  upon  folly  the  days  of  my  youth  ? 


BEMEMBKANCE. 


'TIS  done ! — I  saw  it  in  my  drejims : 
No  more  with  Hope  the  future  beams; 

Uy  days  of  happiness  are  few : 
Chill  d  by  misfortune's  wintry  blast, 
My  dawn  of  life  is  overcast ; 

Ijove,  Hope,  and  Joy,  alike  adieu! 

Would  I  could  add  Kemembraucc  too  ! 

1SI)4.     [PintpubiLgJiMl,  1330.1 


THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAS  AND  ORLA. 


Dkar  are  the  days  of  youth.  Age  dwells  on  tlieir  ri-.membrance 
tlirough  the  mist  of  time.  In  the  twilight  he  recalls  the  sunny 
hours  of  morn.  He  lifta  his  spear  with  trembling  hand.  "  Not 
thus  feebly  did  I  raise  the  steel  oefore  my  fathers  I "  Past  is  the 
race  of  heroes.  But  their  fame  rises  on  the  harp ;  their  t'ouls  ride 
on  the  wings  of  the  wind;  they  hear  the  sound  througli  the  sighs 
of  the  storm,  and  rejoice  in  their  hall  of  clouds.  Such  is  Culmur. 
Tlie  gray   stone  marks  his  narrow   house.     He   looks  down   from 

*  It  nwy  tie  necMnu7  to  obeerre,  tlmt  the  BUirf,  thongh  conrid<™lilj  varied  in  Ihii 
(»unra[i^,  ii  uXeo  fri>ni  "  KIsuh  uid  Eurj&liu,"  uf  which  Ogiininlr  n  tnuiilaliuB  it 
klnwlj  (pvcn  in  the  iireatiit  tuIuiue. 
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eddying  tempests :  he  rolls  his  form  in  the  wliirlwind^  and  hovers  on 
the  blast  of  the  mountain. 

In  Morven  dwelt  the  chief;  a  beam  of  war  to  Fingal.  His  ste]is 
in  the  field  were  marked  in  blood.  Lochlin's  sons  had  fled  before 
his  angry  spear;  but  mild  was  the  eye  of  Calmar;  soft  was  the 
flow  of  his  yellow  locks :  they  streamed  like  the  meteor  of  the  niglit. 
No  maid  was  the  sigh  of  his  soul :  his  thoughts  were  given  to 
friendship, — to  dark-haired  Orla,  destroyer  of  heroes !  Equal  were 
their  swords  in  battle ;  but  fierce  was  the  pride  of  Orla : — gentle 
alone  to  Calmar.     Together  they  dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Oithona. 

From  Lochlin,  Swaran  bounded  o'er  the  blue  waves.  Erin's  sons 
fell  beneath  his  might.  Fingal  roused  his  chiefs  to  combat.  Their 
ships  cover  the  ocean.  Their  hosts  throng  on  the  green  hills.  They 
come  to  the  aid  of  Erin. 

Night  rose  in  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the  armies :  but  the  blazing 
oaks  gleam  through  the  valley.  The  sons  of  Loclilin  slept :  their 
dreams  were  of  blood.  Tliey  lift  the  spear  in  thought,  and  Fin«!al 
flies.  Not  so  the  host  of  Morven.  To  watch  was  tlie  post  of  Orhu 
Calmar  stood  by  his  side.  Their  spears  were  in  their  hands.  Fingal 
called  his  chiefs :  they  stood  around.  The  king  was  in  the  midst. 
Gray  were  his  locks,  but  strong  was  the  arm  of  the  king.  Age  with- 
ered not  his  powers.  *'  Sons  of  Morven,"  said  the  hero,  *'  to-morrow 
we  meet  the  foe.  But  where  is  Cuthullin,  the  shield  of  Enn  ?  He 
rests  ill  the  halls  of  Tura ;  he  knows  not  of  our  coming.  Who  will 
speed  through  Lochlin,  to  the  hero,  and  call  the  chief  to  arms  ?  The 
path  is  by  the  swords  of  foes ;  but  inaiiy  are  my  heroes.  They  an; 
thunderbolts  of  war.     Speak,  ye  chiefs  !     Who  will  arise? *' 

"  Son  of  Trenmor !  mine  be  the  deed,"  said  dark-haired  Orla, 
"  and  mine  alone.  What  is  death  to  me  ?  I  love  the  sleep  of  the 
mighty,  but  httle  is  the  danger.  The  sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I 
will  seek  car-borne  Cuthullin.  If  1  fall,  raise  the  song  of  bards ; 
and  lay  me  by  the  stream  of  Lubar." — "And  shaltthou  fall  alone?" 
said  fair-haired  Calmar.  "  Wilt  thou  leave  thy  friend  afar  ?  Chief 
of  Oithona !  not  feeble  is  my  arm  in  fight.  Could  I  see  thee  die, 
and  not  lift  the  spear  ?  No,  Orla !  ours  has  been  the  chase  of  the 
roebuck,  and  the  feast  of  shells ;  ours  be  the  path  of  danger :  our* 
has  been  the  cave  of  Oithona  ;  ours  be  the  narrow  dwelUng  on  the 
banks  of  Lubar."  "Calmar,"  said  the  chief  of  Oithona,  "why 
should  thy  yellow  locks  be  darkened  in  the  dust  of  Erin?  Let  me 
fall  alone.  My  fatlier  dwells  in  his  hall  of.  air :  he  will  rejoice  in 
his  boy ;  but  the  blue-eyed  Mora  spreads  the  feast  for  her  son  in 
Morven.  She  listens  to  the  steps  of  the  hunter  on  the  heath,  and 
thinks  it  is  the  tread  of  Calmar.  Let  her  not  sav,  'Calmar  has  fallen 
by  the  si  eel  of  Lochlin  ;  he  died  willi  gloomy  Orla,  the  chief  of  the 
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dark  brow.'  Why  should  tears  dim  tlie  azure  eve  of  Mora?  Wliy 
sliotild  lier  voice  curse  Orla,  tiie  destroyer  of  Calmar  ?  Live 
CaliTiiU-!  Live  to  raise  ray  atone  of  moss;  live  to  revenge  ine  ill 
the  blood  of  Loclilin.  Join  tlie  song  of  bards  above  m^-  grave. 
Sweet  will  be  the  song  of  death  to  Ola,  from  tlie  voice  of  Catninr. 
My  ghost  shall  smile  on  the  notes  of  praise."  "Orla,"  said  the  sou 
of  Mora,  "  could  I  r.iise  tlie  song  of  deatii  to  my  friend  ?  Could  I 
give  his  fame  to  the  winds?  No,  my  heart  would  s|ieak  in  sighs: 
faint  and  broken  are  the  sounds  of  sorrow.  Orla !  our  souls  sliidl 
hear  tlie  eoug  togetber.  One  cloud  shall  be  ours  on  high:  tlie 
bards  v  ill  mingle  tbe  names  of  Orla  and  Calmar." 

Tbcy  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Their  steps  are  to  the  host  of 
Loelilin.  Tlie  dying  blaze  of  oiik  dim  twinkles  through  the  night. 
'i'he  northern  star  points  the  pnth  to  'i'ura.  Swaran,  tlie  king,  rests 
on  ids  lonely  hill.  Here  the  troops  are  mixed :  tliey  frown  in  sleep ; 
their  shields  beneath  their  heads.  Their  swords  gleam  at  distance 
in  heaps.  The  fires  are  faint ;  tiieir  embers  fail  in  smoke.  All  is 
hushed;  but  the  gale  sighs  on  the  rocks  above.  Lightly  wheel  the 
heroes  through  the  slumbering  band.  Half  the  jouniey  is  past, 
when  Msthou,  resting  on  his  shield,  meets  the  e^e  of  Orla.  It  rolls 
in  flame,  and  glistens  through  the  shade.  His  spear  is  raised  on 
high.  "  Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  brow,  chief  of  Oithona?  "  said 
fair-haired  Calmar :  "  we  are  in  the  midst  of  foes.  Is  this  a  time 
for  delay  ?"  "  It  is  a  time  for  vengeance,"  said  Orla  of  tlie  gloomy 
bruw.  "  Matboa  of  Lochlin  sleeps :  seest  thou  his  spear  ?  Its 
point  is  dim  witii  the  gore  of  my  father.  The  blood  of  Mathoii 
tthall  reel  on  mine:  but  shall  I  slay  him  sleeping,  son  of  Mora? 
Nu !  he  shall  feel  his  wound :  my  fame  shall  not  soar  on  the  blood 
of  slumber.  Hise,  Matlion,  rise!  The  sou  of  Connfd  calls;  tliy 
life  b  bis ;  rise  to  combat."  Mathoii  stjirts  from  sleep :  but  did 
he  rise  alone?  No:  the  gathering  chiefs  bouud  on  the  plain. 
"  Kly  I  Calmar,  fly  ! "  aaid  dark-haired  Orla.  "  Mathon  is  mine,  I 
shall  die  in  joy:  but  Lochlin  crowds  around.  Fly  through  the 
shade  of  night."  Orla  turns.  The  helm  of  Mathon  is  cleft;  his 
shield  falls  from  his  arm :  he  sliudders  in  his  blood.  He  rolls  by 
the  side  of  tlie  blazing  oak.  Slrumoti  sees  him  fall:  liia  wrath 
rises  :  his  weapon  glitlers  on  the  head  of  Orla :  but  a  spear  pierced 
his  eye.  His  bruin  guslies  through  the  wound,  and  foams  on  the 
Bpcar  of  Calmnr,  As  roll  the  waves  of  the  Ocean  on  two  mighty 
biirks  of  the  north,  su  pour  the  men  of  Lochlin  on  the  chiefs.  As, 
breiiking  the  surge  in  foam,  proudly  steer  the  barks  of  the  Dortli,  so 
rise  I  he  chiefs  of  Morven  on  the  scattered  crests  of  Lochlin.  The 
din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear  of  I'ingal.  He  strike^i  his  shield;  his 
tons    throng   arouud^    the   people    pour   along   the    heath.     Hynu 
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bounds  ill  joy.  O.ismn  stalks  in  liia  tirm?.  Oscar  sliukes  llie  spear. 
The  eagle  wing  of  I'illan  flonta  on  the  wind.  Dreadful  is  the  clang 
of  death !  many  arc  the  vidowa  of  Locklin.  Morven  prevails  iu  iti 
strength. 

Morn  glimmers  on  the  hills :  no  living  foe  is  seen ;  but  the 
sleepers  are  manj ;  grim  they  lie  on  Erin.  The  breeze  of  ocean 
lifts  their  locks ;  yet  they  do  not  awake.  The  bawks  scream  above 
Uieir  prey. 

Whose  yellow  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast  of  a  chief?  Bright  as 
the  gold  of  the  stranger,  they  mingle  nitli  the  dark  bair  of  hb 
friend,  "V\a  Caimar :  he  lies  on  the  bosom  of  OHa.  Theirs  is  one 
stream  of  blood.  Fierce  is  the  look  of  the  gloomy  Orla.  He 
breathes  not ;  but  bis  eye  is  still  a  flame.  It  glares  in  death 
unclosed.  His  hand  is  grasped  in  Calmar's ;  but  Gdmar  lives  !  lie 
lives,  though  low.  "  Rise,"  said  the  king,  "  rise,  sou  of  Mora :  'li* 
mine  to  lieaL  the  wounds  of  heroes.  Calumr  mny  yet  bouud  on  tlie 
hills  of  Morven." 

"  Never  more  shall  Caimar  chase  the  deer  of  Morven  with  Orla," 
said  the  hero.  "  What  were  the  chase  to  me  alone  ?  Who  would 
xhare  the  spoils  of  battle  ^tith  Caimar?  Oria  is  at  rr^t  I  Kough 
was  thy  soul,  Orla  I  yet  soft  to  mc  as  the  dew  of  mom.  It  glnmi 
on  others  in  lightning :  to  me  a  silver  beam  of  night,  BeM  my 
sword  to  blue-eyed  Mora ;  let  it  hang  in  my  empty  hall.  It  is  not 
pure  from  blood :  but  it  could  not  save  Orla.  Lay  me  vntU  my 
friend,     liaise  the  song  when  I  am  dark  I " 

They  are  laid  by  the  stream  of  Lubar.  Four  gray  stones  mark 
the  dwelling  of  Orla  and  Caimar.  When  Swaran  was  bouiid,  our 
sails  rose  on  the  blue  waves.  Tlie  winds  gave  our  barks  tt 
Morven  ; — the  bards  raisetl  the  song. 

"  What  form  rises  on  the  roar  of  clouds  P  Whose  diirk  ghost 
gleams  on  the  red  streams  of  tempests  ?  His  voice  rolb  on  the 
thunder.  "I'is  Orla,  the  brown  chief  of  Oitliona.  He  was 
immatched  in  war.  Peace  to  thy  soul,  Orla !  thy  fame  will  not 
iierish.  Nor  thine,  Caimar!  Lovely  wast  thou, son  of  blue-eyed 
Mora;  but  not  harmless  was  thy  sword.  It  hangs  in  thy  cave. 
'I'he  ghosts  of  Locblin  shriek  around  its  steel.  Hear  thy  ]iraise, 
Culmar  I  It  dwells  on  the  voice  of  the  mighty.  Thy  nam«  shako 
on  the  echoes  of  Morven.  Then  raise  thy  fair  locks,  son  of  Mora, 
ijprcad  tiiein  on  the  arcli  of  the  rainbow,  and  smile  thruugti  the 
tenrs  of  the  storm.' 

'  I  r«r  LuDg'a  Uu  edition  bus  complctftjr  ovcrUirowb  trtrj  hoft  OM  Hagphimi'l 
Oniiu  might  prnie  Ui«  truuUlioa  "(a  wrice  of  peems  «imp1t>tc  lii  UiBBwdna  i  bsl. 
nliili  the  imfoatarr  ij  diiicoTi'»(l.  Ikv  nitrit  of  ibc  work  nmuiu  uodiqnitad,  tknil 
Boi  witliKat  riiuliii--i>nitjcul(it1v,  in  luiuc  jaru,  luigid  knd  Umtattit  dicUM.  — TW 
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L'AMlTlfi  EST  L'AMOCE  SANS  AILFA' 

Whv  should  my  anxious  breast  repine, 

Because  my  youth  is  fled  ? 
Dayf  of  deiiglit  may  siill  be  mine ; 

AfTection  is  not  dead. 
In  ttaciug  bnck  the  years  of  youtli. 
One  firm  record,  one  lasting  truth 

Celestial  consolation  brings ; 
Bear  it,  ye  breezes,  ta  tiie  sent. 
Where  first  my  heart  responsive  beat, — 

"  Frieodship  is  Love  without  his  wings  \ " 

Through  few,  but  deeply  cliequer'd  years. 

What  moments  have  been  mine  I 
Now  half  obscured  by  clouds  of  tears. 

Now  bright  in  rays  divine ; 
Howe'er  my  future  doom  be  cast, 
Uy  soul,  enraptured  with  the  past. 

To  one  idea  fondly  clings ; 
Friendship  I  that  thought  is  all  thine  own. 
Worth  worlds  of  bliss,  that  thought  alone — 

"  Frieodabip  is  Love  without  his  wings  t " 

Where  yonder  yew-trees  lightly  wave 

Their  branches  on  the  gale, 
Unliecdcd  heaves  a  simple  grave, 

WLicli  tells  the  common  tole ; 
Round  this  unconscious  schoolboys  atiayt 
l^ll  the  dull  knell  of  chUdish  ))lay 

From  yonder  studious  mansion  rings; 
But  here  whene'er  mv  footsteps  move, 
My  silent  tears  too  plainly  prove 

"  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wings  I " 

Ob,  Love !  before  thy  glowing  shrine 

My  early  vows  were  paid  ; 
My  hopes,  my  dreams,  my  heart  was  thine, 

But  these  are  now  deray'd ; 

!■  ■■  II  [  humbia  imiUtiuD  viU  be  pDrdnned  bj  the  admiren  of  the  <mgiD*l  M 
ittempt.  havcTtr  inferior,  wbich  eTJocea  ui  ulUirtuutDl  U-  Ibdr  ftTOuHte  auUigr. 
*  {Thii  poem  vu  Dut  included  in  tie  puljUc«Ci»a  -f  1S07.] 
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For  thine  are  pinions  like  the  wind^ 
No  trace  of  thee  remains  behind. 

Except,  alas  I  thy  jealous  stings. 
Away,  away !  delusive  power. 
Thou  Shalt  not  haunt  my  coming  hour; 

Unless,  indeed,  without  thy  wings. 

Seat  of  my  youth  I'  thy  distant  spire 

Recalls  each  scene  of  joy ; 
My  bosom  glows  with  former  fire- 
In  mind  again  a  boy. 
Thy  grove  of  elms,  thy  verdant  hill. 
Thy  every  path  ddights  me  still. 

Each  flower  a  double  fragrance  flings; 
Again,  as  once,  in  converse  gay. 
Each  dear  associate  seems  to  say, 

^'  Eriendship  is  Love  without  his  wings  I  *^ 

My  Lycus  !•  wherefore  dost  thou  weepP 

Thy  falling  tears  restrain ; 
Affection  for  a  time  may  sleep. 

But,  oh,  'twill  wake  again. 
Think,  think,  my  friend,  when  next  we  meet* 
Our  long-wishM  interview,  how  sweet ! 

From  this  my  hope  of  rapture  springs ; 
While  youthful  hearts  thus  fondly  swell. 
Absence,  my  friend,  can  only  tell, 

"  Friendship  is  Love  without  his  wings  I" 

In  one,  and  one  alone  deceived. 

Did  I  my  error  mourn  ? 
No — from  oppressive  bonds  relieved, 

I  left  the  wretch  to  scorn. 
I  turu'd  to  those  my  childhood  knew, 
With  feelings  warm,  witli  bosoms  true. 

Twined  with  my  heart's  according  strings ; 
And  till  those  vital  chords  shall  break. 
For  none  but  these  my  breast  shall  wake 

Friendship,  the  power  deprived  of  wings  I 

Ye  few  I  my  soul,  my  life  is  yours. 
My  memory  and  ray  hope ; 

*  Harrow.  «  [The  Earl  of  Cbm.] 


I 


rather  of  Light,  oii  thee  I  call ! 

Thou  see'st  my  soul  is  dark  within; 
Thou  who  canst  mark  the  sparrow's  fail, 

Avert  from  me  the  deuth  of  sin. 

No  ahruie  I  seek,  to  sects  unknown ; 

Oh,  point  to  me  the  path  of  truth  I 
Thy  dread  omnipotence  I  own ; 

Spare,  yet  amend,  the  faults  of  youth. 


[It  ii  ctiS«iilt  to  ein\i«ture  Tor  irhat  rejutOD  theu  ilAOiu,  wliicli  stirpus  &nj- 
f  tlutt  LurdBTran  hwl  writkn  op  to  that  ditto,  vera  not  incluiled  in  tbe  "  Houn 
Haaim."    Tlwj  wen  oeiar  pablUhed  till  tbsj  Appeared  in  Moore'i  Ufa  at  tba 

■1 
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Let  bigots  rear  a  gloomy  fane, 

Let  superstition  hail  the  pile, 
Letpriests^  to  spread  their  sabk  reign. 

With  tales  of  mystic  rights  beguile. 

Shall  man  confine  his  Makeups  sway 
To  Gothic  domes  of  mouldering  stone? 

Thy  temple  is  the  face  of  day; 
Earth,  ocean,  heaven  thy  boundless  throna 

Shall  man  condemn  his  race  to  heU, 
Unless  they  bend  in  pompous  form  P 

Tell  us  that  all,  for  one  who  fell. 
Must  perish  in  the  mingling  storm? 

Shall  each  pretend  to  reach  the  skies, 
Yet  doom  his  brother  to  expire. 

Whose  soul  a  different  hope  supplies, 
Or  doctrines  less  severe  inspire? 

Shall  these,  by  creeds  they  can't  expound. 
Prepare  a  fancied  bliss  or  woe  ? 

Shall  reptiles,  grovelling  on  the  ground. 
Their  great  Creator's  purpose  know  ? 

Shall  those,  who  live  for  self  alone, 
Whose  years  float  on  in  daily  crim^^ 

Shall  they  by  Faith  for  guilt  atone. 
And  live  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time  ? 

Father  !  no  prophet's  laws  I  seek, — 
Thy  laws  in  Nature's  works  appear;— 

I  own  myself  corrupt  and  weak. 
Yet  will  I  pray,  for  thou  wilt  hear ! 

Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star 
Through  trackless  realms  of  aether's  space ; 

Who  caliu'st  the  elemental  war. 

Whose  hand  from  pole  to  pole  1  trace : 

Thou,  who  in  wisdom  placed  me  here. 

Who,  when  thou  wilt,  canst  take  me  henc^ 

Ah !  whilst  I  tread  this  earthly  sj)here. 
Extend  to  me  thy  wide  defence. 
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To  'riiee,  my  God,  to  thee  I  call  I 

Wliatever  weal  or  woe  betide. 
By  thy  command  I  rise  or  fnll, 

la  thy  protection  I  confide. 

If,  wlien  this  dust  to  dust's  restored. 
My  soul  shall  float  on  airy  wing, 

How  shall  thy  glorious  name  adored 
Inspire  her  feeble  voice  to  siug ! 

But,  if  this  fleeting  spirit  share 
With  clay  the  grave's  clerual  bed. 

While  life  yet  throbs  I  raise  my  prayer. 
Though  doom'd  no  more  to  quit  the  dead. 

To  Thee  I  breathe  my  humble  Eitrain, 
Grateful  for  all  thy  mercies  past. 

And  hope,  my  God,  to  thee  again 
This  erring  life  may  fly  at  lost. 


Decmber  29,  ItUiri 


TO  EDWARD  NOEI,  LONG,  ESQ.' 

"Nil  ego  contnlerim  jocnudo  uniu  uaioa." — Hoa. 

Dear  Loso,  in  this  sequesfer'd  scene. 

While  all  around  in  slumber  lie. 
The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 

Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy's  eye ; 
Tlius  if  amidst  the  gathering  storm. 
While  clouds  tlie  darkcn'd  noon  deform. 
Yon  heaven  assumes  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow. 
Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  peace. 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease. 
Ah  I  though  the  present  brings  but  pain, 
1  think  those  days  may  come  again  ; 

[Long,  who  wu  vith  Lord  Byron  both  &t  Harrow  aod  Cunbrldge,  entered  tM 
■rdi,  and  atmi  in  tha  expedition  to  Capeuhagen.  He  w»  druwanl  earlj  id  I  HOjl, 
m  ra  hi*  waj  tojoui  tb«  UDijr  in  tha  Peniiunla  ;  the  tnuuport  in  which  he  utltid 
BE  nin  down  in  the  night  bj  kDotber  of  the  am^oj.  "  Lang'«  bthn'."  njt  Lord 
KID,  "  wmLe  lo  me  to  write  his  tan'i  cpiUiih.  I  promitcd — ^tint  I  hid  nut  the 
It  lo  ODDllilBt«  it  lie  wuiDrh  K  ^oo'l,  unriablc  heisg  M  nup]]'  rnuaini  long  in 
I  woHd  :  with  ttJeat  and  kccompliihnientE,  too,  lo  nuke  bim  toe  uiore  ngrcUed." 
ajriva  Jiiary,  18SI.J 
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Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood. 

Some  lurking  envious  fear  intrade. 

To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thonght. 

And  interrupt  the  golden  dream, 
I  crush  the  fiend  with  malice  fraught^ 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme. 
Although  we  ne'er  again  can  trace. 

In  Granta's  vale,  the  pedant's  lore , 
Nor  through  the  groves  of  Ida  chase 

Our  raptured  visions  as  before. 
Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinion. 
And  Manhood  claims  his  stern  dominion. 
Age  will  not  every  hope  destroy. 
But  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wing 
Will  shed  around  some  dews  of  spring : 
But  if  his  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 
AVhich  bloom  among  the  fairy  bowers. 
Where  smiling  Youth  delights  to  dwell. 
And  hearts  with  early  rapture  swell ; 
If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  control. 
Confines  the  current  of  the  soul. 
Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye. 
Or  checks  the  sympathetic  sigh. 
Or  hears  unmoved  misfortune's  groan. 
And  bids  me  feel  for  self  alone ; 
Oh  !  may  my  bosom  never  learn 

To  soothe  its  wonted  heedless  flow ; 
Still,  still  despise  the  censor  stern, 

But  ne'er  forget  another's  woe. 
Yes,  as  you  knew  me  in  the  days 
O'er  which  lleraembrance  yet  delays. 
Still  may  I  rove,  untutor'd,  wild. 
And  even  in  age  at  heart  a  child. 

Though  now  on  airy  visions  borne, 

To  you  my  soul  is  still  the  same. 
Oft  has  it  been  my  fate  to  mourn. 

And  all  my  former  joys  are  tame. 
But,  hence !  ve  hours  of  sable  hue ! 

Your  frowns  are  gone,  my  sorrows  o'er : 
By  every  bliss  my  childhood  knew, 

I'll  think  upon  vour  shade  no  more 


I 
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Thus,  when  tlie  whirlwind's  rage  is  past. 
And  caves  their  sullen  roar  enclose. 

We  heed  iio  more  the  wintry  blast. 
When  lull'd  by  ze|)hyr  to  repose. 

rull  often  has  my  infant  Muse 

Attuned  to  love  her  languid  lyrej 
But  now,  without  a  theme  to  choose, 

The  strains  in  stolen  sighs  expire. 
My  youthful  nymphs,  alas !  ace  tlown ; 

E is  a  wife,  and  C — —  a  mother. 

And  Carolina  sigha  alone, 

And  Mary's  given  to  anollier; 
And  Cora's  eye,  which  roU'd  on  me. 

Can  now  no  more  my  love  recall : 
In  truth,  dear  Loso,  'twas  time  to  flee; 

For  Cora's  eye  will  shine  on  all. 
And  though  the  sun,  with  genial  rays. 
His  beams  alike  to  all  displays. 
And  every  lady's  eye's  a  sun. 
These  last  should  be  confined  to  one. 
The  soul's  meridian  don't  become  her. 
Whose  sun  displays  a  general  mtimer ! 
Thus  faint  is  every  former  flame, 
And  passion's  self  is  now  a  name. 
As,  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low. 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  liglit. 
And  bade  them  bom  with  fiercer  glow, 

Now  quenches  all  their  sparks  in  night; 
Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires. 

As  many  a  boy  and  girl  remembers. 
While  all  the  force  of  love  expires, 

Extinguish'd  with  the  dying  embers. 

But  now,  dear  Long,  'tis  midnight's  noou, 
Aud  clouds  obscure  the  watery  moon, 
Whose  beauties  I  shall  not  rehearse. 
Described  in  every  stripling's  verse ; 
For  why  should  I  the  path  go  o'er. 
Which  every  bard  has  trod  before  ? 
Yet  ere  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Has  thrice  perform'd  her  staled  round. 
Has  thrice  retraced  her  path  of  light. 

And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound, 
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I  trust  that  we,  my  gentle  friend. 
Shall  see  her  rolling  orbit  wend 
Above  the  dear-loved  peaceful  seat. 
Which  once  contained  our  youth's  retreat  ^  ■ 
And  then  with  those  our  childhood  knew. 
We'll  mingle  in  the  festive  crew; 
While  many  a  tale  of  former  day 
Shall  wing  the  laughing  hours  away ; 
And  all  the  flow  of  souls  shall  pour 
The  sacred  intellectual  shower, 
Nor  cease  till  Luna's  waning  horn 
Scarce  glimmers  through  the  mist  of  monu 


TO  A  LADY. 


Oh  !  had  my  fate  been  join'd  with  thin^ 
As  once  this  pledge  appear'd  a  token. 

These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine. 
For  then  my  peace  had  not  been  broken* 

To  thee  these  early  faults  I  owe, 
To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproving : 

They  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 
'Twas  tliine  to  break  the  bonds  of  loving. 

For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 
And  all  its  rising  fires  could  smother ; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
Bestow'd  by  thee  upon  another.' 

Perhaps  his  i)eace  I  could  destroy. 
And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him  ; 

Yet  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy. 

For  thy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  him. 

'  [The  two  iriends  were  both  passionately  attached  to  Harrow ;  and  sometimes 
excorsions  thither  together,  to  revive  their  school -boy  recollections.] 

*  [Though  these  verses,  which  arc  addressed  to  Mrs.  Musters,  intimato  that  she  had 
first  returned  and  then  renounced  tlie  poet's  love,  he  uniformly,  in  later  lift',  absolved 
her  from  the  charge.  **  The  ardour,"  he  said,  in  1822,  **  was  all  on  my  side.  I  wm 
serious  ;  she  was  volatile  :  sho  liked  me  as  a  younger  brother,  and  treated  and  lughed 
at  me  as  a  boy  ;  she,  however,  gave  m<i  her  iiicture,  and  that  was  f^T?TM»!ffg  W  inak* 
verses  upoo.  ] 
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The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxon  ^  pride 
Accords  not  with  the  freebom  soul. 

Which  loves  the  mountain's  cra^y  side. 
And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  rolL 


Fortune !  take  back  these  cultured  lands. 

Take  back  this  name  of  splendid  sound ! 
I  hate  the  touch  of  servile  hands, 

I  hate  the  slaves  that  cringe  around. 
Place  me  among  the  rocks  I  love. 

Which  sound  to  Ocean's  wildest  roar ; 
I  ask  but  tliis — again  to  rove 

Through  scenes  my  youth  hath  known  before^ 

Few  are  my  years,  and  yet  I  feel 

The  world  was  ne'er  designed  for  me : 
All  1  why  do  dark'ning  shades  conceal 

The  hour  when  man  must  cease  to  be  P 
Once  I  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  visionary  scene  of  bliss : 
Truth  ! — wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  like  this  ? 

I  loved — but  those  I  loved  are  gone ; 

Had  friends — mv  early  friends  are  fled : 
How  cheerless  feels  the  heart  alone. 

When  all  its  former  hopes  are  dead ! 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Though  pleasure  stirs  the  maddeniug  soul. 

The  heart — the  heart — is  lonely  still. 

How  dull !  to  hear  the  voice  of  those 

Whom  rank  or  chance,  whom  wealth  or  power 
Have  made,  though  neither  friends  nor  foes. 

Associates  of  the  festive  hour. 
Give  me  again  a  faithful  few. 

In  years  and  feelint^s  still  the  same. 
And  1  will  fly  the  midnight  crew, 

Where  boistrous  joy  is  but  a  name. 

*  HAMenftch,  or  Saxon,  a  Gaelic  word,  signifybg  eitber  Lowland  or  BnfUiht 
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And  woman,  lovely  woman  !  thou. 

My  !io])e,  my  comforter,  my  all ! 
How  cold  must  be  my  bosom  iion', 

When  e'en  thy  smiles  begin  to  pail ! 
Without  a  sigh  would  I  resign 

This  busy  scene  of  splendid  woe. 
To  make  that  calm  contentment  mine. 

Which  virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 

Fain  would  I  fly  the  liaunts  of  men — 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind ; 
My  breast  requires  the.  sullen  glen. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a  darkeu'd  mind. 
Oh !  that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 

Wliicli  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest ! 
Then  would  I  cleave  the  vault  of  heaven. 

To  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest.' 


WHEN  I  EOVED  A  YOUNG  HIGHLANDER, 

WiiKX  I  roved  a  young  Highlander  o'er  the  dark  heath. 

And  climb'd  thy  steei)  summit,  oh  Morven  of  snow  !* 
To  gaze  on  the  torrent  that  thunder'd  beneath. 

Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  gather'd  below,' 
Untutor'd  by  science,  a  stranger  to  fear. 

And  rude  as  tlie  rocks  where  my  infancy  grew, 
No  feeling,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear ; 

Need  I  say,  my  sweet  Alary,'  'twaa  centred  in  you  ? 

*  "And  1  nid.  Oh  !  tUt  I  lind  wia^  like  ■  duve  ;  for 
be  M  rut."— i'fo/nt  1>.  S.  Tbu  reise  aba  cuuBlitutos  a 
■nllieo)  In  onr  Unguotie- 

*  Horiren,  a  lahj  niuuntain  in  Abeidceuslure.  "  Dormalnf  mow,"  u  an  expranina 
IWqacnUy  to  be  found  in  Uuiaa. 

'  Tbi«  vill  not  appear  eitnoidiiwi?  to  those  who  hare  been  aceiutomcd  to  ths 
mounlaiu.  It  i*  b]i  no  means  unmmmon,  on  ntUunini;  the  top  of  Ben-e-vji,  Ben-f- 
IxiunI,  kr..  to  pcrcciTe,  between  the  lumuiit  and  Ibe  vallej,  oloudi  pooring  diiwn  rain, 
and  amudonallj  aowmpanicd  by  lightning,  trhilo  the  ■pcctator  litoratlj  louka  dovn 
npon  the  norm,  perfeotly  leDurc  from  iu  effecti. 

■  (In  Lord  Byron'i  Diai?  for  1813,  he  aaji,  "Ihaiebeen  thinking  lately  a  eood 
deal  of  Mary  Duff.  How  rerj  odd  that  1  should  have  been  to  utterly,  dcrotedly  fn«d 
of  that  girl,  at  an  age  whcu  I  could  neither  liiA  pusion.  nor  knnv  the  meaning  of  the 
word.  And  tim  eReet  1  My  mother  used  alvaya  to  rnlly  mo  about  thi*  chilJtah  • 
aoKHir ;  and,  at  la<t,  mnny  ymia  after,  irhnn  I  was  liiteen,  abe  [old  me  one  day : 
'Oh,  B.rrOD,  I  hare  hwl  a  Ictltir  from  Kdinhiirgb,  from  Miw  Abervrombie,  ami  your 
-ltd  nweetheart,  Mary  I>iiff,  i^  ninrri?d  to  a  Mr.  Cuckbum,'     And  whatwaimyaniivrt 
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Yet  it  could  not  be  love,  for  I  knew  not  the  nam^— 

What  passion  can  dwell  in  the  heart  of  a  child  P 
But  still  I  perceive  an  emotion  the  same 

As  I  felt,  when  a  boy,  on  the  crag-cover'd  wild : 
One  image  alone  on  mj  bosom  impressed, 

I  loved  my  bleak  regions,  nor  panted  for  new ; 
And  few  were  my  wants,  for  my  wishes  were  bless'd ; 

And  pure  were  my  thoughts,  for  my  soul  was  with  you 

I  arose  with  the  dawn ;  with  my  dog  as  my  guide^ 

From  mountain  to  mountain  I  bounded  along ; 
I  breasted  the  billows  of  Dee's*  rushing  tide. 

And  heard  at  a  distance  the  Highlander's  song : 
At  eve,  on  my  heath-cover'd  couch  of  repose. 

No  dreams,  save  of  Mary,  were  spread  to  my  view ; 
And  warm  to  the  skies  my  devotions  arose, 

For  the  fir^t  of  my  prayers  was  a  blessing  on  you. 

I  left  my  bleak  home,  and  my  visions  are  gone ; 

The  mountains  are  vanished,  my  youth  is  no  more ; 
As  the  last  of  my  race,  I  must  wither  alone. 

And  delight  but  in  days  I  have  witnessed  before : 
Ah  !  splendour  has  raised,  but  embitter'd  my  lot ; 

More  dear  were  the  scenes  which  my  infancy  knew : 
Though  my  hopes  may  have  fail'd,  vet  they  are  not  forgot 

Though  cold  is  my  heart,  still  it  lingers  with  you. 

When  I  see  some  dark  hill  point  its  crest  to  the  sky, 
I  think  of  the  rocks  that  o'ershadow  Colbleen ;' 

I  really  cannot  explain  or  account  for  my  feelings  at  that  moment ;  but  tlwr  aeaHr 
threw  me  into  convulsions — to  the  horror  of  my  mother  and  astonishment  y4  trrrt 
Unly,  And  it  is  a  phenomenon  in  my  existence  ^for  I  was  not  eight  years  oldv,  'vk»:i 
hxs  puxsleii  and  will  purzle  me  to  the  latest  hour  of  it."  In  January,  1S15,  a  fr» 
days  after  his  marriage,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  Captain  Uay,  the  poet  rert-iv  ma 
fondness  to  his  childi^Ui  attaohmeut : — *'Pray  tell  me  more — or  as  muck  as  yew  likt. 
of  your  cousin  Man»'.  I  was  twenty-seven  a  few  <lays  ago,  and  I  have  never  wes  he 
since  we  were  children,  and  young  children  Vx*  ;  but  I  never  forget  her,  nor  «t«t  ol 
You  will  oblige  me  by  pn^senting  her  vith  my  Kst  n«j»eet4S  and  all  good  vislkM.  h 
may  stvm  ridiculous  -but  it  is  at  any  rat<%  1  hoj-e,  n.-t  f>tfcnMve  to  her  n^r  ber* — a 
me  to  pretend  t*^  n\»lUvt  anything  alx^ut  her,  at  si>  early  a  peri«.»ii  of  U-th  ."Cr  bn* 
almost^  if  not  quite,  in  our  nurseries  ; — but  it  ^as  a  plea-sant  drt-Am,  wbioh  *iie  b-MI 
panion  me  for  i-ememU^ring.  Is  she  pretty  still?  I  have  the  mo6t  j^rfect  iim* 
bw  pt^rsini,  as  a  child."] 

*  The  iVe  is  a  beautiful  river,  which  ri>es  near  Mar  L««»lge,  and  falia  into  iIk  • 
at  New  Abenleen. 

*  Colbleen  is  a  mountain  near  the  vergr  <^f  thr  Highl-ind*.  n  .t  far  fp-.m  the  nua* 
I>e«  Castle. 
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[  When  I  see  the  soft  blue  of  a  love -speaking  eye, 

I  think  of  those  eyes  that  endcar'd  the  rude  ai^cnc ; 

Wlien,  haply,  some  light-wavitig  locks  I  beliuld, 
That  faintly  resemble  my  Marj's  iu  hue, 

I  think  on  the  long,  Qowing  ringlets  of  gold. 
The  locks  that  were  sacred  to  beauty,  and  you. 

Yet  the  day  may  arrive  when  the  mountains  once  more 

Shall  rise  to  my  sight  iu  their  mantles  of  snav : 
But  while  these  soar  above  me,  unclianged  as  before. 

Will  Mary  be  there  to  receive  me? — ah,  no ! 
Adieu,  then,  ye  hiils,  where  my  cliildhood  was  bred ! 

Thou  sweet  flowing  Dee,  to  tliy  waters  adieu ! 
No  home  in  the  forest  shall  shelter  my  head, — 

Ah  1  Mary,  what  home  could  be  mine  but  with  you  ? 


TO  QEOBGE,  EAEL  DELAWAHR 

Oh  I  yes,  I  will  own  we  were  dear  to  each  other : 

The  friendships  of  childhood,  though  Heeling,  are  true; 

The  love  which  you  felt  was  the  love  of  a  brother. 
Nor  less  the  affection  I  cherish'd  for  you. 

But  Friendship  can  vary  her  gentle  dominion ; 

Thf?  attachment  of  years  in  a  moment  expires. 
Like  Love,  too,  she  moves  on  a  swift-waving  pinion. 

Bat  glows  not,  like  Love,  with  unquenchable  firf-^. 

Full  oft  have  we  wander'd  through  Ida  together. 
And  bleat  were  the  scenes  of  our  youth,  1.  allow ; 

In  tliG  spring  of  our  life,  how  serene  is  the  wcalhi^r ! 
But  winter's  rude  tempests  arc  gathering  now. 

No  more  with  affection  »liall  memory  blending, 
Tlie  wonted  delights  of  our  childhood  relrnce : 

"When  pride  steels  the  bosom,  the  heart  is  unbending, 
And  what  would  be  justice  appears  a  disgrace. 

However,  dear  George,  for  I  stiil  must  esteem  you; 

The  few  whom  I  love  I  e^an  never  upbraid ; 
Tlie  chance  which  has  lost  may  in  future  redeem  \oii, 

fiepentancc  will  cancel  Ihc  vow  you  have  n;ndc. 


404  HOUBS  OF  IDLBNBSS. 

1  will  not  complain^  and  though  chill'd  is  affection. 
With  me  no  corroding  resentment  shall  live : 

My  bosom  is  calmM  by  the  simple  reflection. 

That  both  may  be  wrongs  and  that  both  should  forgive. 

You  knew  that  my  soul^  that  my  heart,  my  existence. 
If  danger  demanded,  were  wholly  your  own ; 

You  knew  me  unalter'd  by  years  or  by  distance. 
Devoted  to  love  and  to  friendship  alone. 

You  knew, — but  away  with  the  vain  retrospection ! 

The  bond  of  affection  no  longer  endures ; 
Too  late  you  may  droop  o'er  the  fond  recollection. 

And  sigh  for  the  friend  who  was  formerly  yours. 

For  the  present,  we  part, — I  will  hope  not  for  ever; 

For  time  and  regret  will  restore  you  at  last : 
To  forget  our  dissension  we  both  should  endeavour, 

1  ask  no  atonement,  but  days  like  the  past. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF   CLARR 

"  Tu  semper  amorU 
SiB  memor,  et  cari  oomitis  ne  abscedat  imago." — Val.  PiiAa 

Feiend  of  my  youth !  when  young  we  roveil. 
Like  striplings,  mutually  beloved. 

With  friendship's  purest  glow. 
The  bliss  which  wing'd  those  rosy  hours 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  showers 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recollection  seems  alone 
Dearer  than  all  the  joys  I've  known, 

When  distant  far  from  you  : 
Though  pain,  'tis  still  a  pleasing  pain. 
To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again, 

And  sigh  again,  adieu ! 

My  pensive  memory  lingers  o'er 
Those  scenes  to  be  enjoy'd  no  more. 
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Tlioae  Hcenea  regretted  ever; 

The  measure  of  our  youth  is  full. 
Life's  evening  dream  is  dark  and  dull. 
And  we  mav  meet — ah !  never  1 

As  when  one  parent  spring  supplies 

Two  Htreams  which  from  cue  fountain  rise. 

Together  ioia'd  in  vain ; 
How  soon,  aivcrging  from  their  source. 
Each,  uiurmuring,  seeks  another  course. 

Till  mingled  in  tlie  main  I 

Our  vital  streams  of  weal  or  woe. 
Though  near,  alas  1  distinctly  flow, 

Tfor  mingle  as  before : 
Now  swift  or  slow,  now  black  or  clear. 
Till  death's  unfathora'd  gulf  appear. 

And  both  shall  quit  the  shore. 

Our  souls,  my  friend !  which  once  supplied 
One  wish,  nor  breathed  a  thought  beside, 

Now  flow  in  differeiit  channels : 
.   Disdaining  humbler  rural  sports, 
'Tifl  yours  to  mix  in  polish'd  courts, 

And  shine  iu  fashion's  annals ; 

'Tis  mine  to  waste  on  love  my  time. 
Or  vent  my  reveries  in  rhyme, 

Without  the  aid  of  reason ; 
For  sense  and  reason  (critics  know  it) 
Have  quitted  every  amorous  poet, 

Not  left  a  thought  to  seize  on. 

Poor  Little  !  sweet,  melodious  bard ! 
Of  lat«  esteem'd  it  monstrous  liard 

That  he,  who  sang  before  all, — 
He  who  the  lore  of  love  expanded,— 
By  dire  reviewers  should  be  branded 

As  void  of  wit  and  moral.' 

'  Thcu  MoDtu  were  written  bood  iift«r  the  ippeBraoc?  of  >  Btnti 
nortbeni  rerien,  on  a  new  pnbtication  of  t)ie  Britiiih  Aucrei 
Is  the  Uticle  ID  tbe  EdiDbnrgh  Re-n^-w,  of  July,  1BD7,  on  "E 
t,hj  Tbomu  Little,  Uhi."] 
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And  yet^  while  Beaut/s  praise  is  thine, 
Harmonious  favourite  of  the  Nine ! 

Repine  not  at  thy  lot. 
Thy  soothing  lays  may  still  be  read. 
When  Persecution's  arm  is  dead. 

And  critics  are  forgot. 

Still  I  must  yield  those  worthies  merit. 
Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit. 

Bad  rhymes,  and  those  who  write  themt 
And  though  myself  may  be  the  next 
By  criticism  to  be  vext, 

I  really  will  not  fight  them.* 

Perhaps  they  would  do  quite  as  well 
To  break  the  rudely  sounding  shell 

Of  such  a  young  beginner : 
He  who  offends  at  pert  nineteen. 
Ere  thirty  may  become,  I  ween, 

A  very  hardened  sinner. 

Now,  Clare,  I  must  return  to  you; 
And,  sure,  apologies  are  due : 

Accept,  then,  my  concession. 
In  truth,  dear  Clare,  in  fancy's  flight 
I  soar  along  from  left  to  right ; 

My  muse  admires  digression. 

I  think  I  said  'twould  be  your  fate 
To  add  one  star  to  royal  state ; — 

May  regal  smiles  attend  you ! 
And  should  a  noble  monarch  reign. 
You  will  not  seek  his  smiles  in  vain. 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 

Yet  since  in  danger  courts  abound. 
Where  specious  rivals  glitter  round. 

From  snares  may  saints  preserve  you ; 
And  grant  your  love  or  friendship  ne'er 
From  any  claim  a  kindred  care. 

But  those  who  best  deserve  you ! 

'  A  bard  [Moore]  (borrcsco  rcferens)  defied  his  reriewer  [Jeffrey]  to  mortal  oombii 
If  this  example  becomes  preTalont,  our  periodical  censors  must  be  dii^wd  in  the  rittf 
Styx  :  for  wbat  else  can  secure  them  from  the  numeroos  host  of  their  ennged 
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Not  for  a  moment  may  you  stray 
From  truth's  secure,  unerring  way  I 

Mny  no  deliglits  decoy  I 
O'er  roses  may  your  footsteps  move, 
Your  smiles  be  ever  smiles  of  love, 

Yoiir  tears  be  tears  of  joy  I 

Oh  I  if  you  wish  that  happiness 

Tour  coming  days  and  years  may  bless, 

And  virtues  crown  your  brow ; 
Be  still  as  you  were  wont  to  be. 
Spotless  as  you've  been  known  to  rae, — 

Be  still  as  you  are  now.' 

And  tiiougli  some  trifling  share  of  praise. 
To  cheer  ray  last  di^clining  days. 

To  me  were  doubly  dear ; 
Whilst  biessing  your  beloved  name, 
I'd  waive  at  once  a  poefi  fame. 

To  prove  »  prophet  here. 


LINES  WRITTEN  BENEATH  AN  ELM  IN  THE 
CHURCHYARD  OF  HARROW.* 

Spot  of  my  youth  I  whose  hoary  branches  sigli, 
Swept  by  the  breeze  that  fans  thy  cloudless  sky; 
"Where  now  atone  I  muse,  who  oft  have  trod. 
With  those  I  loved,  tby  soft  and  verdant  sod  ; 
With  those  who,  scatter'd  far,  perchance  deplore, 
Like  me,  the  happy  scenes  they  knew  before : 

*  ["Of  all  I  have  ever  knovn,  Clare  hiualvsjH  been  the  iout  illenil  in  evvi-j  thing 
from  the  emllent  qn&litiei  uid  kiDd  sSectiunB  which  fttlached  me  to  him  >o  strooglj 
M  ichool.  I  ilunild  hardlf  have  thought  it  poesible  Tor  eodelj  (or  the  ivorlil  u  it  ■> 
tmUed],  to  iBKTe  a  bnsg  with  su  little  of  the  leaven  of  bad  pasUDna,  1  do  not  apeak 
rTDn  peTMnal  experience  only,  bnt  from  all  1  haie  eiec  heard  of  hitn  txoro  otbera, 
daring  abMiKC  and  diatuice."—fi^:m,  Diary,  1821.] 

*  [On  loaiog  hi«  natural  daaghtcr,  AUegra,  in  April,  1822,  Lird  Bttod  amt  her 
mnajna  to  be  buried  at  Harrow,  "  where,"  be  SAja,  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Humf,  "  I 
ouoe  hoped  to  have  laid  my  own."  " There  i>,"  he  adds,  "a  ipot  in  the  dMrAyard, 
neat  the  fbotpatJi,  on  the  brew  of  the  bill  lookiog  towanU  Windsor,  and  a  tmnb  under 
a  hrgo  tree  Ibearing  the  mune  of  Feachie,  or  Peacheyt,  where  I  mod  lo  Mt  for  bonm 
and  boon  whan  a  bo;.  Tbia  wta  my  £iToiirite  spot ;  but  at  I  wiih  to  crtct  ■  tablel 
to  bar  Bwaoiy,  the  bedjhad  better  be  depoiiled  in  the  eiwiA;''— and  it  aaa  at 
•Mndioglf.J 
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Ok  I  as  I  trace  again  thy  winding  hill. 

Mine  eyes  admire,  my  heart  adores  thee  still. 

Thou  (Lrooping  Elm  I  beneath  whose  boughs  I  lay. 

And  frequent  mused  the  twilight  hours  away ; 

Where,  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs  recline. 

But,  ah !  without  the  thoughts  which  then  were  mine: 

How  do  thy  branches,  moaning  to  the  blast. 

Invite  the  bosom  to  recall  the  past. 

And  seem  to  whisper,  as  they  gently  swell, 

'^  Take,  while  thou  canst,  a  lingering,  last  farewell ! '' 

When  fate  shall  chill,  at  length,  this  fever'd  breast^ 
And  calm  its  cares  and  passions  into  rest. 
Oft  have  I  thought,  Hwould  soothe  my  dying  hour, — 
If  aught  may  soothe  when  life  resigns  her  power, — 
To  know  some  humble  grave,  some  narrow  cell. 
Would  hide  my  bosom  where  it  loved  to  dwell ; 
With  this  fond  dream,  methinks  'twere  sweet  to  die — 
And  here  it  lingered,  here  my  heart  might  lie ; 
Here  might  1  sleep  where  all  my  hopes  arose. 
Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose ; 
For  ever  stretchM  beneath  tliis  mantling  shade. 
Pressed  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood  pla/d ; 
Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I  loved, 
Mix'd  with  the  earth  o'er  which  my  footsteps  moved ; 
Blest  by  the  tongues  that  charm'd  my  youtliful  ear, 
Mourn'd  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowledged  here ; 
Deplored  by  those  in  early  days  allied. 
And  unremember'd  by  the  world  beside. 

September  2,  1807. 
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**  I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  mew  i 
Than  one  of  these  same  metre  ballad-mongers/* 

Shakspbarb. 

'*  Such  shameless  bards  we  have  ;  and  yet  His  trae^ 
There  are  as  mad,  abandoned  critics  too/* 

POFK. 


All  mj  friends,  learned  and  unlearned,  liave  urged  me  not  to 
pulilisli  tills  Sutire  with  my  name.  If  1  sere  to  be  "  turned  from 
the  career  of  my  humour  by  quibbles  quick,  and  paper  bullets  of  tht 
brain,"  I  should  have  complied  with  their  counsel.  But  I  am  not 
to  be  terrified  by  abuse,  or  bullied  by  reviewers,  with  or  without 
arms.  I  can  safely  say  that  I  have  attacked  none  personally,  who 
did  not  commence  on  the  offensive.  An  author's  works  are  public 
projierlj- :  he  who  purchases  may  judge,  and  publish  his  opinion  if 
he  pleases;  and  the  authors  I  have  endeavoured  to  commemorate 
may  do  by  me  as  I  have  done  by  them.  I  dare  say  they  will  succeed 
belter  in  condemning  my  scribblings,  than  in  mending  their  own. 
But  my  object  is  not  to  prove  that  I  can  write  well,  but,  if  possible, 
to  make  olbers  write  better. 

As  tiie  poem  has  met  with  far  more  success  than  I  expected,  I 
have  cndeavijurcd  in  this  edition  to  make  some  additions  and  altera- 
tions, to  render  it  more  worthy  of  public  perusal. 

In  the  first  edition  of  this  satire,  published  anonymously,  fourteen 
lines  on  the  subject  of  Bowles's  Pope  were  written  by,  and  inserted 
at  the  request  of,  an  ingenious  friend  of  mine.t  who  has  now  in  the 
press  a  volume  of  poetry.  In  t!ie  present  edition  they  are  erased, 
and  some  of  my  own  substituted  in  their  stead ;  my  only  reason  for 
this  being  that  which  I  conceive  would  operate  with  any  other  person 
iu  the  same  manner, — a  determination  not  to  publish  with  my  name 

*  Thu  preEiie  Tu  writtAn  for  the  Kcnnd  e<1itiDn>  and  printed  vilh  it.  The  nobta 
■ulhor  had  ]e(t  tbis  conntry  prcTJoiiB  to  the  pahlicatiDD  o(  ^M  edition,  and  is  not  jet 
ntarofi.—Xoltlotlu  fourth  tdition,  1811.— "He  is,  »nd  gone  »e«in."— R,  1818.] 

t  [llr.  Bohhoiue.] 
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any  production^  which  was  not  entirely  and  exdusively  my  own 
composition. 

With^  regard  to  the  real  talents  of  many  of  the  poetical  persons 
whose  performances  are  mentioned  or  alluded  to  in  the  following 
pages,  it  is  presumed  by  the  author  that  there  can  be  little  diffoence 
of  opinion  in  the  public  at  large ;  though,  like  other  sectaries,  each 
has  his  separate  tabernacle  of  proselytes,  by  whom  his  abilities  are 
over-rated,  his  faults  overlooked,  and  his  metrical  canons  received 
without  scruple  and  without  consideration.  But  the  unquestionable 
possession  of  considerable  genius  by  several  of  the  writers  here 
censured  renders  their  mental  prostitution  more  to  be  regretted. 
Imbecility  may  be  pitied,  or,  at  worst,  laughed  at  and  forgotten ; 
perverted  powers  demand  the  most  decided  reprehension.  No  one 
can  wish  more  than  the  author  that  some  known  and  able  writer  had 
undertaken  their  exposure ;  but  Mr.  Oifford  has  devoted  himself  to 
Massiiiger,  and,  in  the  absence  of  the  regular  physician,  a  country 
practitioner  may,  in  cases  of  absolute  necessity,  be  allowed  to  pre- 
scribe his  nostrum  to  prevent  the  extension  of  so  deplorable  an 
epidemic,  provided  there  be  no  quackery  in  his  treatment  of  the 
malady.  A  caustic  is  here  offered ;  as  it  is  to  be  feared  nothing 
short  of  actual  cautery  can  recover  the  numerous  patients  afDicted 
H'ith  the  present  prevalent  and  distrei«siiig  rabies  for  rhyming. — As 
to  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  it  would  indeed  require  an  Hercules  to 
crush  the  Hydra ;  but  if  the  author  succeeds  in  merely  '*  broisiiig 
one  of  the  heads  of  the  serpent,^'  though  his  own  hand  should  suffer 
in  the  encounter,  he  will  be  amply  satbfied. 

*  [Here  the  prefiKe  to  the  fint  edition  oonuncnoed.] 
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article  DpoD  the  "Hours  of  Idlcoesa"  wiu  pablished  ia  the  EiUaburgb 
Ectiew  otJaniurr,  1BU8,  uid  "EDgliali  Buds  nod  Soitch  fieviewura"  did  uot 
Hipar  till  the  March  of  1809.  Jiord  Byroo  hul  liis  wtapooa  rtsdy  for  in  altnck 
before  he  wu  piuvoked  to  qbg  theni  in  defence.  He  bnd  coinpoBtd  ueu  fuuf  bua- 
dreJ  lioea  of  ■  uUro,  and  tbe  deaire  to  tum  the  MS.  to  aoKiuit,  wua  jirobably 
the  reuoD  fur  what  bu  often  exdted  lurpriM — tbat  in  retoUiilJng  upon  hi*  critic* 
be  ahonld  have  atruck  at  numeroaa  peraoDB  who  bad  ucter  niaeJ  a  finger  nt^uuil 
binuelf.  Much,  therefore,  of  the  poem  wu  completed  In  advaDce,  and  mudi 
bfsidci,  which  dov  furma  piut  of  it,  waa  vrittea  betneeu  the  firit  and  tbeaec«n<l 
edition.  That  tbe  moH  rapid  of  reiaifien  and  the  moat  huty  of  nieu  abuuld 
^wnd  a  tweliemoutb  on  the  remaining  tank,  ia  a  proof  uf  hi*  anxiety  to  i^m  iin 
eflediie  blow.  To  pitpare  kimaclf  fur  tbe  eompoaitiou  he  ditigeutly  studird  the 
■iiasterpie<liB  of  Popo,  and  tu  onaore  its  poliah  when  cam|iubeJ,  lie  bad  lii«  l/Mirv 
printrd  priiahilj,  and  kept  comcUngit  in  tj^ie.  Though  pa bliaJied  aaunyDicinslj 
it  wai  known  to  be  tiii,  ajid  he  itiui  uot  lusa  read;  to  accept  tbe  reaponalbililj  thnn 
(n  enjcij  tlie  credit.  Hia  latest  labour  before  atartlng  on  bis  Htgrimnge  wiu  to 
prepare  a  second  and  enlarged  edition,  which  came  out  in  October,  with  hia  name 
prefiifld.  Two  more  editiona  were  called  for  in  hia  absence,  and  on  bia  retnru  he 
Terited  and  priut«d  a  fifUi,  when  he  auddeulj  resolved  to  deatro;  the  impresiiun 
and  Buppreas  the  work.  Before  be  bad  landed  upon  tbe  £iitiihabare  heeipreuaed, 
in  ■  letter  lo  Mr.  Dallaa,  hia  regret  at  bsTing  vrlttea  it,  and  tbe  eompuucliou 
iocreaaed  aJtur  ucatof  bia  Tictims  bad  laid  aside  tbeir  reaentment  Bgiunat  tlie 
■oUwrof  "BngUahBardB,"  to  do  honour  to  the  aathor  of  "Childe  Unnilda 
Pilgrimage."  He  bad  beoome  intJiuate  among  othera  with  Lord  and  Lad;  Holland, 
vbom  he  had  aaaailed  on  the  Gklae  anp|xisition  that  they  were  the  iniligaton  of 
tbe  article  in  tbe  Edinburgh  Bcview,  and  beinginfarmed  b;  Mr.  Bogera  that  they 
viibed  the  Satiie  to  be  withdrawn,  he  acl^  iuatantl;  upon  a  mggealion  which 
euunded  with  the  dictatea  of  bia  own  heart.  A  aiogle  copy,  which  ia  tbe  fuandu- 
tioa  of  the  present  edition,  eacajxid  tbo  flames,  and  the  annotationa  be  wn>tv  on 
tbe  maigin,  when  be  caaually  met  with  it  ia  1810,  atteat  hia  aiacerity  in  nayiug 
"  that  he  had  beon  forgiiou  too  readily  to  be  able  to  forgive  himself."  He  uiuit 
hare  aeeo  from  the  Grat  that  ia  asanming  the  aggreaaiva  towards  bia  brother 
buda,  he  waa  eoamitting  the  very  oBence  uf  which  be  complained,  and,  lo  add  tu 
the  inoonaiatency,  many  of  the  atonei  wbicb  healung  were  filched  from  the  buff  and 
blue  lag  of  bia  critica :  but  hit  craving  tu  restore  hia  damaged  repulaliun  hy 
prating  hia  powera,  prevailud  at  the  time  over  all  other  feulingi.     So  fur  lu  hia 
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dengn  to  hnmble  his  reviewers  was  oonoemed,  the  wide  sweep  of  his  iodis- 
crixninAte  satire  was  mistaken  policy.  It  lightened  the  censare  to  Jdlnj  and 
his  associates,  that  it  was  shared  with  nearly  erery  man  of  mark  in  the  kingdom. 
The  portrait  of  the  arch-criticy  which  was  meant  for  the  central  figure,  is  the 
least  effective  in  the  group,  from  the  attempt  to  degrade  him  to  the  level  of  a 
type  of  beings  with  whom  he  had  not  the  slightest  affinity.  No  notice  was  taken  of 
'* English  Bards"  in  the  Edinburgh  Eeview  till  1812,  when  Jeffrej,  in  review- 
ing  the  two  first  cantos  of  Childe  Harold,  was  contented  to  retort^  that  '*  per- 
sonalities  so  outrageous  were  only  injurious  to  their  author.**  Lord  Byron,  in 
1817,  said  that  he  did  not  think  the  satire  good  for  much  even  in  point  of  poetry, 
and  if  he  compared  it  with  what  he  had  since  produced  he  had  reason  to  hold  it 
cheap.  It  is  now,  indeed,  admitted  that  there  was  more  vigour  in  the  language 
than  in  the  thoughts,  more  ridicule  than  wit,  more  invective  than  refinement  of 
sarcasm.  He  has  ruely  or  ever  attained  to  the  easy  pungency  of  expression,  and 
those  natural  and  yet  original  strokes  of  character  which  distinguiah  his  greatest 
predecessors  in  the  art.  A  daring  and  clever  assault  upon  living  names  i^peals 
to  other  passions  than  the  passion  for  poetry,  and  was  sure  to  command  a  tem- 
porary success  ;  but  it  would  probably  have  died  with  his  own  generation  unleai 
it  had  received  from  the  name  of  Byron  that  immortality  which  it  was  intended 
to  confer. 
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Still  must  I  hear? — shall  hoarse  Fitzgerald  bawl 
His  creaking  couplets  in  a  taveru  hall/ 
And  I  not  sing,  lest,  haply,  Scotch  reviews 
Should  dub  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my  muse  ? 
Prepare  for  rhyme — FU  publish,  right  or  wrong : 
Fools  are  my  theme,  let  satire  be  my  song. 

Oh !  nature's  noblest  gift — my  grey  goose-quill ! 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Tom  from  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen. 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men  ! 
The  pen  !  foredoomM  to  aid  the  mental  throes 
Of  brains  that  labour,  big  with  verse  or  prose, 

'  [''The  binding  of  this  Tolome  is  considerably  too  yalaable  for  the  contents  ;  ana 
nothing  bnt  the  consideration  of  its  being  the  property  of  another,  preyents  me  from 
consigning  this  miserable  record  of  misplaced  anger  and  indiscriminate  acrimony  tc< 
the  flames."— B.,  1816.] 

^  I  KIT.  "  Semper  ego  auditor  tantnm  ?  nnnquamne  reponam, 
Yexatns  toties  ranci  Theseide  Codri  ?" — Juv,  Sat  I. 

Mr.  Fitzgerald,  facetiously  termed  by  Cobbett  the  ''Small  Beer  Poet,"  inflicts  his 
annual  tribute  of  verse  on  the  Literary  Fund  :  not  content  with  writing,  he  spouts  in 
person,  after  the  company  have  imbibed  a  reasonable  quantity  of  bad  port,  to  enable 
them  to  sustain  the  operation. — [** Hoarse  Fitzgerald.** — **  Right  enough  ;  but  why 
notice  such  a  mountebank  ? " — B.,  1816.  For  the  long  period  of  thirty-two  years, 
this  poetaster  was  an  attendant  at  the  anniversary  dinners  of  the  Literary  Fund,  when 
he  always  recited  an  ode,  of  bin  own  composing,  with  most  comical  dignity  of 
emphasis.  1 
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Though  njmphs  forsake^  and  critics  may  deride. 
The  lover^s  solace,  and  the  author's  pride. 
What  wits !  what  poets  dost  thou  dailj  raise ! 
How  frequent  is  thy  use,  how  small  thy  praise ! 
Condemn'd  at  length  to  be  forgotten  quite. 
With  all  the  pages  wliich  'twas  thine  to  write. 
But  thou,  at  least,  mine  own  especial  pen  I 
Once  laid  aside,  but  now  assumed  again. 
Our  task  complete,  like  Hamet's  *  shall  be  free ; 
Though  spum'd  by  others,  yet  beloved  by  me : 
Then  let  us  soar  to-day ;  no  common  theme. 
No  eastern  vision,  no  distemper'd  dream* 
Inspires — our  path,  though  full  of  thorns,  is  plain ; 
Smooth  be  the  verse,  and  easy  be  the  strain. 

When  Vice  triumphant  holds  her  sovereign  sway, 
ObeyM  by  all  who  nought  beside  obey ; 
When  Folly,  frequent  harbinger  of  crime. 
Bedecks  her  cap  with  bells  of  every  clime ; 
When  knaves  and  fools  combined  o'er  all  prevail. 
And  weigh  their  justice  in  a  golden  scale ; 
E'en  then  the  boldest  start  from  public  sneers. 
Afraid  of  shame,  unknown  to  other  fears. 
More  darkly  sin,  by  satire  kept  in  awe. 
And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from  law.* 

Such  is  the  force  of  wit !  but  not  belong 
To  me  the  arrows  of  satiric  song ; 
The  royal  vices  of  our  age  demand 
A  keener  weapon,  and  a  mightier  hand. 
Still  there  are  follies,  e'en  for  me  to  chase, 
And  yield  at  least  amusement  in  the  race  : 

*  Cid  Haraet  Bencngcli  promiflea  repose  to  hia  pen,  in  the  last  chapter  of  l>" 
Quixote.  Oh  !  that  our  volaminous  gentry  would  follow  the  example  of  Ci«l  H^nKk 
Benengeli ! 

*  [**  Thia  must  have  been  written  in  the  spirit  of  prophecy." — B.,  1816.] 

*  The  sentiment  is  from  Pope  : — 

'*  Yes  I  am  proud,  I  must  be  proud,  to  see 
Men,  not  afraid  of  (iknl,  afraid  of  me  : 
Safe  from  the  bar,  the  pulpit,  and  the  thronOi 
Yet  touch'd  and  shamed  by  ridicule  alone.**] 
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Jiaugh  when  1  laugh,  I  seek  no  other  fame ; 
The  cry  is  up,  and  scribblers  are  my  game. 
Speed,  Pegasus ! — ^ye  strains  of  great  and  small, 
Ckle,  epic,  elegy,  have  at  you  all ! 
I  too  can  scrawl,  and  once  upon  a  time 
I  pour'd  along  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme, 
A  schoolboy  freak,  unwortliy  praise  or  blame ; 
I  printed — older  children  do  the  same. 
'Tis  pleasant,  sure,  to  sec  one's  name  in  print ; 
A  book's  a  book,  althougli  there's  notliing  in't. 
Not  that  a  title's  sounding  charm  can  save 
Or  scrawl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave : 
This  Lambe  must  own,  since  his  patrician  name 
Fail'd  to  preserve  the  spurious  farce  from  shame.* 
No  matter,  George  continues  still  to  write.' 
Though  now  the  name  is  veil'd  from  j)ublic  sight. 
Moved  by  tlie  great  example,  I  pursue 
The  self-same  road,  but  make  my  own  review : 
Not  seek  great  Jeffrey's,  yet,  like  him,  will  be 
Self-constituted  judge  of  poesy. 

A  man  must  serve  his  time  to  every  trade 
Save  censure — critics  all  are  ready  made. 
Take  hackney'd  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote. 
With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote ; 
A  man  well  skill'd  to  find  or  forge  a  fault ; 
A  turn  for  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt ; 
To  Jeffrey  go,  be  silent  and  discreet. 
His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet  : 
Fear  not  to  lie,  'twill  seem  a  sharper  hit ; 
Shrink  not  from  blasphemy,  'twill  pass  for  wit ; 
Care  not  for  feeling — pass  your  proper  jest. 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd. 

And  shall  we  own  such  judgment?  no — as  soon 
Seek  roses  in  December — ice  in  June ; 

•  Thw  ingenious  yoaih  is  niontioneil  more  particularly,  with  liia  production,  in 
nother  place. 

'  In  the  Edinburgh  Renew. — [*•  Hr*s  a  very  ff<>o<l  fellow  ;  and,  except  his  mother 
id  ffister,  the  best  of  the  s«;t,  to  my  mind."  — Jj.,  IblG.] 

VOL.  I.  KB 
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Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  chaff; 
Believe  a  woman  or  an  epitapli. 
Or  any  other  thing  that's  false,  before 
You  trust  in  critics,  who  themselves  are  sore ; 
Or  yield  one  single  thouglit  to  be  misled 
By  Jeffrey's  heart,  or  Lambe's  Boeotian  head.* 
To  these  young  tyrants,  by  tliemselves  misplaced^ 
Combined  usurpers  on  the  throne  of  taste ; 
To  these,  when  authors  bend  in  humble  awe, 
And  hail  tlieir  voice  as  truth,  their  word  as  law- 
While  these  arc  censors,  'twould  be  sin  to  spare/ 
While  such  are  critics,  why  should  I  forbear  ? 
But  yet,  so  near  all  modern  worthies  run, 
'Tis  doubtful  whom  to  seek,  or  whom  to  shun ; 
Nor  know  we  when  to  spare,  or  where  to  strik?^ 
Our  bards  and  censors  are  so  much  nlike. 

Then  should  you  ask  me,*  why  I  venture  o'er 
The  path  which  Pope  and  Gifford  trod  before ; 
If  not  yet  sicken'd,  you  can  still  proceed : 
Go  on  ;  my  rliyme  will  tell  you  as  you  read. 
"  But  hold  !  "  exclaims  a  friend, — "  here's  some  neglect : 
This — that — and  t'other  line  seem  incorrect." 
What  then  ?  the  self-same  blunder  Pope  has  got. 
And  careless  Dryden — "  Ay,  but  Pye  has  not : " — 
Indeed  ! — 'tis  granted,  faith  ! — but  what  care  I? 
Better  to  err  with  ]^oi)e,  than  shine  with  Pye. 

Time  was,  ere  yet  in  these  degenerate  days  • 
Ignoble  themes  obtain'd  mistaken  praise, 

'  Mejwrs.  Jeffrey  and  Lambe  are  the  ali)ha  and  omega,  the  first  and  last  of  the  Win* 
hiirjjh  Review  ;  the  others  are  mentioned  hen?after.  [**  This  waa  not  junt,  Neitbrf 
the  heart  nor  the  head  of  these  pentloinen  arc  at  all  what  they  are  here  reprweottsl- 
At  the  timothifl  was  writt<ni,  I  was  jKjrHonally  unacquiuuted  with  either." — B.,  ISl^O 

•  Imit.    **Stuit,a  est  Ch'nivntia,  cum  tot  uhiqnc 

ocourraN  juritune  i>an«re  cliart«.'* — Juv.  Sat.  I. 

*  Ijiit.    *'Cur  tamen  h(>c  liU*at  potius  decurrere  caiu]H> 

Pur  (luem  magnum  e<iiio8  Aurunife  dexit  aluinnan  : 
Si  vaoat,  et  ]»lacidi  rationem  adntittitis  cdam." — Juv.  Sat.  I. 
'  [The  first  edition  of  the  Satire  oiHsned  with  this  line  ;  and  Lord  Byron*s  OTi^^ 
intention  was  to  prefix  the  foHowing  : — 

*•  Aroumknt. 
The  poet  considerctb  times  i»asty   an<l  their  poeiy— makes  a  s^idden  timasitioDtf 
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Whei 


e  and  wit  with 


poesij- 


allied, 


No  fabled  graces,  flouri^iii 

From  the  same  fount  their  inspiration  drew, 

And,  rear'd  by  taste,  bloocn'd  fairer  as  they  grew. 

'I'lieu,  in  this  happy  isle,  a  Pope's  pure  strain 

Sought  the  rapt  sonl  to  charm,  nor  sought  in  vain  ; 

A,  polish'd  nation's  praise  aspired  to  claim. 

And  raised  the  people's,  as  tUe  poet's  fame. 

Like  him  great  Drjden  pour'd  the  tide  of  song, 

In  stream  less  sraootli,  indeed,  yet  doubly  strong. 

Then  Congreve'a  scenes  could  cheer,  or  Otway's  melt— 

For  nature  then  an  English  audience  felt. 

But  why  these  names,  or  greater  still,  retrace, 

Wlien  all  to  feebler  bards  resign  their  place  ? 

Yet  to  such  times  our  lingering  looks  are  cast. 

When  taste  and  reason  with  those  times  are  past. 

Now  look  around,  and  turn  each  trilling  page. 

Survey  the  precious  works  tliat.  please  the  age; 

This  truth  at  least  let  satire's  self  allow. 

No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  com  plain' d  of  now. 

The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labour  groans. 

And  printers'  devils  shake  tiieir  weary  bones ; 

While  Southey's  epics  cram  tlie  creaking  shelves. 

And  Little's  lyrics  shine  in  hot-press'd  twelves. 


maai  aguaat  book-maker*— revilcth  WkIWt  Scott  for  foioility 
d-mongenng,  with  notable  rnmu-ka  on  Havter  Southej — oaDiplunctb  that 
'  *  r  iMh  mOicted  three  |loelIll^  epio  and  otfaerwiw,  on  tbe  public — 
it  Willuua  Wnrdsffottir,  bat  laadetb  Hiiter  Gokridge  and  his  eltgj 
I  *  joOBE  im—iM  diapoxed  to  T:taperate  Mr.  Leiril — and  gratlT  rebuketh  Thomai 
itti*  (tlie  late)  aad  the  Lord  Stnm^ord — recommeodcth  Mr.  Unjle;  lu  tara  hU 
teotion  to  prow — and  exboiietb  the  UonTiaiis  to  glorify  Mr.    Oiabame — ■:niipft> 

jaeth  witli  tb«  B«Terend  Bowlea— and  dcplontb  the  mclancholj  fat<  of  Jamta 

ontgomeiT — brefcketh  out  into  inTecliTe  agaiut  th«  Edinbnrgh  ReviewerB — callvtfa 
«in  baid  namei,  harineB  and  tlie  like — apastiophiwth  Jeffryf,  and  propheaicth. — 
piifode  of  JeSn7  and  Moore,  tbeir  jeopnidT  and  deliTeiaDos — port«nta  on  the  mora 
the  combat— the  Tweed,  Tolbooth,  Frith  of  Forth,  leTerall;  shotted— deseeat  of  a 

idden  to  BTe  Jeffrey — incorporalion  of  the  bulleta  with  bii  linciptit  and  oecipol 

linbatgh  Ri.-riewi  en  mom. — Lard  Aberdeen,  Herbert,  Smtl,  Hallam,  Pillana, 
imbe,  Sjdaej  Smith,  Broaghain.  kr. — The  Loid  Holland  applauded  li>r  dinneraiuid 
UMlaliotui,- The  Drama :  Skeffington,  Hook,  Rejrnoldi,  Eenoe;,  Cherr;,  ke.— 
leiidan,  Ojleman,  aod  CumberUod  called  npon  to  write. — Ki-tum  to  poexj — 
ribbleta  of  all  eorti— lorde  nmetimes  rhyme;  niacfa  better  not — Hafi),  Bow 
atilda,  and  X.  T.  Z.  -R(lee^<^  Campbell,  BiSbrd,  &e.  true  pwlx- TmnalnVxa  of  the 
reek  intbolog)' — Cribbe— ['arwin'ii  atyle — Caml'ridpi— Statoaian  priw— Smjtki'  - 
odgauB — Oxibrd— BicbanU  — IWla  loquitur — OoocluiiiuD.'*] 
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Thus  saitli  the  Preacher  ;  '*  Nought  beneath  the  son 
Is  new ;  ^'  yet  ffill  from  change  to  change  we  run  : 
Wliat  varied  wonders  tempt  us  as  tliey  pass ! 
Tlie  cow-pox,  tractors,  galvanism,  gas. 
In  turns  appear,  to  make  the  vulgar  stare. 
Till  the  swoln  bubble  bursts — and  all  is  air ! 
Nor  less  new  schools  of  Poetry  arise. 
Where  dull  pretenders  grapple  for  the  prize : 
O'er  taste  awhile  these  pseudo-ba^(ls  prevail ; 
Each  country  book-club  bows  the  knee  to  Baal, 
And,  hurliiig  lawful  genius  from  the  throne. 
Erects  a  shrine  and  idol  of  its  own  ; 
Some  leaden  calf — but  whom  it  matters  not, 
Erom  soaring  Southey  down  lo  grovelling  Stott/ 

Behold  !  in  various  throngs  the  scribbling  crew. 
For  notice  eager,  pass  in  long  review : 
Each  spurs  his  jaded  Pegasus  apace, 
And  rhyme  and  blank  maintain  an  equal  race; 
Sonnets  on  sonnets  crowd,  and  ode  on  ode ; 
And  tales  of  terror  jostle  on  the  road  ; 
Immeasurable  measures  move  along ; 
For  simpering  folly  loves  a  varied  song. 
To  strange  mysterious  dulness  still  the  friend. 
Admires  the  strain  she  cannot  comprehend. 
Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels^ — may  tliry  be  the  la>t  !  — 
On  hall-strung  harps  whine  mournful  to  the  blast. 

'  Stott,  better  known  in  the  "Morning  Post"  by  the  name  of  Hufiz.  TTiij  pfr* 
Bonago  is  at  present  the  most  profound  explorer  of  the  bathos.  1  rememV-er,  when  the 
reigning  family  left  Portugal,  a  special  Ode  of  Maimer  Stott' s,  beginning  thu*:' 
{*StoU  loquitur  quoad  Jiibernia) — 

"  Princely  ofispring  of  Braganza, 
Kriu  greets  thee  with  a  stanza,"  iwi. 

Also  a  Sonnet  to  Rats,  well  w orthy  of  the  subject,   and  a  most  thundering  Ode,  coa* 
mencing  as  follows  : — 

**Oh  !  for  a  Lay  !  loud  as  the  surge 
That  hushes  Lipland's  sounding  shore." 

Lord  have  mercy  on  us  !  the  **  Lay  of  the  List  Minstrel'*  was  nothing  to  tL'a. 

*  Seethe  *'Lay  of  the  La>t  Minstrel.*'  pnnshn.  Never  was  any  plan  so  i^^'D• 
gnious  and  ahhurd  as  the  groundwork  of  this  jtrotlurtion.  The  entrance  of  T!nr.»ler 
and  Li;:htninj:,  prolo^'uising  to  B:iye8'  tnigo^ly.  unfi»i*tunately  takes  away  the  M«rit  «»f 
originality  frmn  the  dialogue  Utwc-cn  M«s.siturs  the  S]>irits  of  FIo'kI  and  Ft*  11  in  the 
nrst   canto.     Then   w»»  ****v»4  the   iuiiiublc    William   of  Dcloraiue.    **a  itark   »;■♦♦• 
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[  While  mountain  spirib  prate  to  river  sprites. 
That  tlaincs  may  listen  to  the  sound  at  nights; 
And  gohliii  brats,  of  Gilpiu  Horner's  brood. 
Decoy  young  border-nobles  through  tlie  wood. 
And  skip  at  every  step,  Lord  knows  how  high. 
And  frighten  foolish  bubes,  the  Lord  knows  why ; 
While  high-born  ladifs  in  their  magic  cell. 
Forbidding  kniglits  to  read  wlio  cannot  spell. 
Despatch  a  courier  to  a  wizard's  grave. 
And  fight  with  honest  men  to  shield  a  knave. 

Next  view  in  state,  proud  prancing  ou  his  roan, 
The  golden- crested  haugbty  Msrmion, 
Now  forging  scrolls,  now  foremost  in  the  fight, 
Not  quite  a  felon,  yet  but  lialf  a  knight. 
The  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  to  gmcc ; 
A  mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  base. 
And  think'st  tlion,  Scott  I  by  vain  conceit  pcrcbaji 
On  public  taste  to  foist  thy  stale  romance, 
lliongh  Murray  with  his  Miller  may  combine 
To  yield  thy  muse  just  half-a-crown  per  line  ? 
Ko !  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade, 
Their  bays  are  scar,  their  former  laurels  fade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poet's  sacred  name, 
"Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucrp,'  not  for  fame; 


wper,"  TidcUiiet,  a  hnnij  oom pound  of  pondier,  aheep-ste&ler,  And  high  mjinan. 
w  prupridt;  of  hu  insginj  lady's  injniictioii  not  to  n&d  can  not;  bo  eqaulleJ  tij  hii 
ndid  kokuowledgment  uf  hia  indepeadence  of  the  trammels  of  npelliDgi,  althoagh,  to 

•  hit  own  elegant  plinie,  '"tvaa  hia  neak-Tcne  at  Harribee,"  i.  e.  the  gaUows, — 
10  biogmpb;^  Qilpin  Harner.  and  tba  marreUoiu  pedestrian  page,  who  ttavDllcfl 
iee  M  Girt  a*  hU  ouwter'a  horw,  without  ths  aid  of  aerca-leagDed  boot^  are  chtft 
cniwrt  in  the  uDproTement  of  taite.  For  ioddent  we  have  tlie  inTJnble,  but  b;  no 
Mtu  (paring  box  on  the  ear  Icatowed  on  the  pags,  and  tlie  eDtrance  of  a  knight  and 
mi^et  into  the  caslle,  under  the  vtrj  natnml  diagmM  of  a  wsio  of  hay.  Uanoion, 
e  hero  of  tie  latter  romance.  i«  emclly  what  William  of  Dcloniine  would  have  been, 
<I  he  b«Ei  able  to  read  and  write.  The  poem  waa  tnanuGietured  for  Mean.  Coo- 
iblc,  Hurtaf,  and  Uilter,  warabipful  boDluellera,  in  eoiiaideratloo  of  the  reoeipt  of  a 
Di  vl  monej  ;  and  tralj,  eoniidering  tJie  inii|nT»tion,  it  U  a  TeT7  ertdiMble  prodne- 
in.  If  Mr.  Scott  win  write  tor  hire,  let  lum  do  hi*  b(«t  for  his  paTmoalen,  bat 
tdingraOB  hii  genim,  whioh  is  nndoabt*dljr  gnart,  by  K  repetition  of  blnck-lelltr 
llad  imitations.  [Lord  Bjron  ima  mirinformed.  Scotl  did  not  eoalratl  U  write 
mnion  :  he  merely  aiild  it  ulUr  it  waa  written.] 

*  [Lord  Byron  set  ont  with  the  det«nninaLion  nercr  to  receive  himarlf  the  muiiey 
id  lor  hii  writioga.  The  idea  that  poetical  genius  shonid  alone,  of  all  tlie  ilelciir- 
>3«  of  t«]cD(,  go  without  a  fee,  wai  loo  ridiculuui  to  bo  lotig  <nl<:rtaianl,] 
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Still  for  stem  Mammon  may  they  toil  in  vain ! 
And  sadly  gaze  on  gold  they  cannot  gain ! 
Such  be  their  meed,  such  still  the  just  reward 
Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard  ! 
For  this  we  spurn  Apollo's  venal  son. 
And  bid  a  long  *'  good  night  to  Marmion.' 


»*% 


These  are  the  themes  that  claim  our  plaudits  now  ; 
These  are  the  bards  to  whom  the  muse  must  bow  ; 
While  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope,  alike  forgot. 
Resign  their  hallowed  bays  to  Walter  Scott. 

The  time  has  been,  when  yet  the  muse  was  young, 
When  Homer  swept  the  lyre,  and  Maro  sung. 
An  epic  scarce  ten  centuries  could  claim, 
While  awe-struck  nations  hailed  the  magic  name : 
Tlie  work  of  each  immortal  bard  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  years/ 
Empires  have  moulder'd  from  the  face  of  earth. 
Tongues  have  expired  with  tliose  who  gave  them  birthf 
Witliout  tlie  glory  sucli  a  strain  can  give. 
As  even  in  ruin  bids  the  language  live. 
Not  so  with  us,  though  minor  bards,  content 
On  one  great  work  a  life  of  labour  spent : 
With  eagle  pinion  soaring  to  the  skies, 
Behold  the  ballad-monger  Southey  rise ! 
To  him  let  Camoens,  Milton,  Tasso  yield. 
Whose  annual  strains,  like  armies,  take  the  field. 
First  in  the  ranks  see  Joan  of  Arc  advance. 
The  scourge  of  England  and  the  boast  of  France  I 
Though  burnt  by  wicked  Bedford  for  a  witch. 
Behold  her  statue  placed  in  glory's  niche ; 
Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  released  from  prison, 
A  virgin  })hccuix  from  her  ashes  risen. 

*  "  Qood  night  to  Marmion  " — tlie  pathetic  and  also  prophetic  exclamaticn  of  HefiO 
Blount,  Ewiuire,  on  tlie  death  of  honest  Manniun. 

7  As  the  Odywjey  is  so  chmrly  connected  with  the  story  of  theniad,  they  may  ilm<^ 
be  chiFHcd  as  one  grand  liiHt<^ricaI  poem.  In  alluding  to  Milton  and  Tawo,  ire  oonB>l<'r 
the  •*  Paradise  liost,"  and  *' Gitrusalemme  Liberata,"  as  their  standard  effort*;  vsft 
neitlicr  the  "Jerusjilem  ConcpuTcd  "  of  the  Italian,  nor  the  **  Paradise  Regaino«l"wf 
the  KngliMh  banl,  olttAimMl  a  ]iroportionatc  celebrity  to  thair  former  poeus.  <^ac7' 
'Whidi  of  Mr.  S^aithey's  will  survive  ? 
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Nest  see  tremendous  Tlialaba  come  on,' 
Arabia's  iiiotistrous,  wild,  and  woiidrous  son;* 
JJomilatiiel's  dread  destroyer,  who  o'erthrew 
More  mad  inagiciana  than  tiie  world  e'er  kuetr. 
Immortal  hero  !  all  thy  foes  o'ercome. 
For  ever  reign — the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb ! 
Since  startled  metre  fled  before  thy  face. 
Well  wert  thou  doom'd  the  last  of  all  thy  race  I 
Well  might  triumphant  geuii  bear  tliee  hence. 
Illustrious  conqueror  of  common  sense  ! 
Now,  last  and  greatest,  Madoc  spreads  bis  sails, 
Cacique  in  Mexico,  and  prince  in  Wales; 
Tells  us  strange  tales,  jis  other  traveUers  do. 
More  old  than  Mandeville's,  and  not  so  true. 
Oh,  Soutliey !  Soulhey ! '  cease  thy  varied  song  I 
A  bard  may  cliant  too  often  and  too  long  t 
As  thou  art  strong  in  verse,  in  mercy,  spare  I 
A  fonrth,  alas  I  were  more  than  ue  rould  bear. 
But  if,  in  spite  of  all  the  world  can  say. 
Thou  still  wilt  veraeward  plod  thy  weary  way ; 
If  still  in  Berkley  ballads  most  uncivil. 
Thou  wilt  devote  old  women  to  the  devil,' 
The  babe  unborn  thy  dread  intent  may  rne : 
"  God  help  tliee,"  Soutliey,'  and  tliy  readers  too. 

■  "TlulBbn,"  Hr.  Suuthej'i  Beaiul  poem,  ia  vritMn  in  opeo  defiance  of  pnecdent 
and  poctrj.  Mr.  A  ■iitied  to  priulare  something  nnvvl,  wiij  auawedcl  to  &  inirade. 
"Jo«ii  of  Are"  TM  roirvellrma  enongh,  bat  "Thjdiibs"  ww  one  of  ll'.Jtc  poemi 
"which,"  id  tb«  word*  of  Pomou,  "niU  be  read  when  Homer  and  Vit^l  aro  forgotten, 
bttt— iKi<  IIU  aea." 

*  [Hi  Soothcj  dsaguated  big  awn  po«m  of  "ThaJaba"  aa  "the wild  and  vendroiu 

'  Wo  bog  lllr.  Sonthej'i  pnnlDn  :  "Madoc  disdains  tho  degrsdiss  tiJ«  of  epie." 
8m  hii  prtbee.  Why  a  epic  degraded  1  and  bf  whom  !  Certainlj  the  lata  rouuDiila 
of  Hadcn  Cottle,  lAurcat  ?j%  UgilTj,  Hole,  and  gentle  Uikrvsi  Cowley,  lUTe  Dot 
(xatled  the  epic  mu»  ;  but,  ni  Ur.  Southey'a  poem  "diidiuiuthe  appella^oo,"  allur 
u  to  aak — haa  bo  nabelilnttd  auytliiog  U-tler  in  it<  etmd  t  oc  miut  he  be  ouotent  to 
rini  8ir  Richard  Blarkmore  in  the  qnantit;  n»  voll  u  quaUtT  of  his  Terse  I 

-  See  *•  The  Old  Woman  of  Ifcrkelej,"  ■  bullaU,  by  Mr.  Soutliey,  wherein  an  aged 
gentlewoman  ii  carried  awa;  by  Boibebub,  on  a  "  high  trotting  horee." 

'  The  ■aMlioe,  ■'Ood  help  thee,"  is  an  evident  pla^iariian  from  the  Anli-jaeobin  to 
Mr.  Sonthej,  on  hia  DaoljUia.  —  [Lord  BjrroD  here  alludes  to  Mr.  Giffonl's  parotij, 
*Udl  enda  thua : — 


^^^^1  Dilwor 

^^^H  Caetyli 


talk  of  ears  agun  I  look  nt  thj  epelling-hook  ; 
Dilworth  and  Dyche  are  both  mad  at  thy  qnanlitiea — 
Caetylici  call'it  thou  'em  I—'  God  help  thee,  rillj  on*.'  "] 


■ 
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Next  comes  the  dull  disciple  of  thy  school, 
That  mild  apostate  from  poetic  rule. 
The  simple  Wordsworth,  framer  of  a  lay 
As  soft  as  evening  in  his  favourite  May/ 
Who  warns  his  friend  ^'  to  shake  off  toil  and  troabk^ 
And  quit  his  books,  for  fear  of  growing  double  ;"* 
Who,  both  by  precept  and  example,  shows 
That  prose  is  verse,  and  verse  is  merely  prose; 
Convincing  all,  by  demonstration  plain. 
Poetic  souls  delight  in  prose  insane ; 
And  Christmas  stories  tortured  into  rhyme 
Contain  the  essence  of  tlie  true  sublime. 
Thus,  wlicu  he  tells  the  tale  of  Betty  Foy, 
The  idiot  mother  of  "an  idiot  boy/' 
A  moon-struck,  silly  lad,  who  lost  his  way. 
And,  like  his  bard,  confounded  night  with  day  ;• 
So  close  on  each  pathetic  part  he  dwells, 
And  each  adventure  so  sublimely  tells. 
That  all  who  view  the  "  idiot  in  his  glory^ 
Conceive  the  bard  the  hero  of  the  story. 

Shall  gentle  Coleridge  pass  unnoticed  here. 
To  turgid  ode  and  tumid  stanza  dear  ? 
Though  tliemes  of  innocence  amuse  him  best. 
Yet  still  obscurity's  a  welcome  guest. 
If  inspiration  should  her  aid  refuse 
To  him  who  takes  a  pixy  for  a  muse,' 

*  Lyrical  Ballads,  p.  4.—"  The  Tables  TurnecU"     Stanz*  1. 

"Up,  up,  ray  friend,  and  clear  your  looks 
Why  all  this  toil  and  trouble  ? 
Up,  up,  my  friend,  and  quit  your  booksy 
Or  surely  you'll  grow  double." 

*  Mr.  W.  in  his  preface  labours  hard  to  prove,  that  prose  and  rcrse  are  muck  iHe 
uiiine  ;  and  certainly  his  precej^ts  and  i)ractice  are  strictly  conformable  :— 

**  And  thus  to  Betty's  questions  he 
Made  answer,  like  a  traveller  bold. 
The  cock  did  crow,  to-whoo,  to-whoo. 

And  the  sun  did  sliine  so  cold,''  kc.  &C.,  p.  129. 

*  Colcri«lco's  Poems,  p.  11,  "S<»nj:s  of  th«»  PixieR,  i.e.  Devonshire  Fairies   "  y.*^ 
we  have  **  Liuci  to  a  youn;:  La«ly  i  "  •'ind,  p.  .'i^,  "  Lines  to  a  younj;  Aw." 


rn 
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Yet  none  in  lo%  numbers  can  surpass 
The  bard  wiio  soars  to  eie^se  an  nss. 
80  well  tliB  subject  suits  iiis  noble  mind, 
I  He  brajs,  the  iaureat  of  the  long-ear'd  kind.' 

Ob!  wonder-working  Lewis!'  monk,  or  bard, 
Wlio  fain  wouldsl  miike  Parnassus  a  churcb-yard  I 
Lo  !  wreaths  of  yew,  not  laurel,  bind  thy  brow. 
Thy  muse  a  fprilc,  Apollo's  Bcxton  thou  ! 
Whether  on  ancient  lombs  thou  tak'st  thy  stand. 
By  gibb'ring  spectres  hail'd,  thy  kindred  baud; 
Or  trncest  chaste  descriptions  on  thy  page, 
'I'o  please  the  females  of  our  modest  age; 
All  liaii,  M.P. !'  from  whose  infernal  brain 
Thiu-shoeted  phantoms  glide,  a  grisly  train; 


■  [In  aU  editions  (ill  Lnnl  Byrnn'g  last  revisk 
' '  A  fullow-ftoling  miifci;*  111 
"  CnJvM,"  snji  Dynn  in  1S10,  mil  in  a  letlor  to  Mr.  Coloridgp,  written  ii 


n,  tlie  line  itoa] — 
woodroDB  kind." 


181S. 


.  "  The  |iart  appiivd  lo  juu  ii  prrt,  and  petolnut,  and  ihallon  .  ^  , 
it,  althoDgh  I  bi'e  long  dose  eTerythiiii;  in  mj  power  to  anppress  th«  oin^ula- 
in  of  lh«  wbol«  thing,  I  shall  alwsjs  regret  the  vuitouaess  or  genetalitT  of  many 

ila  attempted  attacks."] 

•  [Maltheir  Qregury  Lawia,  M.P.  for  Hindon,  dcriTod  the  title  of  Monk  from  bii 
Tcl  of  tlial  DBine,  ^ — u  impioiu  and  indecent  prodnutioD,  which  he  Bonn  pruned  of 
me  of  its  wont  isanges.     Bj  hia  clerer  use  ofOeimnn  literatnre,  then  little  known, 

obtained  cunaideralila  celebrity  doring  the  poor  period  which  intervened  between 
B  ohacoration  of  Cowper,  and  the  full  dawn  of  Sir  WoJWr  Scott, — «  period  which  i« 
fficienllj  abanicterised  bf  the  fact  that  Hayle;  paned  for  a  poet.  Next  to  that 
lemn  eoiooinb,  Lewia,  who  certainly  had  an  eiqni»ile  ear  for  metre,  wa*  for  MTeral 
an  the  feahioaable  rerafier  ;  bat  bis  plagtaHema,  perbapfl  \aan  audacious  than  hod 
sr  bcoD  eonunitled  bj  a  man  of  talent,  ware  by  d^reea  nnTeiled,  aiid  wrilcni  of 
^aler  genioa,  ai  well  sa  of  purer  fcule  and  morala,  unceeaaiTelj  emerging,  Mont 
'urit,  dying  yoong,  had  already  outli»cd  big  rapntatjoa.  In  wcieljr  he  waa  to  the 
It  ■  bTDUrita;  and  Lord  BjroD,  who  became  well  acqaalnted  with  him  in  Lonilou, 
DS  notjoea  hia  death,  which  occurred  at  ssa  in  IBIS  : — "Lewia  was  a  good  man,  a 
ivertDon,  but  a  bore.  My  only  reieuge  or  contolalion  oted  lo  be  setlJng  him  by  the 
n>  with  laniB  TiTacioni  peiaon  who  haled  borea  eapeciallj, — Madame  de  Stall  or 
.Uionae,  fur  eiample.  But  I  liked  Lcnia  :  he  wa*  >  jewel  of  b  nuio,  hod  ho  been 
ttec  act ; — I  don't  mean  pervnially,  but  leaa  liriK/mt,  for  he  was  tedions,  ai  well  oa 
atrftinarj  to  ereiything  and  everybody.  Foot  fellow  1  he  died  a  martyr  to  hia  new 
iia — af  a  tecond  niit  lo  Jamaica  : — 
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At  whose  command  "  grim  women''  throng  in  crowdsi 

And  kings  of  fire,  of  water,  and  of  clouds. 

With  "  small  gray  men,''  "  wild  yagers/'  and  what  nol^ 

To  crown  with  honour  thee  and  Walter  Scott;* 

Again,  all  hail !  if  tales  like  thine  may  please, 

St.  Luke  alone  can  vanquish  the  disease ; 

Even  Satan's  self  with  thee  might  dread  to  dwell. 

And  in  thy  skull  discern  a  deeper  hell. 

Who  in  soft  guise,  surrounded  by  a  choir 
Of  virgins  melting,  not  to  Vesta's  fire. 
With  sparkling  eyes,  and  cheek  by  passion  flush'd. 
Strikes  his  wild  lyre,  whilst  listening  dames  are  hushM  ? 
'Tis  Little !  young  Catullus  of  his  day. 
As  sweet,  but  as  immoral,  in  his  lay ! 
Grieved  to  condemn,*  the  muse  must  still  be  just. 
Nor  spare  melodious  advocates  of  lust. 
Pure  is  the  flame  which  o'er  her  altar  bums ; 
From  grosser  incense  with  disgust  she  turns : 
Yet  kind  to  youth,  this  expiation  o'er. 
She  bids  thee  "  mend  thy  line,  and  sin  no  more."  * 

For  thee,  translator  of  the  tinsel  song, 
To  whom  such  glittering  ornaments  belong, 
Hibernian  Strangford  !  with  thine  eyes  of  blue,* 
And  boasted  locks  of  red  or  auburn  hue. 
Whose  plaintive  strain  each  love-sick  miss  admires, 
And  o'er  harmonious  fustian  half  expires, 

*  [The  ** Tales  of  Wonder,"  to  trhich  Lord  Byron  refers,  were  published  in  1801. 
and  from  the  costliness  of  the  volumes  were  nick-named  "Tales  of  Plunder."  1^*^ 
made  it  a  condition  that  every  ballad  should  conUiin  a  ghost  or  a  witch,  sikI  tha 
monotony  of  the  marvellous  disgusted  a  public  which  had  already  sup})ed  (iill  of  u* 
horrors.  Among  the  tales  were  four  poems,  each  devoted  to  a  nudiguant  king  (^^ 
of  the  elements.  The  *' Fire-king"  was  by  Walter  Scott,  who  also  furnished  the 
**  Wild -yager,"  or  Huntsman,  from  the  German  of  Biirger.] 

'[In  very  early  life,  *' Little's  Poems"  were  Lord  Byron's  fiirourite  "^Jj. 
*'IIeighol"  he  exclaims  in  1820,  in  a  letter  to  Moore,  *' I  believe  all  the  mi*i"" 
1  have  ever  done,  or  sung,  has  been  owing  to  that  confounded  book  of  yours.*'] 

■*  r()riginally  "  mend  thy  life,  and  sin  no  more."] 

*  The  reader,  who  may  wish  fur  an  ex]>lanation  of  this,  may  refer  to  "Strsngf'^J 
Camoens,"  p.  127,  ni>te  to  ]).  fti),  or  to  the  last  page  of  the  Eilinburgh  Revie*  « 
Stmngford's  CumociiM.  ( Lord  Strangford,  after  declaring  *' auburn  locks  and  ej«*™ 
blue"  to  Ik3  "tlie  es-HiK^}  of  b>vtliness,"  and  indicative  of  the  most  amiable  di^j^'S**'*' 
and  the  warmest  heart,  prm-eetled  to  intimate  that  he  was  personally  po8ae*i»i'd"f»ll 
tlase  advantages.] 
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Learn,  if  tiiou  canst,  to  yield  thine  aulhor'a  sense, 
JJor  vend  tiiy  sonnets  on  a.  false  pretence. 
Think'st  thou  to  gain  thy  verse  a  higher  place. 
By  dressing  Camoena'  in  a  suit  of  lnc«  ? 
Mend,  Strangford !  mend  thy  morals  and  thy  taste ; 
Be  warm,  but  pure ;  be  amorous,  but  be  chaste ; 
Cease  to  deceive  ;  thy  pilfer'd  haqi  restore, 
Mor  teach  the  Lasian  bard  to  copy  Moore. 

Behold  I — ^ye  tarts  t — one  moment  spare  the  teit — 
Havley's  lost  work,  and  worst — until  his  next} 
Wliether  he  spin  poor  couplets  into  plays. 
Or  damn  the  dead  with  purgatorial  praise. 
His  style  in  youth  or  age  is  still  the  same. 
For  ever  feeble  and  for  ever  tame. 
Triurnphnnt  first  see  "  Temper's  Triumphs"  shine  1 
At  least  I'm  sure  they  triumph'd  over  iriine- 
Of  "  Music's  Triumphs,"  all  who  rejid  may  swear 
That  luckless  music  never  triumph'd  there.' 

Moravians,  rise  I  bestow  some  meet  reward 
On  dull  devotion — lio!  the  Sabbatli  bard. 
Sepulchral  Grahame,*  pours  his  notes  sublime 
In  mangled  prose,  nor  e'en  aspires  to  rhyme ; 
Breaks  into  blnnk  the  Gospel  of  St.  Luke, 
Ami  boldly  pilfers  from  the  Pentateuch; 
And,  undisturb'd  by  conscientious  qualms. 
Perverts  tlie  Prophets,  And  purloins  the  Psalms. 

Hail,  Sympathy !  thy  soft  idea  brings* 
A  thoUiiBnd  visions  of  a  thousand  things, 

*  It  i>  lira  to  bo  renuu-kcil,  tbit  the  tbings  gireo  to  the  public  ■■  poemi  of  Ckuuttu 
e  no  mnrc  to  be  fonad  ia  tbe  origio&l  FnrtuguoK,  tbttn  in  ths  Song  cf  S'ltoiUDa. 

'  ILi;li7'8  tiro  mort  noloriom  Tei»  i>rodiiclioii«  are  "TriorupS"  otTemr-jr,"  (uiJ 
The  TriqmjJi  of  Muiio."  Ho  hia  aUo  writlcD  mnch  oomcdy  in  rhjme,  ejiiBlM,  ke. 
t  A)  he  IB  rather  art  eletant  writ*r  of  not™  and  biigraphj,  let  n*  recommeud 
ipt^i  iditce  ia  Wycheriej  to  Mr.  H.'i  oODBJcleration,  vii.,  to  canTert  poetij  into 
owi,  which  niaj  be  raaij  done  bj  (akiug  >» »;  lbs  Gnii  ijUiUjIe  of  each  iwDplet. 

*  Hr.  Onhame  bw poured  forth  tm  Tolanmofeant^  under  tbs  name  of  "Sabbath 
allu"  aod  "  Biblical  Fictnrea." — [This  ftmiable  man  and  pleating  povl,  began  life  aa 
I  adToeaW  at  the  Edinburgh  bar,  where  he  hitd  little  snccvn,  anil  b^iDg  of  a 
ebuicbolf  and  demat  tomptnimout,  entered  into  half  orden,  and  dioil  a  coraU 

1811.) 

'  [In  lbs  MS.,  inuunlLitol}  bdun  U<i>  Uue,  wc  CuJ  a  |>aiim(te  wul  iu  pcuJitut  lute. 
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And  shows,  still  wliimpering  through  threescore  of  yensj 

The  maudlin  prince  of  mournful  sonneteers. 

And  art  thou  not  their  prince,  harmonious  Bowles ! 

Thou  first,  great  oracle  of  tender  souls  ? 

Whether  thou  sing'st  with  equal  ease,  and  grief. 

The  fall  of  empires,  or  a  yellow  leaf; 

Whether  thy  muse  most  lamentably  tells 

What  merry  sounds  proceed  from  Oxford  bells. 

Or,  still  in  bells  delighting,  finds  a  friend 

In  every  chime  that  jingled  from  Ostend ; 

Ah !  how  much  juster  were  thy  muse's  hap. 

If  to  thy  bells  thou  wouldst  but  add  a  cap ! 

Delightful  Bowles  !  still  blessing  and  still  blest, 

All  love  thy  strain,  but  children  like  it  best. 

'Tis  thine,  with  gentle  Little's  moral  song. 

To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng ! 

With  thee  our  nursery  damsels  shed  their  tears. 

Ere  miss  as  yet  completes  her  infant  years  : 

But  in  her  teens  thy  whining  powers  are  vain ; 

She  quits  poor  Bowles  for  Little's  purer  strain. 

Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scornest  to  confine 

The  lofty  numbers  of  a  harp  like  thine  ; 

"Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  strain/'* 

Such  as  none  heard  before,  or  will  again  ! 

which  LcrJ  Byron  omitted  at  the  request  of  Mr.  DalLis,    who  was  a  frieuii  of  li  ^ 
Bcribbltr  they  siitirised  : — 


**  In  verse  most  stale,  unprufitaUe,  flat — 
Come,  let  us  change  the  scene,  and  *<//<'a»*  wil 


with  Fratt; 
In  him  an  author's  luckless  K»t  behold, 
Condemn'd  to  make  the  Inxiks  which  once  he  sold  : 
Degnided  man  !  again  resume  thy  trade — 
The  votaries  of  the  Muse  are  ill  repaid, 
Though  daily  putfs  once  more  invite  to  buy 
A  new  cvlitiuu  of  thy  'Sympathy.'  *' 

**  Mr.  Pratt,  once  a  Bath  bookseller,  now  a  London  author,  has  written  as  mucli,  V 
as  little  purp<->se,  as  any  of  his  scribbling  contemporaries,  Mr.  P.'s  *  Sympathy'  i*  "* 
rhyme  ;  but  his  prose  productions  are  the  most  voluminouB."  His  liest  kno^ii  ^^'^^ 
wa«  entitled  "(7Zca«??j'A<f."l 

*  See  Bowles's  "  Sonnet  to  Oxford,"  and  '*  Stanzas  on  hearing  the  Bells  of  O.stcnl 
2  "Awake  a  louder,"  &c.,  is  the  first  line  in  Bowles's  "Spirit  of  Discovery: 
a  very  spirited  and  pretty  dwarf-epic.      Among  other  exquisite  lines  we  have  the 
fulkwing  : — 

"A  ku^s 

Stole  on  the  list'ninc  HiU'Uv'o,  never  vet 

Here  heard  ;  they  tremblt  d  even  as  if  the  power,"  kc.  kt. 

That  is,  the  woods  of  Matleira  trembletl  to  u  kiss;  very  much  astonished,  as  wtU  iin? 
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Where  all  Discoveries  jumbled  from  the  flood. 

Since  first  the  leaky  ark  reposed  in  mud. 

By  more  or  less,  are  sung  in  every  book, 

From  Captain  Noah  down  to  Captain  Cook. 

Nor  this  alone ;  but,  pausing  on  the  road. 

The  bard  sighs  forth  a  gentle  episode  ;* 

And  gravely  tells — attend,  each  beauteous  miss ! — 

When  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a  kiss. 

Bowles  !  in  thy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell. 

Stick  to  thy  sonnets,  man ! — at  least  they  sell. 

But  if  some  new-born  whim,  or  larger  bribe. 

Prompt  thy  crude  braiu,  and  claim  thee  for  a  scribe  ; 

If  chance  some  bard,  though  once  by  dunces  fear'd. 

Now,  prone  in  dust,  can  only  be  revered ; 

If  Pope,  wliose  fame  and  genius,  from  the  first. 

Have  foilM  the  best  of  critics,  needs  tlie  worst. 

Do  thou  essay :  each  fjiult,  eacli  failing  scan ; 

The  first  of  poets  was,  alas  !  but  man. 

Bake  from  each  ancient  dunghill  ev'ry  pearl, 

Consult  Lord  Fanny,  and  confide  in  Curll  ;* 

Let  all  the  scandals  of  a  former  a^e 

Perch  on  thy  pen,  and  flutter  o'er  thy  page ; 

Affect  a  candour  which  thou  canst  not  feel. 

Clothe  envy  in  tlie  garb  of  honest  zeal ; 

Write,  as  if  St.  John's  soul  could  still  inspire. 

And  do  from  hate  what  Mallet*  did  for  hire. 

Oh!  hadst  thou  lived  in  that  congenial  time. 

To  rave  with  Dennis,  and  with  Ralph  to  rhyme;* 

ght  be,  at  snch  a  phenomenon.— [**  Mis-quoted  and  misunderstood  by  me;  but 
t  intentionally.  It  was  not  the  *  woods,'  but  the  people  in  them  who  trembled 
why,  Hearen  only  knows — unless  they  were  overheard  making  the  prodigious 
•ck."— B.  1816.] 

•  The  epiiode  above  alluded  to  is  the  story  of  "Robert  il  Machin"  and  "Anna 
^rfet,**  a  pair  of  constant  lovers,  who  performed  the  kiss  above  mentioned,  that 
jtled  the  woods  of  Madeira. 

•  Cnrll  is  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Dunciad,  and  was  a  bookseller.  Lord  Fanny  is 
i  poetical  name  of  Lord  Hervey,  author  of  "Lines  to  the  ImiUitor  of  Horace." 

•  Lord  Bolingbroke  hired  Mallet  to  traduce  Pope  after  his  decea.s6,  because  the  poet 
d  retained  some  copies  of  a  work  by  Lord  Bolin.Ljbroke — the  "Patriot  King,'* — which 
it  splendid,  but  malignant  genius  had  ordered  to  be  destroyed — ["Bolingbrokc's 
irst  of  vengeance,"  says  Dr.  Johnson,  "incited  him  to  blast  the  memory  of  the  man 
er  whom  he  had  wept  in  his  last  struggles  ;  and  he  employed  Mallet^  another  friend 
Pope,  to  tell  the  tale  to  the  public,  with  all  its  aggravations."] 

•  Dennis  the  critic,  and  Ilalph  the  rhymester  : — 
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Throng'd  with  the  rest  around  his  living  head, 
Not  raised  thy  hoof  against  the  lion  dead ; 
A  meet  reward  had  crown'd  thy  glorious  gains, 
And  linked  thee  to  the  Dunciad  for  thy  pains/ 

• 

Another  epic  !     Who  inflicts  again 
More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men  P 
Boeotian  Cottle,  rich  Bristowa's  boast. 
Imports  old  stories  from  tlie  Cambrian  coast. 
And  sends  his  goods  to  market — all  alive  ! 
Lines  forty  thousand,  cantos  twenty-five  ! 
Fresh  fish  from  Helicon  I*  who'll  buy,  who'll  buy  ? 
The  precious  bargain's  cheap — in  faith,  not  I. 

''Silence,  ye  wolves  1  while  "Ralph  to  Cynthia  howla, 
Making  night  hideous  :  answer  him,  ye  owls  !  ** — Dckciad. 

'  SeQ  Bowleses  late  edition  of  Pope's  works,  for  which  he  receiTed  three  handred 
pounds.  Thus  Mr.  B.  has  experienced  how  much  easier  it  is  to  profit  by  the  repntatMo 
of  aDother,  than  to  elevate  his  own.  [*'Too  savage  all  this  on  Bowles.** — B.,  ISlti. 
But  he  afterwards  returned  to  his  original  sentiments.  **  Although,"  be  says  in  1821, 
*' I  regret  having  published  'English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,*  the  part  whidi  I 
regret  the  l^tst  is  that  which  regards  Mr.  Bowles,  with  reference  to  Pope.  Whilst  I 
was  writing  that  publication,  in  1807  and  1808,  Mr.  Hobhouse  was  desirous  that  I 
should  express  our  mutual  opinion  of  Pope,  and  of  Mr.  Bowles's  edition  of  his  works. 
As  I  had  completed  my  outline,  and  felt  lazy,  I  requested  that  ke  would  do  so.  He 
did  it.  Qis  fourteen  lines  on  Bowles's  Pope  are  in  the  first  edition  of  *  English  BsHs* 
and  are  quite  as  severe,  and  much  more  poetical,  than  my  own,  in  the  second.  On 
i*eprinting  the  work,  as  1  put  my  name  to  it,  1  omitte<l  Mr.  Hobhouse's  lines,  bj 
which  the  work  gained  less  than  Mr.  Bowles.  I  am  grieved  to  say  that,  in  reading 
over  my  lines,  I  repent  of  their  having  so  far  fallen  short  of  what  I  me.int  to  exprm 
upon  the  subject  of  his  edition  of  Pop<»'8  works."  The  paragraph  written  bt  Mr. 
Hobhouse  is  here  ►ubj.»iued  : — 

'*  Stick  to  thy  sonnets,  man  ! — at  least  they  sell 
Or  take  the  only  path  that  open  lies 
For  modern  worthies  who  would  hope  to  rise  : 
Fix  on  some  well-known  name,  and,  bit  by  bit, 
Pare  off  the  merits  of  his  worth  and  wit ; 
On  each  alike  employ  the  critic's  knife. 
And  when  a  comment  fails,  prefix  a  life  ; 
Hint  certain  failings,  faults  before  unknown, 
Review  forgotten  lies,  and  add  your  own  ; 
Let  no  disease,  let  no  misfortune  'scape. 
And  jirint,  if  luckily  deform'd,  his  8ha(>e 
Thus  shall  the  world,  quite  undeceived  at  last, 
Cleave  to  their  ]»rcsent  wits,  and  quit  their  past ; 
Bards  once  revered  no  more  witli  favour  view, 
But  give  their  modem  sonneteers  their  due  ; 
Thus  with  the  dead  may  living*  merit  coi)e, 
Thus  Bowles  may  triumph  o'er  the  shade  of  Pope.**] 

•  ["Fresh  fish  from  Helicon!" — "Helieon"   is  a  mountain,  and  not  a  £*i*p»*^ 
It  iliould  have  been  **  Hippocreue." — B.,  181  J.*. 
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Your  turtle-feeder's  verse  must  needs  be  flat, 
Though  Bristol  bloat  liiin  with  tlie  verdant  fat; 
If  Commerce  fills  the  purse,  she  clogs  the  brain, 
And  Amos  Cottle  strikes  the  lyre  in  vaia. 
In  him  an  author's  luckless  lot  behold, 
Coudemu'd  to  make  the  books  wiiich  once  he  sold. 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle  ! — Phcebus  I  what  a  usme 
To  fill  the  speaking  trump  of  future  fame  1 — 
Oh,  Amos  Cottle !  for  a  moment  think 
"What  menf-re  profits  spring  from  pen  and  ink  I 
When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams. 
Who  will  peruse  thy  prostituted  reams  P 
Oil,  pen  perverted  !  paper  misapplied  ! 
Had  Cottle*  still  adoru'd  the  counter's  side, 
Bent  o'er  the  desk,  or,  born  to  useful  toils. 
Been  taught  to  make  the  paper  which  he  soils, 
Plough'd,  delved,  or  plied  the  oar  with  lusty  limb. 
He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I  of  liira. 

•       As  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 
EoUs  the  huge  rock  whose  motions  ne'er  may  sleep, 
So  up  thy  hill,  ambrosial  Riehmoiid,  heaves 
Dull  Maurice'  all  his  granite  weight  of  leaves ; 
Smooth,  solid  monuments  of  mental  pain  I 
The  petrifactions  of  a  plodding  bmin, 

tThat,  ere  they  reach  tiie  top,  fall  lumbering  back  again. 
With  broken  lyre  and  cheek  serenely  pale, 
Lo  I  sad  Alcieus  wanders  down  the  vale; 

*  Ht.  Gotda,  Amos,  JcMeph,  I  don't  know  wlijch.  but  one  or  botfa,  once  wlleni  of 
uki  tli^  did  not  write,  and  now  writeni  of  IxnkB  they  ia  not  kO,  Iutb  pnMisfaed  > 
urafepUa — "Alfred,"  (poor  Alfred  I  ?ye  bna  been  nt  lum  too  II — "  Alfred,"  and 
le  "Fallof  Ounbria."  ["All  right.  I  snw  n-ma  lett«n  of  thli  fellow  (Josciili 
Mtli)  to  an  UDfortuiiate  poeteu,  whuw  ]in>dituUotui,  which  Ihe  poor  waman  bjr  no 
itami  thonght  twdIj  uf.  be  altAcked  bo  runghlj  uid  bitterly,  that  I  cuuld  hardly 
^■t  iiwiiliiiu  biin,  even  were  it  uujiut,  which  it  u  uul — for  verily  he  ii  an  an." — 
.,  1S16.] 

'  Mr.  Maorice  hath  roanufintured  the  oomponent  parts  of  a  pnnderoiiB  qiiano,  npun 
le  tientiw  of  "  lUchinoDd  Hill,"  ud  tho  like  ;— it  al»o  take*  in  a  eharming  view  of 
umhwii  Qrefn,  Hauunenuulth,  Brentford,  Old  and  New,  and  the  ports  idjswnt,— 
rbe    KcT.   Thomia   Mnnriix    wrote   "WestminEler  Abbey,"  and  o* 

Hiibifj  of  Ancient  aud  Mndera  llindoelan,"  Ilc,  and  bia  own  "  Uemoin ;  " — a  very 
muini;  aololnDgiaphy.  Be  dice!  ia  1H24,  at  his  nparlmenta  in  the  Britiall  UuwDIU) 
here  be  h*l  hem  fnr  •ome  yiuin"  awiataut  tceoer  of  MSS  J 
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Thougli  fair  they  rose,  and  might  have  bloora'd  at  laJT, 
His  hopes  have  perish'd  by  the  nortliern  blast : 
Nipp'd  in  the  bud  by  Caledonian  gales. 
His  blossoms  wither  as  the  blast  prevails ! 
O'er  his  lost  works  let  classic  Sheffield  weep ; 
May  no  rude  hand  disturb  their  early  sleep  !  * 

Yet  say !  why  should  the  bard  at  once  resign 
His  claim  to  favour  from  the  sacred  nine  ? 
For  ever  startled  by  the  mingled  howl 
Of  northern  wolves,  that  still  in  darkness  prowl ; 
A  coward  brood,  which  mangle  as  they  prey. 
By  hellish  instinct,  all  that  cross  their  way ; 
Aged  or  young,  the  living  or  the  dead. 
No  mercy  find — these  harpies'  must  be  fed. 
Why  do  the  injured  unresisting  yield 
The  calm  possession  of  their  native  field  ? 
Why  tamely  thus  before  their  fimgs  retreat, 
Nor  hunt  the  blood-hounds  back  to  Arthur's  Seat  ?* 

Health  to  immortal  Jeffrey  !  once,  in  name, 
England  coultl  boast  a  judge  almost  the  same; 
In  soul  so  like,  so  merciful,  yet  just, 
Some  think  that  Satan  has  ro>igfiM  his  trust, 
And  given  tiie  spirit  to  the  world  again. 
To  sentence  letters,  as  he  sentenced  men. 
Witli  hand  less  mighty,  but  with  heart  as  black. 
With  voice  as  willini,'  to  decree  the  rack  : 
Bred  in  the  courts  betimes,  though  all  that  law 
As  yet  hath  taugiit  him  is  to  iind  a  tlaw ; 


2  Poor  Montgomcn-,  tliou;;h  praiso*!  l.y  pvorv  KtiiiHsIi  Review,  lia«  been  bittfrh 
isvilcd  by  the  E<linbur;;h.  After  nil.  tlio  l.anl  of  SlatlirM  is  a  man  of  oo:  sideral le 
genius.  His  "Waiulerer  cf  S\\itz»riaiid  "  i.«>  \\..rtli  a  tliuusand  '*hyrioal  liaIUi^.■ 
ami  at  least  fifty  **  tl«irni(kMl  <|.ios.'' 

^  [The  late  Rev.  William  ('r..wo,  public  ..nitur  at  Oxford,  noti.vil,  in  a  M?.  cr.u>\i^, 
the  incongniity  of  these  metaphors  : — "Within  the  .-pace  «.f  thne  or  f.air  •-•  uplet*  i->- 
transforms  a  man  into  a«  many  dirbniit  animals  :  allow  him  but  tlu'  c,»n.|<iSN  .f  tlin* 
lines,  and  he  will  nHt.'imor].linso  him  fr..m  a  wolf  into  a  harpy,  and  in  thn^'  nj^rt  )■• 
will  make  him  a  blond-houjid."  On  swiun  Mr.  Crowe's  ivniarks,  Lonl  l>yr<.n  .i.s.i"' 
Mr.  Murray  to  substitute,  in  tht'ooj.y  in  his  jxissi  ssi  )n,  for  **fnllfiih  instinct"  "hrut^il 
Instinct,"  for  '*  harpitu''  '\hl, ,„:<,"  au.l  f.,r  '' hl.,.,il-hou,nW  *'  htll-hjund*:'] 

*  Arthur's  Scat ;  the  hill  N^hi-h  o\trlian-s  Kdinbur-'h. 
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Since  well  iostmctetl  in  tlie  patriot  school 
'  To  tail  at  party,  tUoiigli  a  parly  tjiolj 
Who  knows,  if  chanre  liis  patrons  should  restore 
Back  to  the  away  they  forfeited  heforCj 
His  scribbling,  toils  some  recompense  may  meet, 
And  raise  this  Daniel  to  the  judgment-seat  P* 
Let  Jeffrey's  shade  indulge  tiie  ])tous  hope. 
And  greeting  thus,  present  hira  «ith  a  rope: 
"  Heir  to  my  virtues !  man  of  equal  mind  1 
Skill'd  to  condetan  as  lo  traduee  mankind. 
This  cord  receive,  for  thee  reserved  with  care. 
To  wield  in  judgment,  and  nt  length  to  wear." 

Health  to  great  Jeffrey  !  Heaven  preserve  his  life. 

To  flourish  on  the  fertile  sliores  of  Fife, 

And  guard  it  sacred  in  its  future  wars, 

Since  authors  sometimes  seek  the  field  of  Mats  1 

Can  none  remember  tiiat  eventful  day,* 

That  ever-glorious,  almost  fatal  fray. 

When  Little's  leadless  pistol  met  his  eye,' 

And  Bow-street  myrmidons  stood  laughing  by  P 

Oh,  day  disastrous  !  on  her  Srrn-set  rock, 

Dunedin's  castle  felt  a  secret  shock ; 

Dark  roll'd  the  sympathetic  waves  of  Forth, 

Low  groan'd  tlie  startled  whirlwinds  of  the  north; 
I    Tweed  ruffled  half  his  waves  to  form  a  tear, 
I   The  otlier  half  ])iirsued  his  calm  career;' 

Arthur's  steep  summit  nodded  to  its  base. 

The  surly  Tolbooth  scarcely  kept  her  place. 

"Too  ferocioM— thji u  mcTfl  inHmity."— B.,  1816.] 

"All  Ihu  is  bad,  h«»o»  pe™onal."^B.,  1818.]  

n  18M,  lltaan.  JeBnj  and  Hoore  mel  at  Chalk- Finn.  The  duel  wu  premtod 
r  the  iateriin«im  a(  the  msgistracy  ;  and  od  eiamiDsUan.  the  btlli  of  the  tHitoli  were 
Bud  to  hkTS  aTKpotaCfd.  Thii  iDcideot  gaie  omiaiciD  to  much  waggerjr  ia  the  ilulf 
inta.  [Hr.  Hoon  ahalleDgHl  Lord  Bjtod  Fur  the  auertion  in  the  note,  nod  the 
lallenge  led  to  explautiaui  and  frimdnhip  Inatvad  o(  a  duuL  The  note  wax  then 
aaed  froia  the  fifth  ediUon,  and  anuther,  n|jproT»]  k;  Mr.  Moore,  wuput  in  ita  iilave. 
"I  am  iDfuriaed  tbut  Hr.  Moure  pnUubed  M  the  time  a  diwr^wai  uf  the  ilaU- 
BDla  in  (he  aewspajien,  aa  far  u  regarded  hiiiisf If ;  aud,  in  juticH  tu  him.  I  mmtinn 
i*  circamilaiice.  Ai  I  DCTtr  heard  uf  It  iMfure.  I  lantiat  Ktate  ths  partiCDlan,  and 
It  oa]j  mode  ao[ii3iuIcd  vrith  the  (net  very  lalelf . —NoTtmbcr  (.  ISil."] 
■The    T»eed    here   l>eh.-iv<.d    with   pp^wr   decomi  "    '  "     -    '■'" 
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The  Tolbootli  felt — for  marble  sometimes  cao. 

On  such  ocCQsious,  feel  as  much  as  man — 

The  Tolbootli  felt  defrauded  of  hia  charms. 

If  Jeffrej  died,  except  within  her  arms  :* 

Nay  last,  not  least,  on  that  portentous  jnorn, 

Tlie  sixteenth  story,  where  himself  was  bom. 

His  patrimonial  garret,  fell  to  groand. 

And  pale  Edina  shudder'd  at  the  sound : 

Strew'd  were  the  streels  around  with  milk-white  reams, 

Flow'd  all  the  Cationgnte  with  inky  streams ; 

This  of  his  candour  seem'd  the  sable  dew. 

That  of  his  valour  ahow'd  the  bloodless  Loe ; 

And  all  with  justice  deem'd  the  two  combined 

The  mingled  emblems  of  hia  mighty  mind. 

But  Caledonia's  goddess  bover'd  o'er 

The  field,  and  saved  liim  from  the  wrath  of  Moore; 

From  either  pistol  snatch'd  the  vengeful  lead, 

And  straight  restored  it  to  her  favourite's  bead; 

That  head,  with  greater  than  magnetic  pow'r. 

Caught  it,  as  Danae  caught  the  golden  sliow'r, 

And,  though  Ike  thickening  dross  will  scarce  tefine. 

Augments  its  ore,  and  is  itself  a  mine. 

"  My  son,"  she  cried,  "  ne'er  thirst  for  gore  again, 

Resign  the  pistol  and  resume  the  pen ; 

O'er  politics  and  poesy  preside. 

Boast  of  thy  country,  and  Britannia's  guide  I 

For  long  as  Albion's  heedless  sons  submit. 

Or  Scottish  taste  decides  on  English  wit, 

80  long  shall  last  thine  unmolested  leign. 

Nor  any  dare  to  take  thy  name  in  vain. 

Behold,  a  chosen  band  shall  aid  thy  phtn. 

And  own  thee  chieftain  of  Ihe  critic  clan. 

First  in  the  oat-fed  phalanx  shall  be  seen 

Tlic  Iravell'd  tlianc,  Athenian  Aberdeen.' 


Ediribnrgh).  «hkb  truJ;  H 
tw  cflmmendDd.  It  «M  to  be  np|irfticndni.  ihat  tbs  tunlij  unhupyj  mraintli  tun<* 
in  tho  Irnnt  might  lutri?  reuderril  the  rdifiee  raan  ruWma.  She  U  Mid  Vr  ta  oftb 
«i>rLer  HI,  beouM  her  delicsey  of  fHline  on  th»  d>J  vnt  tnij  feniiuiM,  tlian^  liU 


His  lordihii<  hu  been  n 
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Herbert  slinll  wiel.l  Time's  Imiiimer,' anil  sometimss. 
In  griititude,  tliuu'lt  praise  liis  ruggeJ  rliymes. 
Smug  Syciiiey '  too  thy  bitter  page  slmli  seek, 
And  classic  Uallam,'  much  reiiowii'd  fur  Greek; 
Scolt  may  perchance  his  name  and  inliuence  lend, 
And  paltry  Fillens '  shall  traduce  his  friend ; 
While  gay  Thalia's  luckless  votary,  Lambe,' 
Damn'd  like  the  devil,  deviUike  will  damn. 
Known  be  thy  name,  unbounded  be  thy  sway  ! 
Tliy  Holland's  banquets  shall  eacli  toil  repay ; 
"While  grateful  Britain  yields  the  praise  she  owea 
To  Holland's  hirelinffs  and  to  learning's  foes. 
Yet  mark  one  caution  ere  thy  next  Heview 
Spread  its  light  wiiig»  of  salfron  and  of  blue. 


mleverof  "Oell's  TDpographj  of  Truj."     [In  1832,  the  Earl  of  AIwhIm)]  pnbliibnl 
■D  "Inqnirj  into  the  I*riDciples  of  Beaut;  in  tlrecian  Archilcctare."J 

'  Ur.  Bcrbert  is  a  tmuUtor  of  loeUodio  uid  other  poetrji.  One  of  the  principnl 
piren  is  »  "Song  on  the  Becurery  of  Tbor'g  Humner  :"  the  tnosktjaii  U  b  pleasuit 
chant  in  the  Totgar  toDgoe,  and  endeth  tlina  : — 

■' Instead  of  inonc;  and  ringi,  I  wot, 
The  hammer's  hroiats  Here  her  lot. 


Thus 


He  I 


li«h.-<I. 


[The  Hon.  William  Bcrhett,  broUiHr  lo  the  Earl  of  CarDarrna 
la  1811,  "Helga."  apoem  in  aeien  cuilae.] 
'  Tlie  Kbt.  Sjdoej  Smith,  the  reputeilaathoraf  PeletPlpnley'sLetterB,  and  sundry 


<  Mr.  Bftllam  rerieired  Fajne  Knight's  "Taate,"  and  was  exneeiUn);!;  serere  on 
wme  Gifek  Tvraea  therein.  It  wai  nut  discOTered  that  the  lines  were  Pindiir's  till  tlw 
pren  renileied  it  impouiLle  to  uueel  the  critique,  which  atitl  ataniia  mi  erurliutiug 
iDosiUBeDt  uf  HalhuD'a  ingonnitj. — ffolc  addal  (o  leamil  tdi'tiuH,  The  raid  HalUm  is 
incvneed  beransa  be  i*  falaelj  accOKd,  seeing  that  be  never  dineth  at  Hultiuid  HimaB. 
If  this  be  trne,  I  am  tonj — not  for  having  laid  ao,  but  on  bia  acconat,  aa  I  undcnrtand 
bi«  loidabip's  foula  are  prefemble  to  his  compoaitioaa.  If  be  did  not  rerieB  Lord 
Holland' s  performance,  I  am  glad  ;  bnsuse  it  mnst  have  been  paintul  toread,  and  irk- 
aome  to  prsiac  it.  If  Mr.  Hallam  wilt  tell  me  who  did  reriev  il,  the  leid  name  ahall 
End*  plaee  in  the  text;  pToiidcd.  nerertbDless.  the  laid  name  be  of  too  urthi-doi 
mnaical  ijllablta,  and  will  eonie  into  the  Ttne  :  till  then,  Hnllam  miut  >tand  for  want 
'     '  [Lord  Bynin  later  did  jastice  to  Mr,  Hallam,  whoso  Rinotj  of  the  Midilla 

!allj  admired      ■" ..... 

•electfll  for  eapecial 
penpieDoua  and  impresaiTe  atjle.l 

*  I'iUana  ia  s  tutor  at  Eton.— [Mr.  Pilluii  became  afterwards  Bedor  of  the  High 
S'^iiiwi  uf  Bdinbargh.  There  waa  not,  it  ia  beliered,  the  slighteit  foundation  fol  Iha 
luariET  in  the  ti>xt.  ] 

'  The  Hon.  George  Idmbe  reriewed  "Bereafonl'a  Hiaenea,"  uidii  monover  aDtlnt 
of  I  latee  enacted  with  much  appIauH  at  the  Prior;',  Stanmore  ;  and  daiuiied  with 
gnsi  eipeditioD  at  the  late  thntre,  Curent  (Jarden,  It  woe  entitled  "  WhimlP  fir  it.  ' 
—  [The  reviewer  of  "Derraford's  Miseripa"  was  Sir  W.  Scott,  and  Jeflny  ifldefl 'Ar 
iCrinrtnr'i  GroanM.  In  IS'il,  Mr.  Ijunbe  pnblialied  a  Imiwlaljon  oi'  Catnltiia;  Md, 
in  18^2  waa  appuu-.ted  I'wler  Secrelaiy  of  Sute  f.^r  the  Home  Departmciil,  liii  eliia 
fceing  hU  brotber,  Lord  Men-Airno.      lie  died  in  IS1I3.| 
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Bennre  lest  bluiuleriiif^  Drougliam'  destroy  the  salt^ 
Turn  beef  to  baiiiiocks,  cauliflowers  to  kail." 
Thus  having  said,  the  kilted  goddess  kist 
Her  soiij  nud  vntiish'd  in  a  Scottish  miat.' 

Then  prosper,  Jeffrey  !  pertest  of  the  train 
"Whom  Scotland  pampers  with  her  fiery-grain  I 
"Whatever  blessing  vait  a  genuine  Scot, 
In  double  portion  swells  tiiy  glorious  lot; 
For  tliee  Ediiia  culls  lier  evening  sweets. 
And  showers  their  odours  on  tliy  candid  sheets, 
Whose  hue  and  fragrance  to  thy  «'ork.  adhere — 
This  scents  its  pages,  and  tiiat  gilds  its  rear.' 
Lo  !  blushing  Itcti,  coy  uymph,  enamour'd  grown, 
Forsakes  the  rest,  and  cleaves  to  thee  alone ; 
And,  too  unjust  to  other  Pictisli  men, 
Enjoys  thy  person,  and  inspires  thy  pen  I 

niustriuus  Holland  I  hard  would  be  his  lot, 
His  hirelings  mention'd,  and  himself  forgot ! ' 
Holland,  witii  Henry  Petty 'at  hia  buck, 
The  whipper-in  and  limitsman  of  tlie  pack. 
Blest  be  the  banquets  spread  at  Holland  House,* 
Where  Scotchmen  feed,  and  critics  may  carouse  I 

'  Hr.  BrnughaiQ,  in  No.  XXV.  of  tbe  SUmburgh  Review,  throngbmit  IJM  trtEcUw*' 
eeining  Dua  Pedro  de  Certill'is,  hu  iluplayed  more  politioi  thto  polk;  ;  nuuij  uf  thi 
wiinbj  Imigesseg  of  EdinhnrEh  being  so  inoensed  tt  ibe  uibmoiit  priodplM  it  ninoi^ 

M  to  have  vitbdrnwi]  tbeir  lubHripliuiu [Here  followed,  in  tbe  fitM  •dtlia).-- 

"  The  Dune  ot  this  pcrsaugge  is  pronounced  Breom  in  the  (oulJi,  bat  the  Irdlf  Mitbm 
■ud  nuncaJ  pninnncLntioD  is  Bkouoh.im,  in  two  ejllahlej;"  bat  for  tlua,  tali  & 
BubBtitalcd  in  the  wcond  edition  :~"  It  aeemi  that  Mr.  Brongbun  l>  not  ft  Pkt.  m  I 
•npposed,  bat  a  Borderer,  and  bis  nuoa  is  iironoonced  Broom,  from  Tfeol  to  Tij  :— 
•a  be  it."  The  CeibIIob  article  vu  written  bj  JeSnj,  who  nerer  had  the  ntABlhiM^ 
while  ho  lived,  to  reliers  Broogham  of  the  odinm.] 

'  I  ought  to  apologise  to  the  worthy  deitieararintrodiinng  a  new  goddeai  with  ibnt 
petticoala  to  their  notice  ;  but,  alaa  t  what  was  to  be  done  t  1  cmdd  not  Hj  0»UJoai»'« 
geniui,  It  being  well  knoim  them  ii  no  niah  genini  tu  be  found  from  CWfaaMBao  <■ 
Caithnen  ;  jet  without  nipemBtiml  agenirr,  how  wbii  Icttrej  to  be  Bved  I  T)i< 
national  "Icelpiei"  are  too  unpoetiral.  and  the  "brownita"  and  "gude  mingbbcnn* 
(ajiiriti  of  a  good  diipasltjon)  refused  to  eitricale  biin.  A  goddeaa,  Ihairfunt  hu 
been  oatled  for  the  pnrpoae  ;  and  great  ought  to  be  the  gntitode  of  Jeflraj,  ■■■•( 
it  ii  the  only  mmniunicktion  he   ever  held,   or   ie  likel;  to  hold,  vilh  MflUiC 

>  See  the  eoloar  of  the  biti^k  bindine  at  the  RdlnbitrKli  Review. 
'  ["  Bad  enough,  and  on  miitnkcn  grounds  too." — II..  ISIO.] 

>  [Lonl  llcnrjr  Tctty;— now  MaruuHsof  Ui»downo.| 

•  [In  I81»,  Lord  Bfton  dcdieated  Uie  Bride  of  Ai')-i^  tu  Lord  II..Iliud  ;  and  ■* 
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Long,  long  benentli  tijnl  liosipitablc  rouf 

Sliatl  Grub-street  dine,  U'liilc  duns  iirc  kept  uloof, 

Sefl  honest  Hallam  lay  aside  bis  fork. 

Resume  lus  pen,  review  his  lordsbip's  work. 

And,  grateful  for  the  dainties  on  bis  plate. 

Declare  bia  landlord  can  at  least  translate  I' 

Duriedin  I  view  thy  chihlreu  with  delight. 

They  write  for  food — and  feed  because  tbey  write: 

Aud  lest,  when  heated  with  the  unusual  gra[)e. 

Some  glowing  tboughts  should  to  the  pre^s  escape,  ' 

And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader's  cheek, 

My  lady  skims  the  cream  of  each  critique ; 

I3reatlie3  o'er  tlie  page  her  purity  of  soul, 

fieforma  each  error,  and  n^fiiies  the  whole.' 

Now  to  the  Drama  turn — Oh  !  motley  sight  1 
What  precious  scenes  the  wondering  eyes  invite ! 
Puns,  and  a  prince  within  a  barrel  pent,* 
And  Dibdin's  nonsense  yield  complete  content. 
Thouj^h  now,  thank  Heaven !  the  Rosciomauia's  o'er,' 
And  full-grown  actors  are  eiidui'cd  once  more ; 
Yet  wbat  avail  their  vain  attemjits  to  please, 
AVliile  British  critics  suffer  scenes  like  these ; 

find  in  hU  JonnAl  (Not.  17th}  thu  poswgt :— "I  Imre  Kid  a  iniit  kind  loiter  fri'ii 
Lord  Holluid  oa  Ihs  Bride  of  Abjrdu^  which  h«  tikea.  aud  bo  dues  Lxdr  H.  This  i« 
*ei7  good  oatBred  in  both,  frutd  vliom  1  don't  deacrvo  aoy  quarter.  Yet  I  did  tbjuk 
at  Ihv  time  tliaC  my  cause  o(  tom'ity  pcooeeded  Fruui  IlulbiDil  Houn,  and  am  |[Ud  I 
waa  imyog,  and  wish  I  had  doI  been  in  anch  a  hitriy  vilh  tliut  coufnoaded  Satire,  o( 
which  I  would  BDppreu  oven  the  m«morj  ;  but  people,  dow  tbej  can't  get  it,  make  i, 
tim,  I  verily  belioe  oat  of  coiitrudictioa."] 

*  Lord  UuUaud  hna  ttnnnlated  snine  Bpccimcns  of  Lope  de  Vega,  inierted  in  hia  life 
af  the  aothur.  Both  are  bepntined  by  bis  iluialerriltd  guesU. — ILord  Holtuid  aAer- 
vardt  pabliehed  a  aniieraalljr  admired  vrrainn  of  the  S3lh  canto  of  the  Orlaodo  Furiosi', 
in  an  appendix  to  one  of  the  Tolnmes  nf  Mr.  Stewart  Ro«e.] 

*  Certain  it  U,  her  ladjihiiiiieoBpected  of  having  diapUjed  her  malchleawit  in  the 
S^bni^  Kenev.  However  that  may  be,  we  know  bam  good  authuritj,  that  the 
maanaoipta  are  robmitted  to  her  pemaal — do  doubt,  for  oorreclJan. 

*  In  the  melo-drama  of  Tekell,  that  benuc  prince  is  clapt  into  a  boirvl  on  the  stage  ; 
•  uw  aqrlum  for  dialreised  heroes.  —  [Id  the  original  MS.  the  note  itaods  thus  :^"lii 
tbc  mdo^nma  of  TekeU,  that  heroic  prince  is  cl^it  into  a  barrel  on  the  sta^  aii'l 
Cbont  Bmrd  in  the  fortrew  brdei  himwlf  in  a  green  hoiua  built  eiprenly  tor  tliv 
oauian.  'TU  a  pity  thai  Tbeudore  II<»k,  who  is  really  a  mim  of  laleot,  abouM 
coBtne  bia  geuina  t<>  luch  paltry  piuductions  as  the  '  Foitnns,'  'Music  Mad,'  Hi. 
ke."— Tbia  eitraonUnarT  hamoritt  was  a  mere  boyat  the  date  of  Lord  Bynm'awlin  | 

■  [MasUr  Betty.  "  the  jsnog  KaaciaB,"  bad  a  little  b«fun  b«en  tiu  ran*  'ill'  Ih* 
plaj-guiug  public.] 
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Wliile  Reynolds  vents  liis  "  dammes ! "  "iroolis!"  ami 

"zoundsl"' 
And  common-place  and  common  sense  confounds  ? 
While  Kenney's  "  World  "—  ah !  where  is  Xeantfi ' 

wit?— 
Tires  the  sad  gallery,  lulls  the  listless  pitj 
And  Beaumont's  pUfer'd  Caratacli  affords 
A  tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words? ' 
Who  but  must  mourn,  while  these  are  all  the  rag^ 
The  degradation  of  our  vaunted  stage  1 
Heavens !  is  all  sense  of  shame  and  talent  gone? 
Have  we  no  living  bard  of  merit?— none  I 
Awake,  George  Colman  ! '  Cumberland,'  awaken  1 
King  the  alarum  bell  1  let  folly  quake ! 
Oh,  Sheridan  1  if  aught  can  move  thy  pen, 
I*t  Comedy  assume  her  throne  again ; 
Abjure  the  mummery  of  the  German  schoob; 
Leave  new  Pizarros  to  translating  fools; 
Give,  as  thy  last  memorial  to  the  nge. 
One  classic  drama,  and  reform  the  stage. 
Gods !  o'er  those  boards  shall  J'olly  rear  her  head. 
Where  Garrick  trod,  and  Siddons  lives  to  tread?* 
On  those  shall  I'arce  display  Uuffoon'r/s  mask. 
And  Hook  conceal  his  heroes  in  a  cnsk  ? 
Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
Trom  Cherry,  Skeffington,  and  Mother  Goose  ? 

*  All  these  urn  favonriU  eiprfsaiona  of  Mr.  Ecynolds,  wid  proininMit  in  hi*  so 
living  will  defunct. 

"  [Wi.  Kcnuey  hu  aiDci  written  mu;  euCMraAiI  dnunas.] 

■  Mr.  T.  Gheri'lsn,  the  new  inins«er  of  Druiy  Lone  tbatre,  itrii^  Um  tafttjel 
Bonituct  of  the  dialogue,  and  exhibited  Ihewvnoi  u  the  ■pecUde  of  CuseUcoKi  "M 
this  worthji  of  his  sire  t  or  nf  tiimsclf  t— (Thomu  Sheridan,  who  miiled  noeh  of  lb 
comtiTlBl  wit  of  bin  isllier  to  mAnf  amiable  qualities,  traa  aficmrda  and*  ml  nail 
paymkBter  at  tbs  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  where  be  died  in  Beptembcr,  1817,  bariaf  a 
widuw,  whoK  uoTsl  of  "Carwell"  obtaJDed  much  approbatioD,  and  ■erend  sbiUna, 
of  whom  the  Eoaourable  Mn.  Norton  waaoiie.) 

'  The  admiration  ben  implied  for  the  dnunu  of  Culnuin  wna  extended,  whm  hmi 
Byron  beciuue  persooallj  acquainted  vilb  idm,  to  hia  couTer^atieoal  hsttonr.] 

'  [Hichard  Cnmberland,    the  velt-knowD    anthor    of  the    "Vwt    ladia^" 
"Dbserrer,"  Bud  line  of  the  most  amuung  of  autulji<graphie«,  died  io  1811.1 

'  [Id  all  editions,  previons  to  the  fifth,  it  waa,  "  KemMe  lirsa  to  ttud."    Lvd  B] 
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While  Shakspearc,  Otwav,  Mjissiiiger,  forgot. 
On  stalls  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot? 
Lo !  witli  what  pomp  tlie  diiily  prints  proclaim 
The  rival  candidates  for  Atlic  fume  ! 
In  glim  array  tiiough  Lewis'  ^ipeclres  rise, 
Slill  Skeflington  and  Goose  divide  the  prize.* 
And  sum  great  SkeSirigton  must  claim  our  praise, 
For  skirtless  coats  and  skeletons  of  plays 
Ilciiown'd  alike;  wliose  genius  ne'er  confines 
Her  flight  to  garnish  Greenwood's  gay  designs ; ' 
Nor  sleeps  witli  "  Sleeping  Beauties,"  but  anon 
In  five  facetious  acts  comes  thundering  on.' 
Wjiile  poor  John  Bull,  bewilder'd  with  the  scene. 
Stares,  wondering  what  tKe  devil  it  can  mean; 
But  as  some  hands  applaud,  a  venal  few  I 
Rather  tiuin  sleep,  why  John  applauds  it  too. 

Such  are  we  now.     Ah  !  wherefore  should  we  turn 
To  what  our  fatliers  were,  unless  to  mourn  ? 
Degenerate  Britons !  are  ye  dead  to  shame, 
Or,  kind  to  dullness,  do  you  fear  to  blameP 
Well  may  tlie  nobles  of  our  present  race 
Watch  each  distortion  of  a  Naldi's  face ; 
Well  may  tliey  smile  on  Italy's  buffoons, 
And  worship  Catalaui's  panlnloons,' 
Since  their  own  drama  yields  no  fairer  trace 
Of  wit  than  puns,  of  humour  than  grimace.* 

Then  let  Ausonia,  skill'd  in  every  art 
To  soften  manners,  but  corrupt  the  heart, 


'  [Dibdiu'i  pintominu 
Bod  brongbt  mani  tliui 
tbatre.] 

'  Mr.  OreenirODd  U,  we  belien,  Kene-p&intar  to  Drnry  Lane  theatre — u  luch. 
Mr.  BkeffiDgton  i>  much  indebted  !«  him. 

'  Ur.  (■nerwardi.Sir  Lamleif]  Skeffington  is  the  illDitrionB  aQlJior  of  the  "Sliieping 
Beauty  ;  "  uid  aome  comediea,  jarticDlartj  "  Maida  and  Oachelon  :  "  fittocaUurii 
bacnla  nugia  quam  lauro  dIgnL 

'  Naldi  and  Catalani  r«qnire  little  notice  ;  for  the  visage  of  the  one.  and  the  nlary 
<A  the  other,  vill  enahle  na  loag  to  recollect  these  amneiLg  Tagsbonda.  Beaiitca,  we 
an  atill  blai^  and  blue  front  the  aqneeie  on  the  iint  uigbt  of  tite  ladj'a  apiieanniK  in 
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Pour  her  exotic  follies  o'er  tlie  town. 

To  sanction  Vice,  and  hunt  Decorum  down : 

Let  wedded  strumpets  languish  o'er  Deshayes, 

And  bless  the  promise  which  his  form  displays ; 

"While  Gayton  bounds  before  th'  enraptured  looks 

Of  hoary  marquises,  and  stripling  dukes : 

Let  high  born  lechers  eye  the  lively  Pr&le 

IVirl  her  light  limbs,  that  spurn  the  needless  veil ; 

Let  Angiolini  bare  her  breast  of  snow. 

Wave  the  white  arm,  and  point  the  pliant  toe ; 

Collini  trill  her  love-inspiring  song. 

Strain  her  fair  neck,  and  charm  the  listening  throng  I 

Whet  not  your  scythe,  suppressors  of  our  vice  ! 

Reforming  saints !  too  delicately  nice ! 

l^y  whose  decrees,  our  sinful  souls  to  save. 

No  Sunday  tankards  foam,  no  barbers  shave; 

And  beer  undrawn,  and  beards  unmown,  display 

Your  holy  reverence  for  the  Sabbath-day. 

Or  liail  at  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 
Of  vice  and  folly,  Greville  and  Argyle  !  * 
Where  yon  proud  palace.  Fashion's  hallow'd  fane. 
Spreads  wide  her  portals  for  the  motley  train. 
Behold  the  new  Petronius '  of  the  day. 
Our  arbiter  of  pleasure  and  of  play  ! 

*  To  prevent  any  blunder,  such  as  mistaking  a  street  for  a  man,  I  beg  leare  to  state, 
that  it  is  the  institution,  and  not  the  duke  of  that  name,  which  is  here  aUuded  to.  A 
gentleman,  with  whom  I  am  slightly  acquainted,  lost  in  the  Argyle  Rooms  seTenJ 
thousand  pounds  at  backgammon.*  It  is  but  justice  to  the  manager  in  this  instance  to 
say,  that  some  degree  of  disapprobation  was  manifested  :  but  why  are  the  implementi 
of  gaming  allowed  in  a  place  devoted  to  the  society  of  both  sexes  f  A  pleasant  thing 
for  the  wives  and  dau;zhters  of  those  who  are  blessed  or  cursed  with  such  connections, 
to  hear  the  billiard -bibles  rattling  in  one  room,  and  the  dice  in  another  !  That  this  ii 
the  case  I  myself  can  testify,  as  a  late  unworthy  member  of  an  institution  which  mate- 
rially affects  the  morals  of  the  higher  orders,  while  the  lower  may  not  even  move  tolh< 
sound  of  a  tabor  and  fiddle,  without  a  chance  of  indictment  for  riotous  liehaviour.— 
(Colonel  Greville  conceived  that  Lord  Byron  had  reflected  upon  his  conduct  as  manajcrr 
of  the  Argyle  institution  and  demanded  an  e\i»lanation.  The  matt^^r  was  amii^ahlv 
settle*!  by  their  mutual  friends,  though  Lord  Byron  appears  to  have  retractttl  nuu«?  yf 
his  statements.  ] 

-  Tetronius,  "Arbiter  elejrantiaruni"  to  Nero,  '*and  a  very  pretty  fellow  in  his 
day,"  JiK  Mr.  Con^'reve's  "  Old  Bachelor"  saith  of  Hannil>al. 


i»  'P. 


Txui'.     It  was  Billy  Way  who  lost  the  money.     I  knew  him,  and  w»i  a  sub* 
frci.bei  t    til;  Ar<ryU-  jit  tlie  i'unl  of  the  event."— li.,  1816.] 
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Tliere  tlie  liired  euimcli,  tlie  Hesperian  choir, 

The  melting  lute,  tlie  soft  Inscivious  \yn, 

The  song  from  Ital^,  the  step  from  France, 

Tlie  midnight  orgy,  and  tlw;  mazy  dance. 

The  smile  of  beauty,  and  the  flush  of  wine, 

Yor  fops,  fools,  gamestera,  knaves,  and  lords  combine 

Each  to  his  humour — Comus  all  allows; 

Champaign,  dice,  music,  or  your  neighbour's  9[K)U-*«. 

Talk  not  to  us,  ye  starving  sons  of  trade ! 

Of  piteous  ruin,  which  ourselves  have  made; 

III  Plenty's  sunshine  Fortune's  minions  bask. 

Nor  ihiiik  of  poverty,  except  "  en  masque,'' 

When  for  the  night  some  lately  titled  ass 

Appears  the  beggar  which  his  grandsire  was. 

The  curtain  dro}ip'd,  the  gay  burletta  o'er, 

The  audience  take  their  turn  upon  the  floor : 

Now  round  the  room  the  circling  dow'gers  sweep, 

Tfow  in  loose  waltz  the  thin-elad  daughters  leap ; 

The  first  in  lengtlien'd  line  majp-'tic  swim. 

The  last  display  the  free  unfetter'd  limb  ! 

'lliose  for  Hibernia's  lusty  sons  repair 

With  art  the  charms  which  nature  could  not  spare; 

These  after  husbanda  wing  their  eager  Right, 

Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  the  nuptial  night. 


Oil  I  blest  retreats  of  infamy  and  ease, 
Where,  all  forgotten  but  the  power  to  please, 
£ach  maid  insy  give  a  loose  to  genial  thought, 
li^h  Hwain  may  teach  new  systems,  or  be  taught : 
There  the  blithe  youngster,  just  return'd  from  Spain, 
Cuts  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling  main ; 
The  jonal  caster's  set,  and  seven's  the  nick. 
Or— done ! — a  thousand  on  the  coming  trick  I 
If,  mad  with  loss,  existence  'gins  to  tire. 
And  all  your  hope  or  itish  is  to  expire, 
Here's  Powell's  pistol  ready  for  your  life. 
And,  kinder  atiU,  two  Pagcts  for  your  wife ;' 


*  [Tlie  01 
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Fit  consummation  of  an  earthly  race 

Begun  ill  folly,  ended  in  diagrace ; 

While  none  but  menials  o'er  the  bed  of  death. 

Wash  thy  red  wounds,  or  watch  thy  waveriag  breath. 

Traduced  by  liars,  and  forgot  by  all, 

llie  mangled  victim  of  a  drunken  brawl. 

To  live  l^e  Clodius,  and  like  Talkland  ML* 

Truth !  rouse  »nme  genuine  bard,  and  guide  hia  liand 
To  drive  this  pestilence  from  out  the  land. 
E'en  I — least  thinking  of  a  thoughtless  throng. 
Just  skill'd  to  kiioir  the  right  and  choose  the  wrong, 
Freed  at  tliat  age  when  reason's  shield  is  lost, 
To  fight  my  course  through  passion's  countless  boat,* 
Whom  every  path  of  pleasure's  flow'ry  way 
Has  lured  in  turn,  and  all  have  led  astray — 
E'en  I  must  raise  my  voice,  e'en  1  must  feel 
Such  scenes,  such  men,  destroy  the  public  weal : 
Although  some  kind,  censorious  friend  will  say, 
"  What  art  thou  better,  meddhng  fool,'  than  they?" 
And  every  brother  rake  will  smile  to  see 
Tliat  nn'racle,  a  moralist  in  me. 
No  matter — when  some  bard  in  virtue  strong, 
Gifford  perchance,  shall  raise  the  chastening  song, 
Tlien  sleep  my  pen  for  ever!  and  my  voice 
fie  only  heard  to  liail  him,  and  rejoice; 
Kcjoice,  and  yield  my  feeble  praise,  though  I 
May  feel  the  lash  that  Virtue  must  apply. 

As  for  the  smaller  fry,  who  swarm  in  slioals 
From  silly  Hafiz  up  to  simple  Bowles,' 

*  I  knev  the  Isle  Lord  Faiktuid  well.  On  Sundsj  nigbt  I  beheld  bin  pnAliKC 
hie  own  Isbte,  in  all  Ihe  bonest  pride  of  huspitality  ;  on  Wtdnoda;  mataing,  allb 
o'clnck,  I  SAW  Btrelcbcd  beTore  me  all  tbM  remained  of  coonge.  feeling,  uul  m  hut  d 
|>Minaii«.  He  nni  a  gatluit  and  auHcaiful  olIiFer  :  hia  bulta  van  the  £uilu  of  a  ii^l>a, 
[thoM  of  diuiiMtiool — as  auch,  Britons  irill  forgiTs  tham.  He  die]  like  a  Inn  iiu 
m  a  belter  cauM  ;  for  bad  he  fallen  in  like  manner  on  the  deck  of  tbe  tn^ta  ta  mlak 
he  wu  jnirt  appointed,  bia  laat  momenta  would  have  been  held  up  bj  bi*  anuatijn* 
u  an  example  to  enccecding  beroca. — [Lord  Falklani)  me  killed  in  a  duel  by  Ik.  Paa*!^ 
in  IHua,  Tbooghbie  nwn  dilbcnltiee  pressed  on  bim.  I/ird  Brnui  oimtriTed  lae 
fite  banilred  poundi  to  tbe  need;  iriduw  and  ehjldran  of  hta  fKcod.] 

'  ["Yea  :  and  a  predona  cbite  tbej  led  me."— B..  IfelA.] 

•  I"  Fool  enough,  certainlj,  then,  and  a-  wiaer  elace."— B..  1819.1 
'  What  would  1-e  tbe  Motiii:riit>  of  tbe  rtnianADaenioti,  UaB*,  MoU  be  ri«  htm 
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Why  should  we  call  them  from  their  dark  abode. 

In  broad  St,  Giles's  or  in  To  tt  en  ham -road? 

Or  (since  some  mrn  of  fn?hion  nobly  dare 

To  scrawl  in  verse)  from  Bund-street  or  the  Square  P 

If  things  of  ton  tlieir  harmless  lays  indite. 

Most  wisely  doom'd  to  shun  the  public  sight, 

Wliat  harm  ?  in  spite  of  every  critic  elf. 

Sir  T.  may  read  his  stanzas  to  himself; 

Miles  Andrews'  still  liis  strength  in  couplets  try. 

And  live  in  prologues,  though  his  dramas  die. 

l^rds  too  are  bards,  such  tliiujja  at  times  befall, 

And  'tis  some  praise  in  peers  to  write  at  all. 

Vet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  sway  the  times. 

Ah!  who  would  take  their  titles  with  their  rhymes?* 

Roscommon!  ShefSeld  !  with  your  spirits  fled, 

•        No  future  laurels  deck  a  noble  head ; 
No  muse  will  cheer,  with  renovating  smile, 
Tlie  paralytic  puling  of  Carlisle.' 

•■■plenilii]  aepolehre  at  Shnrw  (where  ha  rqHisrB  with  FerdoDsi  u)d  Sadi,  tl)euri(i!t*I 
Holier  auil  CataUoi),  aoil  bebi>1d  hia  mune  usuined  b;  one  Slott  ofDromora,  ttaa 
KHJtt  impudent  and  eucrable  of  lit«TU7  roncbira  fur  ths  dailj  |irintal 

•  (Miica  Peter  Andnjw«,  many  jeaia  M.P.,  fur  Bewdley,  Colonel  of  the  Frinoe  ut 
Walti'n  Vo1uul«r»,  pinprietor  of  a  (lunfiowder  maoutictory  at  Dartford,  aathor  of 
nuRKrona  |irolagues,  epiloKuea,  and  Imra,  and  one  of  tb«  herom  of  the  Banad.  Ua 
dwi  in  1814.] 

'  [[n  the  oHgiiui]  maDOBCript  we  find  tbeK  lioea  : — ■ 
,  .  "In  Ibme,  our  limea,  wilb  daily  wondera  big, 

^^^^  A  Irttered  peer  ii  like  a  lettered  pig  ; 

^^^^  Bulb  know  their  alphabet,  but  wbi),  from  thenoa, 

^^^1  Inlera  that  peen  or  pigi  haie  mauly  senile  I 

Still  lens  that  eucb  should  woo  the  graceTul  nine  ; 
~  Parnaatui  wa«  not  made  for  lards  and  avine."] 

'  (Lord  Bjran  *ai  hera  inppCAcd  to  allade  lo  the  nerrona  diaordirr  of  Lord  Carllahk 
— "I  thank  Heaten,"  be  exclaimed,  "  I  did  not  know  it ;  anil  would  out,  eoiUd  not) 
it  I  had.  1  most  natually  be  the  hut  person  to  be  pointed  on  deFena  or  maladiea. 
He  had  origiiiall;  diemiaBcd  his  goanlian  with  a  cnmpiiRieDtarj  ronplet : — 
"On  ODe  alone  Apollo  deigns  Ia  amils 
And  otowD  a  nrw  Rotoomiaoa  in  Carlisle." 
Between  the  compnalion  and  the  printing  of  the  nitire  he  wrote  to  Lord  Carliale  inti- 
mating  that  he  sboiild  take  bis  sent  in  tbe  Hdosu  of  Lords,  aud  instead  of  offers  ot 
conBleDancc  and  civility  received  a  cold  description  of  tbe  forms  to  be  ohaerred.  To 
establish  his  claim  to  tbe  peerage  it  was  neeesssry  to  proie  a  niarrisse,  of  which  no 
proper  enlrT  eonid  be  found,  aiid  what  completed  bia  indignatioo  was  the  refuisJ  of  hia 
juardianlo  aslis^  the  Chanixllor  upon  the  subject.  LonI  fiyton's  mother  ha<l  an  anti- 
pathy for  Lord  Carlisle  which  her  Tialent  pAMioDi  rendered  mutual,  nor  wu  her  aon's 
diaracter  for  disupation  calenUleH  to  remove  a  preriuiu  prejadioe  ;  but  when  Latd 
BjTon's  yoDtb  and  need  of  gnid-ioce  are  considered,  the  advancea  he  had  made  M  liia 
gnanlian,  am)  tlie  pablic  praise  be  bail  bestowed  upon  him,  it  mast  be  wluitlfil  that 
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The  puny  sclioolboy  and  his  early  lay 

Men  pardon,  if  his  follies  pass  away ; 

But  wlio  forgives  tlie  senior's  ceaseless  verse. 

Whose  hairs  grow  hoary  as  his  rhymes  grow  worse? 

What  heterogeneous  honours  deck  the  peer  I 

Tiord,  rhymester,  petit-maltre,  and  pamphleteer !" 

So  dull  in  youth,  so  drivelling  in  his  age. 

His  scenes  alone  had  damn'd  our  sinking  stage; 

But  managers  for  ona?  cried,  "  Hold,  enough !" 

Nor  drugged  their  audience  with  the  tragic  stuff. 

Yet  at  their  judgment  let  his  lordship  laugh. 

And  case  his  volumes  in  congenial  calf; 

Yes !  doff  that  covering,  where  morocco  shines, 

And  hang  a  calf-skin  on  these  recreant  lines.* 

With  you,  ye  Druids !  rich  in  native  lead. 
Who  daily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread : 
With  vou  I  war  not :  Gifford's  heavv  hand 
Has  crushed,  without  remorse,  your  numerous  baud. 
On  "  all  the  talents"  vent  your  venal  spleen ; 
Want  is  your  plea,  let  pity  be  your  screen. 
Let  monodies  on  Fox  regale  your  crew. 
And  Melville's  Mantle*  prove  a  blanket  too ! 
One  common  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  bard, 
And,  peace  be  with  you !  'tis  your  best  reward. 
Such  damning  fame  as  Dunciads  only  give 
Could  bid  your  lines  beyond  a  morning  live ; 

the  ward  was  treated  with  culpable  neglect.  Lord  Byron,  who  long  retaiiied  a 
of  the  injury,  ended  with  regretting  the  fierce  revenge  he  had  taken,  and  dflnriaf  i 
reconciliation.  The  noble  panegyric  in  Childe  Harold  on  the  son  riehly  atoned  hr  tte 
offence  against  the  father.] 

3  The  Earl  of  Carlisle  has  lately  published  an  eighteen -penny  pamphlet  on  the  ita(« 
of  the  stage,  and  offers  his  plan  for  building  a  new  theatre.  It  is  to  be  hoped  hii 
lordship  wiU  be  permitted  to  bring  forward  anything  for  the  stage— except  his  ovi 
tragedies. 

»  "Doff  that  lion's  hide, 

And  hang  a  calf-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs.'* 

Skak,  King  John, 

Lord  Carlisle's  works,  most  Te8plendentl>  bound,  form  a  conspicuous  ornament  to  ht 
book-shelTes : — 

"  The  rest  is  all  but  leather  and  prunella.** 

[**  Wrong  also — the  provocation  was  not  sufficient  to  justify  the  acerhity."— 
B.,  1816.1 

<  "Melville's  Manila,"  a  parody  oc  "Elijah's  Mantle,"  a  poem. 
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But  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labours  clow, 
With  unmes  of  greater  note  in  blest  repo3e. 
Far  be't  from  me  uiikirnlly  lo  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa's  prose  in  niasqiteracie, 
Whose  strains,  the  faithful  echoes  of  lier  niiiidj 
Leave  wondering  comprehension  far  behind.' 
lliaugh  Crusca's  bards  no  more  our  journnla  (ill, 
Some  strollers  skirmish  round  the  columns  still ; 
Last  of  the  howling  host  which  cnce  was  Bell's, 
Matilda  snivels  yet,  and  Hafiz  yells ; 
And  Merry's  metaphors  appear  aneir, 
Chain'd  to  the  signature  of  0.  P.  Q.' 

Wlien  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a  sliiii,* 
Employs  a  pen  less  pointed  than  his  awl, 
Leaves  his  snug  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of  shoes, 
St.  Crispin  iiuits,  and  cobbles  for  the  muse. 
Heavens  !  how  the  vulgar  stare  1  how  crowds  apph 
How  ladies  rend,  and  literati  laud  I' 
If  cliance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  his  jest, 
'Tis  sheer  ilt-iiatare — don't  the  world  know  best? 


■  Tfaii  lorelr  littlii  Jesura,  tha  d>nght«r  of  tha  noted  Jew  King,  wenii  tu  Iw  «  f>i|- 
lowar  of  the  Dells  Cnuoi  achool,  kod  hu  publiahed  tvu  Tolamc*  of  tsrjr  nepKUbla 
•bcarditiei  in  rfafme,  u  [imea  go  ;  lieaidts  sandrj  dotuIi  in  thertytsorthefiraledltiiin 
of  (he  Monk,— {"Bfae  linee  msrriwl  tJie  Morning  Fiwt— uteieeeduig  good  mklcli ;  uid 
ianoxdnd— vhichiB  letter."— B..  1816.} 

•  Thoc  are  tlie  nKiialDnu  of  iKioui  worthiei  who  figore  in  the  poetinJ  depiirt- 
bntA  of  the  Iwvipapen. 

'  ||.'oiH|ih  BUckett,  the  itioenukn'.     He  died  ittSeahBio,  in  ISIO.      Hia  poenis  were 
afUrwHtdi  eullMted  bj  Pntt ;  lUid,  oddly  cnou(;h,  hia  prinoipal  latrunexa  wu  Mii« 
llilbsiik.  Iben  a  perfect  atmnger  It  Lord   Bjrva.      In  a  letter  written  b>  D»llas,  uii 
buuil  tlie  Vulagi!  tYigale,  at  acft,  iu  June  ISll.  liBny*,  — "1  aee  that  Toara and  fratt't 
pTuUig^  Blackrtt  the  cobbler.  U  dead,  in  tpitc  of  bli  rbjmea,  and  ia  probiiblj'  one  iif 
the  iuatuoea  where  death  haa  nved  a  man  rroiu  damnatiim.     Yon  were  the  rum  iif 
tbat  far  fellow  anongat  jon  ;  bad  It  not  hern  for  hia  patrant,  be  might  now  hiMt 
been  in    Terr    good  pligbt,   ahoe'    (not  Tarae-)   making  ;    bnt  yoa  bare  made  him 
iiomortnt  with  a  Tengean«  ;  who  uoold  think  that  anj  body  wonld  be  aach  a  blwk- 
head  aa  to  lia  againat  an  eiiinsa  prorerb— '  No  antur  ultra  crepidam  J ' 
rtpaat, 
4  tiia  liul.'~ 
th  a  Bcratfh   nndor  latt,   to  ahow  where  tlie  joke  lic%  t  b^  that 
1  Mlaa  Milbank  lo  hare  inacTtnl  on  the  tomb  of  her  dejiailed 
Bl«krtt."'"j 

■["Tfaiawaameant  for  poor  BLuketb  who  wi 
Byron):  "but  rJuU  I  did  not  know,  or  thia  ■ 
think,  lurt."-B.,  18111.1 
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Genius  must  guide  wben  wits  admire  tlie  rh^me. 

And  Capel  LolTt'  declares  'tis  quite  sublime. 

Hear,  then,  ye  Imppy  sons  of  needless  trade ! 

Swains !  quit  tlie  plough,  resign  the  useless  spsdi 

Lo!  Burns'  and  Blooinfield,  n;iy,  a  greater  far, 

Gifford  was  born  beneath  an  adverse  star. 

Forsook  the  labours  of  n  servile  state, 

Btemm'd  the  rude  slorm,  and  triuinph'd  over  &te: 

Then  why  no  more  ?  if  Phiebns  smiled  on  you, 

Bloomfield  !  wliy  not  on  brotlier  Nathau  tooP' 

Him  too  the  mania,  not  the  muse,  lias  scixed ; 

Not  inspiration,  but  a  mind  diseased  ; 

And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode, 

No  common  be  inclosed  without  an  ode. 

Oh  !  since  increased  refinement  deigiix  to  smiie 

On  Britain's  sons,  aud  bless  our  genial  isle. 

Let  poesy  go  forth,  pen-ade  the  whole. 

Alike  the  rustic,  and  mechanic  soul  I 

Ye  tuneful  cobblers  I  still  your  notes  jirolong. 

Compose  at  once  a  slipper  and  a  song; 

So  shall  the  fair  your  handywork  peruse. 

Your  sonnets  sure  shall  please — perhaps  your  shoes. 

May  Moorland  weavers'  boast  Pindaric  skill, 

And  tailors'  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill  I 

While  punctual  beaux  renard  the  graleful  iiotM, 

And  pay  for  poems — when  they  pay  fur  coata. 

To  the  famed  throng  now  paid  the  tribute  duc^ 
Neglected  genius!  let  me  turn  to  you. 

'  Capel  Lofft,  Biq.,  the  Mncenu  of  thcieniitkcTS,  kod  prabfc-vrita 
iiatrctuml  iCTsemcn  ;  a  kind  of  gnitu  kcconchuur  to  tbow  wbo  wisli  tu  br  detinml  <l 
rhyme,  hut  dn  not  know  hov  to  bring  forth. — {Bloomlield  ov«d  bii  linx  etkhril; 
to  tbe  notiie  of  Capel  LoSt  and  Thoma*  Hill,  Eaquirva.  vfao  reaiinmend«l  hia 
loer'a  Boj"  la  a  poblisher.  and  bj  tlieir  indaeDce  attracted  attention  H>  iu 
The  public  B^mpathj  did  not  mt  permanentJj  on  tlie  amiable  poet,  vbo 
BXtrema  poverty,  in  lS2a.] 

'  ("Bead  Bnma  to-daj.  ^That  would  he  ha^e  been  if  •  patridan I  W« 
have  had  more  polish — leu  forcB-jual  aa  niueh  Terse,  bnl  oo  immor1«lity— ■■ 
and  n  duel  or  two,  the  which  had  he  gurrivoi,  M  bii  poLttinDi  muit  tia*r  !■ 
ipiritnouB,  he  might  hare  lived  u  long  as  Sheridan,  and  oDlJiiid  ■■  tnucfc  I 
Brinnlcj."— if,  Journal,  1813.] 

'  Bee  Nathnniel  Blooioficlrl'B  ode,  eleff,  or  whatever  he  "r  any  one  «Im  (Jh 

lof  "Honington  Gm     " 


•  Vido  "HecoUivlioi 


n  the  M'xvlaiidB  I'f  ^tarTor-lnliir 
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Come  forth,  oli Campbell !  give  tliy  talents  scope; 
"Who  ilares  aspire  if  tliou  must  cense  to  liopc? 
And  thou,  melodious  Ko^ers  !  rise  at  last, 
Itecall  the  pleasing  memory  of  tlie  past ;  * 
Arise  t  let  blest  remembrance  still  inspire. 
And  strike  to  wonted  tones  thy  hallow'd  lyrej 
Restore  Apollo  to  bia  vacant  throne. 
Assert  thy  country's  honour  and  thine  own. 
What !  must  deserted  Poesy  still  weep 
Where  her  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowper  sleep  ? 
Unless,  perchance,  from  his  cold  bier  she  turns, 
To  deck  tlic  turf  that  wrajis  her  minstrel,  Burns ! 
Nol  thougli  contempt  hath  mark'd  the  spurious  brood, 
The  race  who  rhyme  from  folly,  or  for  food. 
Yet  still  some  genuine  sons  'tis  bers  to  boost, 
Who,  least  affecting,  still  affect  the  most : 
Feel  03  they  write,  and  writ*  but  as  tliey  feel- 
Bear  witness  Girt'ord,'  Sotheby,*  Maeneil.' 

"  Why  sluiabers  Gifford  ? "  once  was  aak'd  in  vain  ; 
Why  slumbers  GifforU  ?  let  us  ask  again.' 

*  II  vonlJ  be  mperiluouB  to  rec&ll  la  the  mind  of  the  rouler  tixe  antliorB  of  "  Tiie 
Ftounrea  of  Hemory  "  ami  "Tbe  Fl^uuree  of  Hope,"  the  lumt  beautirul  diJacti] 
luenia  in  out  Uuiguage,  if  wc  except  Pope's  "BHiay  on  Man  ;"  but  no  Dwiy  poolmter 
haie  itarled  np,  that  even  Ibe  naum  of  CanipLell  uid  Uogera  are  become  alrauge. — 
[BcDcatli  thi*  note  Lord  Byron  Bcribbleil,  Id  ISIU,— 

^^  "  Frettj  Mi«B  Jaqneline 

^^^H  Had  a  no.-e  A^iuiliueT 

^^H  And  would  aiasrt  rude 

^^^  ThingB  of  Miu  Gertrude, 

-  While  Mr.  Mnjinioii 

Led  »  great  arm  j  on. 
Making  Kebnma  l.-ok 
Like  B  Hf.ve  Mnnieluke." 
"I  hare  been  Tcading,"  rays  Lord  Byroo,   in  1813,    "  Memorr  again,   and  Hope 
together,  and  retain  all  my  prefereDM  of  the  fommr.      His  eleganee  ii  really  vuoder- 
fill — there  is  no  meh  a  thing  aa  a  Tulgar  line  in  hiB  book."  In  the  annslatioua  of  181  d, 
Lord  Byron  ramarki,    "  Regan  hag  not  fdlBlled  the  promkM  of  hii  first  poemi,  bat 
haa  (till  tery  great  merit.  "J 

*  Oiflurd,  author  of  the  Baviad  uid  MxTiad,  the  first  utina  of  the  day,  and 
tnnaUtor  of  Javenat. 

*  Sotheby,  traulatDt  ofWieland'i  Oberuo  and  Virgil's  QeOTffa,  and  author  of 
"Saat,"  an  eple  poem. 

'  Miumeil.  «bo«  pooma  are  dieeryedly  popnlar,  particularly  "Scollaiid's  Scaith," 
and  the  "Vfaei  of  War,"  of  which  ten  I1>ou3:l:iJ  eupi™  wen)  eolil  in  one  moulh.— 
[Hector  Mameil  died  in  1SIS.| 

*  Itr.  Uiffonl  promiiw^l  pnhlidy  that  llie  Bsviail  and  Mcevial  ihoiild  uul  b<  his  laat 


^^  been 
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Are  tliere  no  follies  fol"  liis  pen  to  piirtre  ? 

Are  there  no  fooU  wlios*  backs  ileinuitil  the  scourge  f 

Are  there  iio  siiis  for  satire's  hard  to  greet  ? 

Stalks  not  gigantic  Vice  in  everv  street? 

Shall  peers  or  princes  tread  pollution's  path, 

And  'scape  alike  the  laws  and  muse's  wrath? 

Nor  blaze  witli  guilty  glare  through  future  time, 

Eternal  beacons  of  consummate  crime  ? 

Arouse  thcc,  Gifford  1  be  thy  promise  dum'd. 

Make  bad  men  better,  or  at  least  asliamed. 

Unhappy  White  !*  while  life  wns  in  it*  sprinp. 
And  tliy  young  muse  juat  waved  her  joyous  wing. 
The  spoiler  swept  that  soaring  lyre  a«ay, 
'Which  ebe  had  sounded  an  immorlnl  lay. 
Oh  I  what  D  noble  lieart  was  here  undoiiR, 
Wlien  Science'  self  destroy'd  her  favourite  son  I 
Yes,  she  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit, 
She  sow'd  the  seeds,  but  deatli  has  reap'd  the  fniiL 
'Twas  thine  own  genius  gave  the  final  blow. 
And  help'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid  thee  low : 
So  the  struck  eagle,  stret^h'd  upon  the  plain, 
No  more  through  rolling  clouds  to  soar  again, 

origiiuJ  works  :  Ut  bim  remember,  "  Mox  in  relart(inl«9  ilnwon™." — lit  w«<  tkw"! 
and  Prere,  in  their  nuuiterl)'  poem  it  "New  Morslity"  in  the  Anli-JMuhin,  rtu ^ 
pieoeileil  Lord  Ityron  in  the  Hnttering  interrDgatJOD  of  Mr.  GiSaid. 
"  Ah  I  where  is  now  thjit  premise  1  wh;  •»  long 
Sleep  the  keen  ehi^  of  attin  and  of  »>ng  I" 
A  few  monthB  nflcr  the  kppear>Dce  of  "  Engliah  Bard*"  Hr.  ffiSord  Icaol  tW 
editor  of  the  Qowterlj  Renew, — which  theaeeforth  ooonpiod  mort  af  hiitiuc.] 

•  HeniT  Kirke  While  died  M  Cambridne,  in  Ortober  ISM.  in  ainKqiwiwe of  »* 
ninch  exertion  in  the  punnit  of  studiw  that  would  havenuttored*  DilnJ  which  Ja"" 
nnd  porerty  coald  not  impair,  imd  whidi  death  iliclf  datrojed  rather  tliau  laUo^ 
His  poems  abonnd  in  soch  heautin  ai  mnst  improe  the  reader  w  ilh  the  lii'l'^ 
regret  that  ao  short  a  period  vat  allotted  to  talents,  whiell  would  have  dijniified  <"* 
the  sacred  functions  hs  waa  deatinedto  asauuio. — [In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Iiallaa.  m  !'"< 
Lord  Byron  aajs, — '■  I  am  10117  T^u  don't  like  HiUTf  VThJIe  ;  with  a  Kirat  M  ^ 
cant,  which  in  him  wu  sincers  (indeed  it  kiUed  him,  u  jou  killnl  Joe  BUtkU'- 
n'rtee  there  is  po«f  and  genius.  I  don't  nj  this  on  amount  of  mj  nmilf  u' 
thymes ;  hnt  eurelj  be  was  beyond  alt  ths  RloumeehU  ud  Blacknta,  wH  1^ 
colhtteiol  oobblen,  whom  LoOt  and  Pratt  bava  or  msj'  kidnap  fn<m  tbsr  oalliit  n*" 
the  serriee  of  the  trade.  Suttiug  aaide  binotrj,  bemnl;  lanksneit  to  Cknllirti*.  b* 
■atoniihing  how  little  be  waa  known  ;  au>i  at  CamhridKe  no  one  thon^ht  or  beOll  <' 
such  a  man  (ill  hii  death  rendereil  nil  notices  oieleH.  For  mjr  put.  t  shooU  Wa 
bnii  moat  proud  of  loeb  an  acqiinJnUuce  :  hii  rery  prejuillcea  veiv  respcetible.*] 
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View'd  his  own  feather  oc  the  fatiil  dart,' 
And  witig'd  the  shaft  that  r[uiver'd  in  his  heart ; 
Keen  were  hia  patigs,  but  keener  far  to  feel 
He  nnrsed  the  pinion  which  impell'd  the  steel; 
Wliile  the  same  plumage  that  had  warm'd  his  nest 
Drank  the  last  life-drop  of  his  bleeding  breast. 

There  ba  who  say,  in  tliese  enJightenM  days. 
That  splendid  lies  are  all  the  poet's  pntise; 
That  strain'd  invention,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Alone  imjieU  the  modem  bard  to  aiiig: 
'Tia  true,  that  all  who  rhyme^nay,  all  who  write. 
Shrink  from  that  fatal  word  to  genius — trite  ; 
Yet  Truth  sometimes  will  lend  her  noblest  fires. 
And  decorate  the  verse  herself  inspires  : 
This  fact  in  Virtue's  name  let  Crabbe'  attest ; 
Though  nature's  sternest  p;iinler,  yet  the  best. 

And  here  let  Shee'  and  Genius  find  a  place, 
Whose  pen  and  pencil  yield  an  equal  grace ; 
To  guide  whose  hand  the  sister  arts  combine, 
And  trace  the  poet's  or  tlie  painter's  line; 
Whose  magic  touch  can  bid  the  canvas  glow. 
Or  pour  the  easy  rhyme's  harmonious  flow  ; 
Wliile  honours,  doubly  merited,  attend 
The  poet's  rival,  but  the  (winter's  friend. 

Blest  is  the  Juan  n'liu  dare.i  approacli  the  bower 
Where  dwelt  the  muses  at  their  natal  hour; 
Vi  hose  steps  have  press'd,  whose  eye  has  mark'd  afar. 
The  clime  that  nursed  the  sons  of  song  and  war. 
The  scenes  which  glory  still  must  hover  o'er, 
I    Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Acliaian  shore. 

["Ttuit  nglv'a  fsK  iind  mine  «re  ntir>, 

Which  DD  iLfr  shaft  Uint  mute  Hm  die, 
Bipied  %  fe&thcr  of  hia  uwn 

Wherewith  he  wont  to  Bo»r  on  high."— W*i.lBft.] 
I  cODiidLT  Cnibbe  nnd  Coleridge  i 
lioB."— R,  ISlB-l 
r.  Shee,  [anerwardi  rreaideut  of  I 


.  the  first  uf  Oiete  timoi,   in  point  of  povat 
e  Ruy^d  Aoadem;,]  >uthnr  of  "  Bhfmea  <ib 


^ 
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Bui  doubly  blest  i:?  he  whose  heart  expands 
With  hallow'd  feelings  for  those  classic  lands; 
Who  rends  the  veil  of  ages  long  gone  by. 
And  views  their  remnants  with  a  poet's  eye ! 
Wright !  *  'twas  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  view 
Those  shores  of  glory,  and  to  sing  them  too ; 
And  sure  no  common  muse  inspired  thy  pen 
To  hail  the  land  of  gods  and  godlike  men. 

And  you,  associate  bards !  •  who  snatch'd  to  light 
Those  gems  too  long  withheld  from  modem  sigiit ; 
Whose  mingling  taste  combined  to  cull  the  wreath 
Where  attic  flowers  Aonian  odours  breathe. 
And  all  their  renovated  fragrance  flung. 
To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  native  tongue ; 
Now  let  those  minds,  that  nobly  could  transfuse 
The  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse. 
Though  soft  the  echo,  scorn  a  borrowM  tone  : 
liesign  Achaia's  lyre,  and  strike  your  own. 

Let  these,  or  such  as  these,  with  just  applause. 
Restore  the  nmse's  violated  laws; 
But  not  in  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  chime. 
That  mighty  master  of  unmeaning  rhyme. 
Whose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adorn'd  than  clear, 
The  eye  delighted,  but  fatiL^ued  the  ear ; 
In  show  the  simple  lyre  could  once  surpass. 
But  now,  worn  down,  appear  in  native  brass; 
While  all  his  train  of  hovering  sylphs  around 
Evaporate  in  similes  and  sound  : 
Him  let  them  shun,  with  him  let  tinsel  die  : 
False  glare  attracts,  but  more  oti'ends  the  eye.* 

*  WalU-r  R«k1wi11  Wright,  late  consul -general  for  the  S<'ven  IslaDila,  is  author  oft 
?ery  beautiful  poem,  just  publishe«l  :  it  is  entitle*!  *'  Honi'  lonicae,"  and  is  t!eMTipu»« 
of  the  isles  and  the  adjacent  coast  of(ireecc.  [Mr.  Writiht  was  a  friend  of  Mr. 
Dallas,  who  probjibly  rt-comiufuded  the  *'  llone  lonicui"  to  the  fav«.-ur  of  Li^rd 
Byron.] 

•  The  translators  of  the  Antlioloj:}',  Bland  and  MerivaK\  have  since  publi*!"-' 
•jeparate  ]X)euis,  which  evince  genius  that  only  re<iuire!i  op]x)rtunity  to  aiu»u 
eminence. 

^  The  negl'»ct  of  the  **H<ttani<'  Garden"  ia  some  proof  of  retumiDg  tA!»te.  Tb« 
fcenery  is  it-*  sole  reconiuieidatiou. 
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Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  Wordswortli  stoop. 
The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group, 
Wliose  verse,  of  all  but  cliihlisli  proltte  void. 
Seems  blessed  hitrinotiy  to  Lmnb  and  Lloyd :' 
Let  them— but  hold,  my  muae,  nor  dure  to  teach 
A  strain  far,  far  beyond  tliy  humble  rcucli : 
The  native  genius  with  tlieir  being  given 
Will  point  the  path,  mid  peal  tlii-ir  notes  to  heaven, 

And  thou,  too,  Scott !'  resign  to  minstrels  rude 
The  wilder  slogan  of  a  border  feud  : 
Let  others  spin  their  meagre  Hues  for  liire ; 
Knougb  for  genius,  if  itself  inajiire ! 
Let  Soutiiey  sing,  although  his  teeming  muse, 
Prolific  every  spring,  be  too  profuse  ; 
Jjet  simple  Wordsuortli*  cbime  his  childish  verse. 
And  brother  Coleridge  lull  the  babe  at  nurse; 
J^t  spectre- mo iigering  Lewis  aim,  at  mosi, 
'I'o  rouse  the  gallericti,  or  to  raise  a  ghost ; 
Let  Moore  still  sigh;  let  Strangford  sleul  from  Moore, 
And  svear  that  Camoens  sung  such  notes  n(  yore ; 
Irft  Hayley  liobble  on,  Monlgomery  mvc. 
And  godly  Orahame  chant  a  stupid  stave; 
Let  sonneterririg  Bowles  his  strains  refine. 
And  wbine  and  whimper  to  the  fuurtevnth  line  j 
Let  Slott,  Carlisle,'  Mutilda,  and  tJie  rest 
Of  Grub  Stn^et,  and  of  Grosvenor  Pkce  the  best. 


T  Henn.  Lnuib  uid  Llayd.  lh«  mntt  ign 
1798,  Chirles  Lmnb  ud  Charle"  Lloyd  pub 
"PucmaiDBliuk  Yene,"} 

*  fi;  Uie  bj'e,  1  bo|-e  lliiit  m  Ur.  Scntl'a  next  poent,  hi<i  hero  or  biiroins  wilt  be 
turn  ujdii.'ted  to  "  Ommu'je,"  and  more  to  gruioiuBr,  thnu  lbs  Liid;  of  the  !«;  aod 
her  bnio.  ff  illiun  of  Dtlunlue 

•  ["tTnjiBl."— B.,  1816.] 

'  It  aiij  be  uked,  wh;  I  havf  cemand  tbe  Earl  of  Carlisle,  mj  giurdian  uid 
nl*ti*«,  lu  wbiDi  1  dedkated  ft  volanie  of  puerile  poems  &  few  yean  ego  I — The 
laftrdianihip  wu  nominal,  M  leut  ai  far  ai  I  have  been  able  to  diicorer  ;  the  lela- 
^nihip  I  ournot  help,  and  am  very  sony  fiT  it ;  bat  ai  bis  lnrdihip  aeemed  to  forget 
H  Da  a  rerj  esHntial  Hnuuoa  to  me,  1  «bat1  not  bnnlen  my  memorj  vith  Ibe  recol' 
leetion.  I  do  not  tbiok  that  pcitonal  difference'  aaurtion  the  anjnit  eunilemnation  of 
•  brother  snibbler  ;  bnt  I  tee  no  nrann  vby  they  thmU  aet  n>  a  prOTenliie,  when 
ibe  author,  noble  or  ignoble,  hu.  for  a  Hrite  of  yeaca,  beguiled  a  "diBooming  publio" 
nenla  have  itl  with  diyere  reanu  of  mort  orlhodni,  imjietial  non- 
do  Dot  «tep  aside  ia  vitupenit«  the  earl  :  no — hir  vorki  rame  fairly 
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Scrawl  on,  'till  death  release  us  from  the  strain. 
Or  Common  Sense  assert  her  rights  again. 
But  thou,  with  .powers  that  mock  the  aid  of  praiae^ 
Shouldst  leave  to  humbler  bards  ignoble  lays : 
Thy  country's  voice,  the  voice  of  all  the  nine. 
Demand  a  hallowed  harp — that  harp  is  thine. 
Say  !  will  not  Caledonia's  annals  yield 
The  glorious  record  of  some  nobler  field. 
Than  the  vile  foray  of  a  plundering  clan. 
Whose  proudest  deeds  disgrace  the  name  of  man  ? 
Or  Marmion's  acts  of  darkness,  fitter  food 
For  Sherwood's  outlaw  tales  of  Robin  Hood  ? 
Scotland !  still  proudly  claim  thy  native  bard. 
And  be  thy  praise  his  first,  his  best  reward ! 
Yet  not  with  thee  alone  his  name  should  live. 
But  own  the  va^t  renown  a  world  can  give ; 
Be  known,  perchance,  when  Albion  is  no  more. 
And  tell  the  tale  of  what  she  was  before ; 
To  future  times  her  faded  fame  recall. 
And  save  her  glory,  though  his  country  full. 

Yet  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet's  hope. 
To  conquer  ages,  and  with  time  to  cope? 
New  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations  rise. 
And  other  victors  fill  tlu^  applauding  skies  ; 
A  few  brief  scenerations  fleet  alonsr. 
Whose  sons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song: 
E'en  now,  what  once-loved  minstrels  scarce  inav  claim 
The  transient  mention  of  a  dubious  name  ! 

•n  review  with  those  of  other  patrinian  literati.  If,  before  I  esca|ieJ  from  mr  teeu 
I  said  anything  in  favour  of  IiIh  lordship's  paper  books,  it  was  in  the  way  of  dotiftil 
dedication,  and  more  from  the  advice  of  others  than  my  own  judgment,  and  I  »«* 
the  first  opportunity  of  pronouncing  my  sincere  recantation.  I  have  heard  that  »)«« 
persons  conceive  me  to  be  under  nbligations  to  Lord  Carlisle  :  if  so,  I  shall  be  mo** 
particularly  happy  to  learn  what  they  are,  and  when  conferred,  that  they  may  be  duly 
appreciated  and  publicly  a^-k no wl edged.  What  I  have  humbly  advanced  u  »n 
opinion  on  his  printed  things,  I  am  prepare<l  to  support,  if  necessary,  by  qaoiati«xu> 
from  elegies,  eulogies,  odes,  ei)is()de.s,  and  certain  facetious  and  dainty  tragedies  bearing 
his  name  and  mark  : — 

**  What  can  ennoble  knaves,  or  fools,  or  cowards  ? 
Alas  !  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards." 

So  says  Pope.  Amen  ! — ["Much  too  savage,  whatever  the  foundation  might  be.**— 
11,  181«.] 
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'Wlitn  fniiie'»  loud  trump  liaLh  blown  its  iiubltwt  blasi. 
Though  long  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at  kal ; 
And  glory,  like  the  phcenk*  iuid:^t  her  fire*, 
Exhales  her  odours,  blazes,  &nd  expires. 


Sliall  hoary  Granta  call  her  sable  sons. 
Expert  ill  science,  more  expert  at  puns? 
Sh.-iU  these  approach  the  muse  ?  ah,  no  I  she  Hies, 
Even  from  the  templing  ore  of  Beaton's  prize  ; 
Though  printers  condescend  the  press  to  soil 
With  rhyme  by  lloart-,'  and  epic  blank  by  Ilojie:' 
Not  biin  whose  page,  if  still  upheld  by  wlilst, 
Itequires  uo  sacred  theme  to  bid  us  list.* 
Tf  e !  who  in  Granta's  honours  would  surpass, 
Must  mount  her  Pegasus,  a  full-grown  ass; 
A  foal  welt  worthy  of  her  ancient  dam,         , 
Whose  Helicon  is  duller  tlian  her  Cam. 


I 


There  Clarke,  still  striving  piteously  "  to  please," 
Forgetting  doggerel  leads  not  to  degrees, 
A  would-be  satirist,  a  liired  buifoon, 
A  monthly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon,* 
Coudemii'd  to  drudge,  the  meanest  of  the  mean. 
And  fuibisli  falsehoods  for  a  uingaxine. 
Devotes  to  scandal  his  congeiiinl  miud ; 
Himself  a  living  libel  on  mankind.' 


le  it  there r'-B,,  IBlfl.] 

io  1SU3,  the  "ShlpwiKkof  St.  Paul," 

>  tliirtHiB  bouki,   mid 


-    *  ["  The  deril  take  Chat  phienii  I 

'  [The  Re*.  Chkrla  Jamee  Eeaca  pi 
t,  StatonUn  ptile  poem,  ] 

'  [ThflUer.  Chnrln  Uojile,  author  of  "EioduB,"  ui  epu  ii 
KTenil  uther  Seatuaiui  iiriie  poema,} 

'  Tha"Giiiae«  uf  Itoyle,"  Hi'll  koown  to  the  lotarieiofwhist,  cheu,  Jic.  &»  not 
tu  be  ntponedinl  li;  the  vsgarim  uf  hia  pwtickl  nameuke,  whom  luem  Gomptleed,  an 
axi-n—ly  Mat«l  in  the  adTertiaemeat.  all  the  "plagues  of  Bgjpt." 

■  ["  Right  enuu^ih  :  tlua  waa  well  deserved,  and  well  laid  ou."—B..  ISIS.] 

^  Tbi*  peiwn,  vhu  hai  latelf  betrajred  the  mutt  ratnd  ajniplfliue  of  oonfimied 
auUwnliip,  ii  writer  of  a  pocio  deaotoinate'l  the  "  Art  of  Pleuing,"  aa  "  Idcui  a  ooa 
tobodo,"  <Mitaiiiin;  little  pleaauitry  and  lew  poetrjr.  He  also  acta  u  diduUiIi 
etipendiarT  and  collector  u!  caluniniFt  for  the  "SatiriA"  If  thia  nnfiirtnnate  vduuj 
man  wmild  exrhange  the  nuguiaea  for  Uie  inatheioatlca,  and  endeaionr  to  taka  a 
ileoeal  de;rae  in  hit  univerdtT.  it  might  eiealuajlr  prove  more  serriceable  thaji  hia 
l^rewulialu?.— {Mr.  Hewaon  OUrkt  was  als"  the  aulhoror  "The  SauutunT,"  oud  ■ 
"IlUturjof  IbeL'aniiiBit-D  In  Ku.-fi.t.**l 
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Oh !  dark  asylum  of  a  Vandal  race  !  • 
At  once  the  boast  of  learning,  and  disgrace ! 
So  lost  to  Phcebus,  that  nor  Hodgson's  *  verse 
Can  make  thee  better,  nor  poor  Hewson's  *  worse. 
But  where  fair  Isis  rolls  her  purer  wave. 
The  partial  muse  delighted  loves  to  lave; 
On  her  green  banks  a  greener  wreath  she  wove. 
To  crown  the  bards  that  haunt  her  classic  grove ; 
Where  Richards  wakes  a  genuine  poet's  fires. 
And  modern  Britons  glory  in  their  sires.* 

For  me,  who,  thus  unask'd,  have  dared  to  tell 
My  country,  what  her  sons  should  know  too  well. 
Zeal  for  her  honour  bade  me  here  engage 
The  host  of  idiots  that  infest  her  age ; 
No  just  applause  her  honoured  name  shall  lose. 
As  first  in  freedom,  dearest  to  the  muse. 
Oh !  would  thy  bards  but  emulate  thy  fame. 
And  rise  more  worthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name! 
What  Athens  was  in  science,  Rome  in  power. 
What  Tyre  appeared  in  her  meridian  hour, 
'Tis  tliinc  nt  once,  fair  Albion  !  to  have  been — 
Earth's  chief  dictatress,  ocean's  lovely  queen  : 
But  Rome  dccay'd,  and  Athens  strcw'd  the  plain. 
And  Tyre's  proud  piers  lie  shatter'd  in  the  main ; 
Like  those,  thy  strength  may  sink,  in  ruin  hurl'd. 
And  Britain  fall,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 
But  let  me  cease,  and  dread  Cassandra's  fate. 
With  warning  ever  scoff'd  at,  till  too  late ; 

"  "  Into  Cambridgcehirc  tlie  Emperor  Prolms  transjwrted  %  coiiai4enble  lody  ol 
Vandals." — Gibbon's  Decline  and  Fall,  vol.  ii.,  {».  83.  There  ia  no  reaaon  to  doabi 
the  truth  of  this  assertion  ;  the  breed  is  still  iu  high  perfection. 

*  This  gentleman's  name  requires  no  praise :  the  man  who  in  translation  dlsplaji 
iiTiquestionable  genius  may  be  well  exi)ecte<l  to  excel  in  original  oompusition,  of  vhioh, 
it  is  to  be  hoped,  we  bhall  soon  see  a  splendid  specimen. — [Besides  a  translation  oi 
Juvenal,  Mr.  Hodgson  has  published  "Lady  Jane  Grey,"  ** Sir  Edgar,"  and  **Thr 
Friends,'*  a  poem  in  four  books.  He  also  tmnslated,  in  conjunction  with  Dr.  Bntlcr, 
Lucien  Bonaparte's  unreadable  epic  of  "  Clinrlemagnc.'*] 

'  HewKou  Clarke,  //j'7.,  as  it  is  written. 

*  The  '*AlM)riginal  Britons,"  an  excellent  p<K'm,  by  Richards.  [The  Rer.  Georp 
Richards,  D.  D.,  has  also  sent  from  the  press  ' '  Songs  of  the  Alwriginal  Barda  of  Briton,' 
"  Mo<lern  France,"  two  Vflunies  of  Miscellaneous  Poems,  and  Bampton  Lectures  "th 
the  l)ivinc  (.)rigin  of  Pr(>j)lury.''J 
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To  themes  less  lofty  still  mj  lay  confine. 
And  urge  thy  bards  to  gain  a  name  lii<e  ttitne.* 

Then,  hapless  Britain  !  be  thy  rultirs  bles*:, 
Tlie  senate's  oracles,  the  people's  jest ! 
Still  hear  thy  motley  orators  dispense 
The  flowers  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  sense. 
While  Curming's  colleagues  hate  him  for  his  wit, 
And  old  dame  Portland*  fills  the  placp  of  Pitt. 

Yet  once  ngaiii,  adieu !  ere  this  the  sail 
That  vrafts  me  hence  is  shivering  in  the  gale; 
And  Afric's  coast  and  Caljre's  adverse  height. 
And  Stamboul's  minnrets  must  greet  my  sight: 
Thence  slmll  I  stray  through  beauty's  native  clime,' 
Where  Kaff*  is  cUd  in  rocks,  and  crown'd  with  snon'S 

sublime. 
But  should  I  back  return,  no  tempting  press' 
Shall  drag  my  Journal  from  the  desk's  recess; 
Let  coxcombs,  printing  as  they  come  from  far, 
Snatch  his  own  wreatli  of  ridicule  from  Carr; 
Let  Aberdeen  and  Elgin'  still  pursue 
The  shade  of  fame  through  regions  of  virfil ; 
Waste  useless  thousands  on  their  Phidiaii  freaks. 
Misshapen  monuments  and  maim'd  antiques ; 
And  make  their  grand  saloons  a  general  mart 
For  all  the  mutilated  blocks  of  art : 

*  [With  tbis  verm  tbe  ntire  originiillj  ended.] 

*  A  friend  of  miua  being  wked,  wh;  tui  linu  of  Fortlud  wm  likened  la  u  oU 
wDsum  I  repled,  "  he  mppoecd  it  wu  bccaase  be  wu  past  bmnog." — Hia  Gnoe  j 
now  gatbend  to  his  gnodmathen,  vbere  be  aWpa  u  saiind  u  ersr  ;  but  ei 
ileep  wu  betlit  tbsu  his  colleAgues'  wakiog.     ISll. 

'  Georgia. 

^  [Theae  funr  linee  QrigiaiUl j  stooil,  — 

"  But  ebonld  I  buck  ri'tura,  no  lelter'd  »»gB 
Sball  drag  my  cciinmon-plttoe  book  on  tbe  etsge  ; 
Let  Tain  Valentin*  rival  Incklen  Carr, 
And  eqaa]  him  vhode  work  he  longLt  to  niiJT."J 

*  Lord  Elpn  would  fain  peisoide  ia  that  ail  the  flgares.  with  auj  wilbont  an 
kit  Urmttiuip,  are  the  work  of  Ffaidiae  I      "Oedat  Jndu-ai  I" 
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Of  Dardan  tours  let  dilettanti  tell, 
I  leave  topography  to  rapid*  Gell  ;* 
And,  quite  content,  no  more  shall  interpose 
To  stun  the  public  ear — at  least  with  prose.* 

Thus  far  Tve  held  my  undisturVd  career. 
Prepared  for  rancour,  steel'd  'gainst  selfish  fear; 
This  thing  of  rhyme  I  ne'er  disdaiuM  to  own — 
Though  not  obtrusive,  yet  not  quite  unknown : 
My  voice  was  heard  again,  though  not  so  loud. 
My  page,  though  nameless,  never  disavowed ; 
And  now  at  once  I  tear  the  veil  away  : — 
Cheer  on  the  pack !  the  quarry  stands  at  bay, 
Uuscared  by  all  the  din  of  Melbourne  house,* 
By  Lambe's  resentment,  or  by  Holland's  spouse. 
By  Jeffrey's  harmless  pistol,  Hal  lam's  rage, 
Edina's  brawny  sons  and  brimstone  page. 
Our  men  in  buckram  shall  have  blows  enough. 
And  feel  they  too  are  "penetrable  stuff:" 
And  though  I  hope  not  hence  unscathed  to  go. 
Who  conquers  me  sliall  find  a  stubborn  foe. 


*  [The  e]»itlict  in  the  original  MS.  was  "coxcomb,"  but  becoming  nccjuniuteil  witb 
Gell  while  the  satiie  was  in  the  press,  Lord  Byron  change<l  it  to  **  ohissic.*'  In  ibt 
fifth  e<liti()U  he  altered  it  to  "rapid,"  and  appended  this  note  : — *'  *  Rapid,'  indt^l ' 
He  topographined  and  tyi>  -jn-aphistd  King  Priam's  dominions  in  three  days  1  I  i-allt^l 
him  'classic '  before  I  saw  the  Tro;\d,  but  since  have  learueii  better  than  to  tack  U.»  his 
name  what  don't  Udong  to  it."] 

*  Mr.  Gell's  Toj)ography  of  Trey  and  Ithaca  cannot  fail  to  ensure  the  ap]>r<'l«tiuo  »>f 
every  man  j)os}<e8-;e<i  cf  clai*sicMl  taste,  as  well  for  the  information  Mr.  Gell  coiivi-v*  to 
the  mind  of  the  reader,  as  for  the  ability  and  n  search  the  respective  works  dispUiy.— 
[**  Since  seeing  the  plain  of  Troy,  my  opiniims  are  somewhat  ch&ngel  as  to  tht?  ali^re 
not-e.  Gell's  survey  was  hasty  and  superficial." — B.,  1816.  Shortly  after  his  return 
from  Greece,  in  ISll,  Lord  Byn)n  wrote  a  critique  on  Sir  William  Gell's  works  for  tlw 
Monthly  Ileview.] 

^  [Lord  Byron  set  out  on  his  travels  with  the  determination  to  keep  no  journal.] 

*  ["Singular  enough,  and  t/t»  enough,  God  knows." — B.,  1816.] 


Mr.  Dubois's  satire  preventetl  his  purchase  of  the  "Stranger  in  Ireland." — Oh,  fie,  n»y 
loni !  has  your  lordship  no  more  feeling  for  a  fellow -tourist  ? — but  "two  of  a  trade," 
they  say,  &c.  [From  the  many  tours  he  made,  Sir  John  was  called  "The  Jauntinp 
Car."  A  wicked  wit  having  severely  lashed  him  in  a  publication  calU><l  "My  Pivkft 
Book;  or,  Hints  for  a  Ryi:ht  Merrie  and  Conceited  Tour,"  he  bn>ucht  an  a«^i<tn  ••( 
damages  against  the  publish«r :  but  as  the  court  deeme<l  the  work  legitimate  criticism, 
the  knight  was  mmsuited.  Kdwanl  l)ul)ois,  Esq.,  the  author  of  this  pleasant  totirv. 
has  also  publishetl  "The  Wreath,"  consisting  of  translations  from  Sap]tho,  Bion,  anJ 
Mos^huH,  "  Old  Nick,"  a  tatirical  .>t»ry,  and  an  e-lition  of  the  Decameron  uf  R>craccio.] 
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The  time  hath  been,  when  no  harsh  sound  would  fall 

From  lips  that  now  may  seem  imbued  with  gall ; 

Nor  fools  nor  follies  tempt  me  to  despise 

The  meanest  thing  that  crawPd  beneath  my  eyes  : 

But  now,  so  callous  grown,  so  changed  since  youtli, 

I've  learn'd  to  think,  and  sternly  speak  the  truth ; 

Learned  to  deride  the  critic's  starch  decree. 

And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  nit ; 

To  spurn  the  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kiss. 

Nor  care  if  courts  and  crowds  applaud  or  hiss : 

Nay  more,  though  all  my  rival  rhymesters  frown. 

I  too  can  hunt  a  poetaster  down ; 

And,  arm'd  in  proof,  the  gauntlet  cast  at  once 

To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  southern  dunce. 

Thus  much  I've  dared  ;  if  my  incondite  lay 

Hath  wrong'd  these  righteous  times,  let  others  say  • 

This,  let  the  world,  which  knows  not  how  to  spare, 

Yet  rarely  blames  unjustly,  now  declare/ 


POSTSCRIPT  TO  THE  SECOND  EDITION. 


-♦ — 


I  B1.TB  been  infornied,  fiincc  the  pre^eDt  edition  went  to  the  press  that  my  trusty 
and  well-beloved  cousins,  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  are  preparing  a  most  vubr 
ment  critique  on  my  poor,  gentle,  unresialiny  Muse,  whom  they  have  ali'cady  .. 
be-deviled  with  their  ungodly  ribaldry ; 


**  Tautsene  animis  ccelestibus  irse ! 


)« 


I  suppose  I  must  say  of  Jeffrey  as  Sir  Andrew  Aguechcek  saith,  "an  I  had  known 
he  was  so  cunning  of  fence,  I  had  seen  him  damned  ere  I  had  fought  him."  What 
A  pity  it  is  that  I  shall  be  beyond  the  Bosphorus  before  the  next  number  has 
passed  the  Tweed  !     But  I  yet  liope  to  light  my  pipe  with  it  in  Persia.* 

My  northern  Fnends  have  accused  nic,  with  justice,  of  personality  towards 
their  great  literary  anthropophagus,  Jefifrey  ;  but  what  else  was  to  bo  done  with 
him  ftnd  his  dirty  puck,  who  feed  by  "  lying  and  slandering,"  and  slake  their 
thirst  by  "evil  speaking?"     I  have  adduced  facts  already  well  known,  and  of 

*  [**The  greater  part  of  this  satire  I  most  sincerely  wish  had  never  been  written — 
not  only  on  accouot  of  the  injustice  of  much  of  the  critical,  and  some  of  the  i>ersooa/ 
put  of  it — but  the  tone  and  temper  arc  such  as  I  cannot  approve." — Byko5.  July  14, 
1816.     Diodaii,  Gtneva.] 

*  [The  article  never  appeared,  and  L<»r<l  Byron,  in  the  "  Hints  from  Horace,"  has 
triumphantly  taunted  Jeffrey  with  a  silence  which  seemed  to  indicate  that  the  critic 
was  beaten  from  the  field.  ] 
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Jeffrey 'b  mind  I  have  stated  my  free  opinion,  nor  has  he  ihenoe  snstained  any 
injury; — what  Bcavenger  was  ever  soiled  by  being  pelted  with  mud?  It  may  be 
said  that  I  quit  England  because  I  have  censured  there  ''  peraons  of  honour  and 
wit  about  town;"  but  I  am  coming  back  again,  and  their  vengeance  will  keep 
hot  till  my  return.  Those  who  knew  me  can  testify  that  my  motives  for  leaving 
England  are  very  different  from  fears,  literary  or  personal :  those  who  do  not»  may 
one  day  be  convinced.  Since  the  publication  of  this  thing,  my  name  has  not  been 
concealed  ;  I  have  been  mostly  in  London,  ready  to  answer  for  my  transgres- 
sions, and  in  daily  expectation  of  sundry  cartels ;  but,  alas  I  "  the  age  of  chivalry 
is  over,"  or,  in  tbe  vulgar  tongue,  there  is  no  spirit  now-a-days. 

There  is  a  youth  ycleped  Hewson  Clarke  (subaudi  esquire  ),  a  siser  of  Emanuel 
College,  and,  I  believe,  a  denissen  of  Berwick-upon-Tweed,  whom  I  have  introduced 
in  these  pages  to  much  better  company  than  he  has  been  accustomed  to  meet ;  be 
is,  notwithstanding,  a  very  sad  dog,  and  for  no  reason  that  I  can  discover,  except  a 
personal  quarrel  with  a  bear,  kept  by  me  at  Cambridge  to  sit  for  a  fellowship,  and 
whom  the  jealousy  of  his  Trinity  contemporaries  prevented  from  success,  has 
been  abusing  me,  and,  what  is  worse,  the  defenceless  innocent  above  mentioned, 
in  '*  The  Satirist "  for  one  year  and  some  months.  I  am  utterly  unconscious  of 
having  given  bim  any  provocation;  indeed,  I  am  guiltless  of  having  heard  his 
name,  till  coupled  with  "  The  Satirist.'*  He  has  therefore  no  reason  to  complain, 
and  I  dare  say  that,  like  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary,  he  is  rather  pleased  than  otherwise.  I 
have  now  mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  the  honour  to  notice  me  and  mine,  that 
is,  my  bear  and  my  book,  except  the  editor  of  "  The  Satirist,**  who,  it  seems,  is  a 
gentleman — Qod  wot  1  I  wish  he  could  impart  a  little  of  his  gentility  to  his  sub- 
ordinate scribblers.  I  hear  that  Mr.  Jemingham  is  about  to  take  up  the  cudgels 
for  hiB  Maecenas,  Lord  Carlisle.  I  hope  not :  he  was  one  of  the  few,  who,  in  the 
very  short  intercourse  I  had  with  him,  treated  me  with  kindness  whenaboj; 
and  whatever  he  may  wiy  or  do,  **  pour  on,  I  will  endure."  I  have  nothing 
further  to  add,  save  a  general  note  of  thanksgiving  to  readers,  purchasers,  and 
publishers,  and,  in  the  words  of  Scott,  I  wish 

**  To  all  and  each  a  fair  good  night, 
And  rosy  dreams  and  siumhen  lighU** 


*      fvm? 


THE  CTJESE  OF  MINERVA. 


"  Pallas  te  hoc  vulnere,  Pallas 

iBinioUt   H  poenam  scelerato  ex  sanguine  sumit.' 

Ainiid,  lib.  aIL 


n 


INTEODUCTION  TO  THE  CUESE  OF  MINEEVA. 

— ♦— 

Mr.  Uobhousk  relates  that,  daring  a  ten  weeks*  residence  at  AtheiM»  Lord 
Byron  Mid  himself  devoted  a  portion  of  every  day  to  the  contemplation  of  Uie  reUcs 
of  Grecian  art.  Full  of  classical  enthusiasm,  and  feeling  how  much  the  kcaiitj 
and  the  monuments  exalted  one  another,  the  poet  was  indignant  at  the  spoliatioo 
of  the  Parthenon.  In  this  mood  he  gave  vent  at  Athens,  in  March,  1811,  to  the 
fierce  philippic  on  Lord  Elgin,  which  he  prepared  to  publish  on  his  return  ta 
England,  and  suppressed  upon  the  remonstrance  of  the  firiends  of  his  victim. 
He  often  asserted  that  he  was  free  from  malice,  and  that  his  satires  woe  the 
product  of  a  momentary  spleen,  but  he  also  believed  that  they  had  greater  spirit 
than  all  the  rest  of  his  writings,  and  his  opinion  of  their  vigour  induced  him  to 
print  them  when  the  animosity  was  gone.  It  was  emsy  on  these  occasions  to  turn 
him  from  his  purpose,  and  the  success  of  the  two  first  cantos  of  "  Childe  Harold** 
removed  much  of  the  temptation  to  do  to  Lord  Elgin  as  Lord  Elgin  had  done  to 
the  Parthenon.  The  poet  had  stumbled  upon  another  road  to  fiune,  and  eoold 
afford  to  be  generous,  or  more  correctly,  to  be  just.  The  marvds  of  acolptiire 
which  Lord  Elgin  brought  from  Athens  were  wrested,  not  irom  classic  Qreaoe^ 
but  from  barbarism  and  decay.  They  were  purchased  by  our  Govemment  in 
1S16  for  thirty-five  thousand  pounds,  and  placed  in  the  British  Museum,  where 
they  will  prolong  tbe  evidence  of  Grecian  genius.  The  firat  authentic  edition  of 
*'  The  Curse  of  Minerva  "  was  published  in  1828,  but  in  a  letter  of  Lord  Byron\ 
written  in  March,  1816,  he  speaks  of  a  raiserahle  and  stolen  copy,  as  having  been 
printed  in  a  Magazine.  The  opening  paragraphs,  which  were  considered  by  some 
of  his  friends  the  finest  verses  he  composed  during  his  absence  from  England,  he 
intended  to  append,  under  the  title  of  a  **  Descriptive  Fragment,"  to  a  future 
edition  of  **  Childe  Harold."  lie  changed  his  purpose,  and  a  little  later  made 
them  the  commencement  of  the  third  canto  of  *  *  The  Ci^rsair."  These  splendid 
Imea  are  pronounced  by  travellers  a  perfect  picture  of  the  scene,  and  they  bn 
transcend  any  other  portion  of  *'  The  Curse  of  Minerva,"  which  ctmtains,  however, 
many  vigorous  couplets.  Next  in  excellence  to  the  brilliant  Wginning  is  the  crvn- 
cluding  paragraph,  which  depicts  with  poetic  energy  the  possible  c^)nsequenc«s  t»f 
a  French  invasion  of  our  shores.  The  perverse  pleasure  he  t«H>k  in  startling  tbe 
public  with  anti-patriotic  ebullitions,  could  alone  have  suj^sted  the  wiM 
assertion  that  we  deserved  to  be  swept  by  the  wliirlwind  we  had  raised.  Tbe 
strife,  which  he  pretends  originated  with  England,  was  kindled  by  the  goilty 
ambition  of  France,  and  it  is  not  we  who  were  answerable  for  the  miseries  d 
wars  which  we  waged  in  defence  of  ourselves  and  oar  allief. 
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Athens:  Gapuohih  Convent,  March  17,  1811. 

8t/)W  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  be  run, 

Along  Morea's  hills  tlie  setting  sun ; 

Not,  as  in  nortlieru  climes,  obscurely  bright. 

But  one  unclouded  blaze  of  living  light ; 

O'er  the  hush'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  throws. 

Gilds  the  green  wave  that  trembles  as  it  glows ; 

On  old  iEi^ina's  rock  and  Hvdra's  isle 

The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile ; 

O'er  his  own  regions  lingering  loves  to  shine. 

Though  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 

Descending  fast,  the  mountain-shadows  kiss 

Thy  glorious  gulf,  unconquer'd  Salamis ! 

Their  azure  arches  through  the  long  expanse. 

More  deeply  purpled,  meet  his  mellowing  glance. 

And  tenderest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 

Mark  his  gay  course,  and  own  the  liues  of  heaven; 

TOl,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep. 

Behind  his  Delphian  rock  he  sinks  to  sleep. 

On  such  an  eve  his  palest  beam  he  cast 
When,  Athens !  here  thy  wisest  look'd  his  last. 
How  watch'd  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray. 
That  closed  their  niurderd  sage's  *  latest  day ! 

*  SoCTates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before  sanset  (the  hour  of  executitin  ^ 
^Hitwiihstaiiiliiig  the  <>ntrttatioa  of  hi<'  iisciples  to  wait  till  the  suq  went  down. 
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Not  yet — not  yet — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill. 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still ; 
But  sad  his  light  to  agonising  eyes, 
And  dark  the  mountain's  once  delightful  dyes ; 
Gloom  o'er  the  lovely  land  he  seem'd  to  pour. 
The  land  where  Phoebus  never  frowu'd  before ; 
But  ere  he  sunk  below  Citheron's  head, 
Tlie  cup  of  woe  Mas  qu;ift*'d — the  spirit  fled ; 
The  soul  of  him  that  scoruM  to  fear  or  flv. 
Who  lived  and  died  as  none  can  live  or  die. 

But,  lo !  from  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign;* 
No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  the  storm, 
Hides  her  fair  face,  or  girds  her  glowing  form. 
With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moonbeams  play. 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful  ray. 
And  bright  around,  with  quivering  beams  beset. 
Her  emblem  sparkles  oVr  the  minaret : 
The  groves  of  olive  scatter'd  dark  and  wide, 
Wliere  meek  Ccphisus  slicds  his  scanty  tide. 
The  cyprtss  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque. 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  kiosk,* 
And  sad  and  sombre  'mid  the  holy  calm. 
Near  Tliescus'  fane,  yon  solitary  palm ; 
All,  tinged  with  varied  hues,  arrest  the  eye; 
And  dull  were  his  that  passM  them  heedless  by.* 

Again  the  -55gean,  heard  no  more  afar. 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war : 
Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  loiii^  expanse  of  sapphire  jmd  of  gold, 
Mix'd  with  tlie  shades  of  nianv  a  distant  isle 
That  frown,  where  L^eiitler  ocean  deigns  to  smile. 

-  The  twilii,'lit  in  Gnro«'  is  mu<'}i  Bhoitor  than  in  our  owj  country' ;  the  tUyi  io 
winter  iiro  lonpT,  l»ut  in  summer  of  l«ss  dtiration. 

•*  The  kiosk  i-*  a  Tuikisli  iiumnier-house  ;  the  jmliu  is  withtmt  the  pivscut  walls  ■•! 
AtlieuH,  not  far  from  the  temi»h'  of  Thtxus,  betweon  whieh  auil  the  trtt?  thv  »'ull 
intervenes.      CiphisMs"  stream  is  in<ieetl  sranty,  uml  Ilissus  has  no  ^trt•al^  .it  all. 

■•  [The  Temjile  of  Thes«  us  is  the  most   jm  rfett  ancient  tHlitice  in  the  world.      lu  this 
fabric,  the  most  entlurin^'  stability,  and  a  simplifity  of  desi^rn  |KHMiliiirly  strikia; 
•init4-<l  with  the  hi):hest  elegance  and  accuracy  vf  workman.shi]».  —  iloBiiolSK.  J 
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As  thus,  within  the  walls  of  Pallas'  fane, 
I  mark'd  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main, 
Alone,  and  friendless,  on  tlie  magic  shore, 
Whose  arts  and  arms  but  live  in  poets'  lore ; 
Oft  as  the  matchless  dome  I  turn'd  to  scan. 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man, 
The  past  return'd,  tlie  present  seem'd  to  cease. 
And  Glory  knew  no  clime  beyond  her  Greece! 

Hours  roU'd  along,  and  Dian'a  orb  on  high 
Had  gain'd  the  centre  of  her  softest  sky ; 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footsteps  trod 
O'er  the  vain  shrine  of  nuiny  a  vanished  god  • 
But  chiefly,  Pallas !  thine,  when  Hecate's  glare*, 
Check'd  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 
O'er  the  chill  marble,  where  the  startling  tread 
Thrills  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
Ix)ng  had  I  mused,  and  treasured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race. 
When,  lo  !  a  giant  form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pallas  hail'd  me  in  her  own  abode  I 

Yes,  'twas  Minerva's  self;  but,  ah  !  how  changed. 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  tield  in  arms  slie  ranged  ! 
Not  such  as  erst,  by  her  divine  command. 
Her  form  appear'd  from  Phidias'  plastic  hand : 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awful  brow. 
Her  idle  epgis  bore  no  Gorgon  now ; 
Her  helm  was  dinted,  and  the  broken  lance 
Seem'd  weak  and  sliaftless  e'en  to  mortal  glance; 
The  olive  branch,  which  still  she  deign'd  to  clasp. 
Shrunk  from  her  touch,  and  witlier'd  in  her  grasp : 
And,  ah  !  thouijli  still  tlie  brightest  of  the  skv. 
Celestial  tears  bedimm'd  her  large  blue  eve; 
Elound  the  rent  castjue  her  owlet  circled  slow, 
And  mournM  his  mistress  with  a  sliriek  of  woe  I 

"Mortal!" — 'twas  thus  she  sj)ake — "that  blush  of  shame 
Proclaims  thee  Briton,  once  a  noble  name; 
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First  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free, 

Now  honoured  less  by  all,  and  least  by  me : 

Chief  of  thv  foes  shall  Pallas  still  be  found. 

Seek'st  thou  the  cause  of  loathing  ? — look  around* 

Lo  !  here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire, 

I  saw  successive  tyrafimies  expire. 

'Scaped  from  the  ravage  of  tiie  Turk  and  Goth, 

Thy  country  sends  a  spoiler  worse  than  both. 

Survey  tliis  vacant,  violated  fane ; 

Recount  the  relics  torn  that  yet  remain  : 

TAese  Cecrops  placed,  ikis  Pericles  adoni'd,* 

714^1^  Adrian  rear'd  when  drooping  Science  moum'd. 

What  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attest — 

Know,  Alaric  and  Elgin  did  the  rest. 

That  all  may  learn  from  whence  the  plunderer  came. 

The  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name : ' 

For  Elgin's  fame  thus  grateful  Pallas  pleads. 

Below,  his  name — above,  behold  his  deeds  ! 

Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  honour  here 

The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer : 

Arms  gave  the  first  his  riglit,  the  hist  had  none, 

But  basely  stole  what  less  barbarians  won. 

So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast. 

Next  prowls  the  wolf,  the  filthy  jackal  hist : 

Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood  the  former  make  their  own. 

The  last  poor  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 

Yet  still  the  gods  are  just,  and  crimes  are  crossed : 

See  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  he  lost ! 

Another  name  with  Ms  pollutes  my  shrine : 

Ikhold  where  Dian's  beams  disdain  to  shine ! 

Some  retribution  still  might  Pallas  claim, 

AVhen  Veims  half  avenged  Minerva's  shame."* 

*  [In  the  original  MS. — 

*'Ah,  Athens  !  scarce  eKcai>eil  from  Turk  and  G»)th, 
Hell  sends  a  paltry  Scotchman  worse  than  both.*'] 

•  This  is  spoken  of  the  city  in  general,  and  not  of  the  Acropolis  in  particular.  Tbe 
temple  of  Jupiter  Olympius,  by  some  sup|K>8ed  the  Pantheon,  w;u»  finishtrd  by  Hadrian: 
sixteen  columns  are  standing,  of  the  most  beautiful  marble  and  architecture. 

'  [On  tlie  original  MS.  is  written — 

**  Aspioe  quos  Pallas  Seoto  cf)ncedit  honorea 
Infra  stnt  nomen — fiicta  supr&que  ride."] 

^  His  lordship's  name,  and  tliat  of  one  who  no  longer  bears  it,  are  carved  foo^M- 
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She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus  I  ilared  reply. 
To  soothe. the  Tengeaiice  kindling  in  her  eye : 
"  Daughter  of  Jove  t  in  Britain's  injured  name, 
A  triic-bom  Briton  muy  the  deed  disclaim. 
Trowii  not  on  England;  England  owns  him  not; 
Athena,  no  !  tliy  [>Juriderer  was  a  Scot. 
Ask'at  thou  the  difference?     From  fair  Phyles'  towers 
Survey  Ikeotia ; — Caledonia's  ours. 
And  well  I  know  within  that  lia^tni'd  land' 
Hath  Wisdom's  goddess  never  held  command  j 
A  barren  soil,  where  ^'ature's  germs,  cotilined 
To  stern  sterility,  can  stint  the  mind ; 
Whose  thistle  well  betrays  tlie  niggard  earth. 
Emblem  of  all  to  whom  the  laud  gives  birth; 
Each  genial  influence  nurtured  to  resist ;  ' 

A  land  of  meanness,  sopliistry,  and  mist. 
Each  breeze  from  fuggy  mount  and  marshy  plain 
Dilutes  with  drivel  every  driazly  bruin. 
Till,  burst  at  length,  each  wat'ry  head  o'erllows. 
Foul  as  their  soil,  and  frigid  as  their  snows. 
Then  thousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 
Despatch  her  scheming  children  far  and  wide  : 
Some  east,  some  west,  some  every  where  but  north. 
In  quest  of  lawless  gain,  they  issue  forth. 
And  tiius — accursed  be  the  day  and  year ! 
Slie  sent  a  Pict  to  play  l.lie  felon  here. 
Yet  Caledonia  claims  some  native  worth, 
As  dull  Bceolia  gave  a  Pindar  birth ; 
So  may  her  few,  the  letler'd  and  the  brave. 
Bound  to  no  clime,  and  victors  of  the  grave. 
Shake  otf  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  land. 
And  shine  like  children  of  a  impjiier  strand; 
Ab  once,  of  yore,  in  some  obnoxious  place, 
Ten  names  (if  found)  had  saved  a  wretched  race," 

Qorij  n  the  Futheuan  ;  kb-ire,  \a  >  part  not  tmi  dutant,  ait  ihc  torn  reniDaDlii  at  ih; 
buao-nlievga,  dsstnijed  in  k  nin  MMmirt  t«  rcmgio  tlicm.  (In  DDnIbcr  |j1ii>.-c  Llirit 
nm  <lc«t>lj  cut  in  K  plutcr  nil  the  iroiils- 
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"Mortal!"  the  blue-eyed  maid  resumed,  ''once  more 
Bear  back  my  mandate  to  thy  native  shore. 
Though  fallen,  alas  I  this  vengeance  yet  is  mine. 
To  turn  my  counsels  far  from  lands  like  thine. 
Hear  then  in  silence  Pallas'  stern  behest; 
Hear  and  believe,  for  time  will  tell  the  rest. 

"  First  on  the  head  of  him  who  did  this  deed 
My  curse  shall  light, — on  him  and  all  his  seed : 
Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire. 
Be  all  the  sons  as  senseless  as  the  sire : 
If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace. 
Believe  him  bastard  of  a  brighter  race : 
Still  with  his  hireling  artists  let  him  prate. 
And  Folly's  praise  repay  for  Wisdom's  hate; 
Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell. 
Whose  noblest,  native  gusto  is — to  sell : 
To  sell,  and  make — may  shame  record  the  day ! — 
The  state  receiver  of  his  pilfer'd  prey. 
Meantime,  tlie  flattering,  feeble  dotard,  W'est, 
Europe's  worst  dauber,  and  poor  Britain's  best, 
W'ith  palsied  hand  shall  turn  each  model  o'er. 
And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore.* 
Be  all  the  bruisers  cull'd  from  all  St.  Giles', 
That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their  styles ; 
While  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  stare. 
And  marvel  at  his  lordship's  '  stone  sliop'  there.' 
Kouiid  tlie  throng'd  gate  shall  sauntering  coxcombs  crerp 
To  lounge  and  lucubrate,  to  prate  and  peep ; 
While  many  a  languid  maid,  with  longing  sigh. 
On  giant  statues  casts  the  curious  eye; 
The  room  with  transient  glance  appears  to  skim. 
Yet  marks  the  mighty  back  and  length  of  limb ; 
Mourns  o'er  the  difference  of  now  and  lAen; 
Exclaims,  'These  Greeks  indeed  were  proper  men!' 
Draws  slight  comparisons  of  l/fcse  with  i/iose, 
And  envies  Lai's  all  her  Attic  beaux. 

•  Mr.  West,  on  seeing  the  **El;:in  Collection,"  (1  suppose  we  shall  hear  of  iIjc 
"  AlKT8haw"and  "Jack  Sheph.ird"  collection)  <leclan,Hl  himself  *' a  mere  tyro*'  in  art. 

'■'  r<x)r  Crib  was  sadly  puzzletl  when  the  marbles  were  first  exhibited  at  Elgin  House; 
ho  attked  if  it  was  not  "a  stone  shop  f — Ue  was  right ;  \i  U  &  shop. 
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When  shall  a  modern  muid  have  swains  like  these 

Alas  I  Sir  Harry  is  no  Hercules ! 

And  last  of  all,  amidst  the  gnping  crew. 

Some  calm  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  view. 

In  silent  indignation  mix'd  with  grief. 

Admires  the  plunder,  but  abhors  the  thief. 

Oh,  loatli'd  in  life,  nor  pardon'd  in  the  dust. 

May  hate  pursue  his  sacrilegious  lust ! 

LinkM  with  the  fool  that  fired  the  Ephesian  dome. 

Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb, 

And  Eratostratus  and  Elgin  sliine 

In  many  a  branding-  page  and  burning  line ; 

Alike  reserved  for  aye  to  stand  accursed. 

Perchance  the  second  blacker  than  the  Brst. 

"  So  let  him  stand,  through  ages  yet  unborn, 
FixM  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  Scorn ; 
Though  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall  wait. 
But  fits  thy  country  for  her  coming  fate : 
Hers  were  the  deeds  tliat  taught  her  lawless  son 
To  do  what  oft  Britannia's  self  had  done. 
Look  to  tlie  Baltic — blazing  from  afar. 
Your  old  ally  yet  mourns  perfidious  war.* 
Not  to  such  deeds  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid. 
Or  break  the  compact  which  herself  had  made; 
Par  from  such  counsels,  from  the  faithless  field 
She  fled — but  left  behind  her  Gorgon  shield ; 
A  fatal  gift  that  turn'd  vour  friends  to  stone. 
And  left  lost  Albion  hated  and  alone. 

"  Look  to  the  East,  where  Ganges'  swarthy  rare 
Shall  shake  your  tyrant  empire  to  its  base ; 
Lo !  there  Kebellion  rears  her  ghastly  head, 
And  glares  the  Nemesis  of  native  dead ; 
Till  Indus  rolls  a  deep  purpurcal  flood. 
And  claims  his  long  arrear  of  northern  blood. 
So  may  ye  perish ! — Pallas,  when  she  gave 
Your  free-born  riglits,  forbade  ye  to  enslave. 

'  [The  affair  of  Copenhagen.] 

H  u  3 
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"  Look  on  your  Spain  ! — she  clasps  the  hand  she  hates^ 
But  boklly  clasps,  and  thrusts  you  from  her  gates. 
Bear  witness,  bright  Barossa!  thou  canst  tell 
Whose  were  the  sons  that  bravely  fought  and  fell. 
But  l^usitania,  kind  and  dear  ally. 
Can  spare  a  few  to  fight,  and  sometimes  fly. 
Oh  glorious  field  !  by  Famine  fiercely  won. 
The  Gaul  retires  for  once,  and  all  is  done  ! 
But  when  did  Pallas  teach,  that  one  retreat 
Retrieved  three  long  olympiads  of  defeat  ? 

# 

"  Look  last  at  home— ye  love  not  to  look  there ; 
On  the  grim  smile  of  comfortless  despair  : 
Your  city  saddens :  loud  though  Kevel  howls. 
Here  Famine  faints,  and  yonder  Rapine  prowls. 
See  all  alike  of  more  or  less  bereft ; 
No  misers  tremble  when  there's  nothins^  left. 
'  Blest  paper  credit ;  *  *  who  shall  dare  to  sing  ? 
It  clogs  like  lead  Corruption's  weary  wing. 
Yet  Pallas  pluck'd  each  premier  by  the  ear. 
Who  i:ods  and  men  alike  disdain'd  to  hear; 
But  one,  repentant  o'er  a  bankrupt  state, 
(3n  Piilias  calls, — but  calls,  alas  !  too  late : 
Then  raves  for*  *;  to  that  Mentor  bends, 
Thou£rh  he  and  Pallas  never  vet  were  friends. 
Him  senates  hear,  whom  never  vet  thev  heard. 
Contemptuous  once,  and  now  no  less  absurd. 
So,  once  of  yore,  each  reasonable  frog. 
Swore  faith  and  fealtv  to  his  sovereisrn  '  locr.' 
Thus  hail'd  your  rulers  their  patrician  clod. 
As  Egypt  chose  an  onion  for  a  god. 

*'  Xow  fare  ye  well !  enjoy  your  little  hour; 
do,  grasp  the  shadow  of  your  vanished  |>ower ; 
Gloss  o*er  the  failure  of  each  fondest  scheme; 
Your  strenj;lh  a  name,  vour  bloated  wealth  a  dream. 
Gone  is  that  ir<>lil,  tlie  marvel  of  mankind. 

*   'B^-^st  i^ap^^r    r«  i:i  '  Ui'^x  :i'.«l  Jest  supply. 

That  unii>  (,\'rrur'l»or  i  z^  •'.i  •inj^  lo  t'v."     IVir 
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And  pirates  barter  all  that's  left  behind.* 

No  more  the  hirelings,  purchased  near  and  far. 

Crowd  to  the  ranks  of  inercenary  war. 

The  idle  merchant  on  the  useless  quay 

Droops  o'er  the  bales  no  bark  may  bear  away ; 

Or,  back  returning,  sees  rejected  stores 

Rot  piecemeal  on  his  own  encumber'd  shores : 

The  starved  mechanic  breaks  his  rusting  loom. 

And  desperate  mans  him  'gainst  the  coming  doom. 

Then  in  ,tlie  senate  of  your  sinking  state 

Show  me  the  man  wliose  counsels  may  have  weight. 

Vain  is  each  voice  where  tones  could  once  command ; 

E'en  factions  cease  to  charm  a  factious  land : 

Yet  jarring  sects  convulse  a  sister  isle, 

And  light  with  maddening  hands  the  mutual  pile. 

"  'Tis  done,  'tis  past,  since  Pallas  warns  in  vain ; 
The  Furies  seize  her  abdicated  reign: 
Wide  o'er  the  realm  they  wave  their  kindling  brands. 
And  wring  her  vitals  with  their  fiery  hands, 
l^ut  one  convulsive  struggle  still  remains, 
And  Gaul  shall  weep  ere  Albion  wear  her  chains. 
The  banner'd  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering  files. 
O'er  whose  gay  trappings  stern  Bellona  smiles; 
The  brazen  trump,  the  spirit-stirring  drum. 
That  bid  the  foe  defiance  ere  they  come ; 
The  hero  bounding  at  his  country's  call. 
The  glorious  death  that  consecrates  his  fall. 
Swell  the  young  heart  with  visionary  charms. 
And  bid  it  antedate  the  joys. of  arms. 
But  know,  a  lesson  you  may  yet  be  taught. 
With  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  bought  •. 
Not  in  the  conflict  Havoc  seeks  delight. 
His  day  of  mercy  is  the  day  of  fight. 
But  when  the  field  is  fouglit,  the  battle  won, 
'i'hough  drench'd  with  gore,  his  woes  are  but  begun  : 
His  deeper  deeds  as  yet  ye  know  by  name ; 
The  slanghter'd  peasant  and  the  ravisli'd  dame, 

*  The  Deal  aud  Dover  ti-artickci*  in  s|Kxie. 
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Tlie  rifled  mansion  and  the  foe-reap'd  field, 
111  suit  with  souls  at  home,  untaught  to  yield. 
Say  witli  what  eye  along  the  distant  down 
Would  flying  burghers  mark  the  blazing  town  ? 
How  view  the  column  of  ascending  flames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o*er  the  startled  Thames  P 
Nay,  frown  not,  Albion  !  for  the  torch  was  thine 
'i'hat  lit  such  pyres  from  Tagus  to  the  Bliine : 
Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast^ 
Go,  ask  thy  bosom  who  deserves  them  most. 
The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life. 
And  she  who  raised,  in  vain  regrets,  the  strife'' 


HINTS  FROM  HORACE: 


BIINO  AN  ALLUSION  IN  ENOLISn  VERSE  TO  THE  EPISTLE  <'AD  PISONES^ 
DE  ARTE  POETICA,**  AND  INTENDED  AS  A  SEQUEL  TO  '*  ENGLISH 
BARDS  AND  SCOTCH  BEVlEWERa" 


**  Ergo  fuDgar  yioe  coUb,  acutum 
B«ddere  quie  ferrum  yalet,  exBors  ipsa  secandi.** 

Hob.  Dt  Arte  Poet, 


"  Rhjmes  are  difficult  things — they  are  stubborn  things,  sir." 

FiELDiHa*6  Amelia, 


INTRODUCTION  TO   HINTS  FROM   HORACE. 


To  translate  Horace  has  hitberto  proved  an  impracticable  tadc.     II  is  com- 
paratively  easy  to  transfer  the  majestic    declamations  of  Jmrenal ;    bot  \he 
Homtian  satire  is  cast  in  a  mould  of  snch  exquisite  delicacy — uniting  perfect  ease 
with  perfect  elegance — that  no  version  has  at  all  preserved  the  lively  graces  of  Um 
original.     Notwithstanding  some  brilliant  passages  in  Pope's  and  Swifi^s /mi/a- 
tiotUf  there  was  little  temptation  to  repeat  even  that  less  difficult  experiment. 
A  happy  adaptation  ff  a  modem  example  to  the  ancient  text  could  only  be  fidly 
appi-eciated  by  the  scholar,  and  was  dearly  purchased  by  Uie  many  forced  and 
feeble  parallels  with  which  it  was  conjoined.     Lord  Byron,  who  ran  a  free  race 
with  such  majestic  bounds,  moved  with  a  halting  gait  when  he  attempted  to  tread 
in  the  footsteps  of  a  precursor.     His  own  opinion  was  the  other  way  ;  for  esti- 
mating the  merit  by  the  difficulty  of  the  performance,  he  rated  the  **  Hints  from 
Horace'*  extravagantly  high.     That  he  forebore  to  publish  them  after  the  sacoeas 
of  Childe  Harold  was  from  no  mistrust  of  their  value,  but  from  feeling,  as  he 
stfttes,  that  he  should  be  '* heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  his  head**  if  be  were  to  put 
forth  a  sequel  to  his  juvenile  lampoon.     He  could  no  longer  iifl  his  hand  against 
men  who  had  grasped  it  in  friendship,  nor  retain  in  an   hour  of  triumph  thst 
litvrary  bitterness  which  had  been  mainly  excited  by  the  mortification  of  failure. 
Nine  years  afterwards  he  resolved  to  print  the  work  with  some  omissions,  and 
gravely  maintained  that  it  exeelletl  tlie  productions  of  his  mature  genius.      '*  As 
far,'*  he  said,  "  as  versification  goes  it  is  jio^hI  ;  and  on  looking  back  at  what  I 
wrote  about  that  period,  I  am  a.sto!ii>lud  t«>  see  how  little  I  have  trained  on.     I 
wrote  l)etter  tlien  tlian  now  ;  but  tliat  comes  of  my  liavinj;  fallen  int>  the  atrocious 
bad  taste  of  the  times."     The  opinion  of  Mr.  Hobhouj^e  that  the  "Hints"  wouM 
retjuire  "a  g(.H)d  deal  of  slashing"  to  adapt  them  to  the  passing  hour,  again  led 
Lord  Byron  to  suspend  the  publication,  and  the  satire  first  saw  the  light  in  1S31, 
seven  years  after  the  author's  death.     No  part  of  the  poem  is  much  above  me*ii- 
ocrity,  and  not  a  little  is  l>elow  it.     The  versification,  which  Lord  Byron  singles 
out  for  j>rai}5e,  has  no  distinguishing  excellence,  and  was  surpassetl  by  his  latw 
iambics  in  every  metrical  quality, — in   majesty,  in  melody,  in  freedom,  and  in 
spirit.      Authors  are  frequently  as  bad  judges  of  their  own  works  as  men  in 
geneml  are,  ]»rov('rl>iully,  in  their  own  eausts  and  of  all  the  literary  hallucina- 
tions ui)on  n c.»rd  tluie  are  none  which  exceed  the  mistiken  preferences  of  Lml 
Byron,     l^hortly  after  the  appearance  of  **  Tlie  Corsair''  he  fancied  that  **Encli.'>h 
Bards"  was  still  his  UKisti^rpiece  ;  when  all  his  greatest  works  h.id  been  pn-Hiu're*!, 
ho  contended  that  his  translation  from  Pulci  was  his   "gnind  jjerforman*  e,  —  the 
best  thing  he  ever  did   in  his  life;"  and  throughout  the  whole  of  his  literary 
career  he  repanled  these  '*Hint,s  from  Horace'*  with  the  fondness  which  panuii 
are  said  to  f»el  f<»r  tlieir  least  favoured  offspring. 
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Athbxs  :  Capuohik  Coktsnt,  March  1 2,  181L 

Who  would  not  laugh,  if  Lawrence,  hired  to  grace 
His  costly  canvass  with  each  flatter'd  face, 
Abused  his  art,  till  Nature,  with  a  blush. 
Saw  cits  grow  centaurs  underneath  his  brush  ? 
Or,  should  some  limner  join,  for  show  or  sale, 
A  maid  of  liouour  to  a  mermaid's  tail  ? 
Or  low  Dubost' — as  once  the  world  has  seen — 
Degrade  God's  creatures  iu  his  graphic  spleen  ? 
Not  all  that  forced  politeness,  which  defends 
Fools  in  their  faults,  could  gag  his  grinning  friends. 
Believe  me,  Moschus,*  like  that  picture  seems 
The  book  which,  sillier  tlian  a  sick  man's  dreams, 

Humano  capiti  ceiricem  pictor  equinani 
Jnngere  si  velit,  et  variaA  inducere  plumaa 
Uodique  collatis  membris,  ut  turpitcr  atrum 
Desinat  in  piscem  mulier  formosa  supcroe  : 
Spcctatum  ndniisHi  riBum  tencatis,  amici  ? 
Credite,  ritwuts,  isti  tabula*  fore  librum 


'  In  an  English  newnpaper,  which  finds  its  way  abroa<1  whereyer  there  are  English- 
men, I  read  an  account  of  this  dirty  dauber's  caricature  of  Mr.  H as  a  **bfaat," 

and  the  consequent  action,  ke.  The  circumstance  is,  probably,  too  well  known  to 
require  further  comment. — [Thomas  Ilojie,  Esq.,  the  author  of  '^Anastasius,"  baring 
offended  Dubost,  that  unprincii'led  painter  revenged  himself  by  a  picture  called 
"Beauty  and  the  Beast,"  in  which  Mr.  }hj]>e  and  his  lady  were  represented  af^xntling 
to  the  well-known  fairy  8t<.>ry.  The  exhibition  of  it  is  said  to  have  fetched  thirty 
pounds  in  a  day.  A  brother  of  Mrs.  Hope  thrust  his  sword  through  the  canvaaa ;  and 
if.  Dubost  had  the  consolation  to  pit  five  p«»und8  damages.] 

'  [**Mo8chu8."— In  the  original  MS.,  -  IluMiousi'."] 
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Displays  a  crowd  of  figures  incomplete. 
Poetic  nightmares,  without  head  or  feet. 

Poets  and  painters,  as  all  artists  *  know. 
May  shoot  a  little  with  a  lengthened  bow ; 
We  claim  this  mutual  mercy  for  our  task, 
And  grant  in  turn  the  pardon  which  we  ask ; 
But  make  not  monsters  spring  from  gentle  dains — 
Birds  breed  not  vipers,  tigers  nurse  not  lambs. 

A  labour'd,  long  exordium,  sometimes  tends 
(Like  patriot  speeches)  but  to  paltry  ends ; 
And  nonsense  in  a  lofty  note  goes  down. 
As  pertness  passes  with  a  legal  gown : 
Thus  many  a  bard  describes  in  pompous  strain 
The  clear  brook  babbling  through  the  goodly  plain : 
The  groves  of  Granta,  and  her  Gothic  halls. 
King's  Coll.,  Cam's  stream,  staiuM  windows,  and  old  walls 
Or,  in  advent'rous  numbers,  neatly  aims 
To  paint  a  rainbow,  or — the  river  Thames.* 

You  sketch  a  tree,  and  so  perhaps  may  shine — 
But  daub  a  shipwreck  like  an  alehouse  sign; 
You  plan  a  vase — it  dwindles  to  a  pol ; 
Then  glide  down  Grub-street — fasting  and  forgot ; 

Fersimilero,  cujns,  velat  spgri  somnia,  vanie 
Fingentur  species,  at  nee  pes,  nee  caput  uni 
Reddatur  formse.     Pictoribos  atque  ]K)etis 
Quidlibet  audendi  semper  fuit  sequa  potestai, 
Scimus,  et  banc  yeniam  petimusque  damusqae  viciaaim : 
Sed  non  ut  pladdis  co^ant  immitia  ;  non  nt 
Serpentes  avibus  gemiiientor,  tigribns  agm. 

Incoeptis  gravibus  plerumqne  et  nuigna  profesBi 
Parpureus,  late  qoi  splendeat,  unns  et  alter 
Assnitur  pannus  ;  cum  lucos  et  ara  Diana^ 
Et  properantis  aqnse  per  amcenos  ambitns  agro% 
Ant  flumen  Rhenum,  ant  pluyias  describitnr  areas. 
Sed  nunc  non  erat  his  locus  :  et  fortasae  capreanm 
Scis  simulare  :  quid  hoc,  si  fractis  enatat  exspes 


■  ["  All  artists. "—Oripnally,  **  We  scribblers."] 
**  Where  pure  descriptiun  held  the  plac«  of  senM.**— ^?b. 
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Langli'd  into  LetUe  by  some  quaint  Revieff, 
Whose  wit  is  never  traubleaome  till — true,' 


In  fine,  to  whatsoever  you  aspire. 
Let  it  at  least  be  simple  and  entire. 

The  greater  portion  of  the  rhyming  tribe 
(Give  ear,  my  friend,  for  thou  hast  been  a  scrilie) 
Are  led  astray  by  some  peculiar  lure. 
I  labour  to  be  brief — become  obscure ; 
One  falls  while  following  elegance  too  fast ; 
Another  soars,  inflated  with  bombast; 
Too  low  a  third  crawls  on,  afraid  to  fiy. 
He  spins  his  subject  to  satiety ; 
Absurdly  varying,  he  at  last  engraves 
Fish  in  the  woods,  and  boars  beneath  the  wava  I 

TTidess  your  care's  exact,  your  judgment  nice, 
Tlie  Sight  from  folly  leads  but  into  vice; 
None  are  complete,  all  wanting  in  some  part 
Like  certain  tailors,  limited  in  art. 
For  galligaekiiis  Slowshears  is  your  man 
Sut  coats  must  claim  another  artisan.* 

ITavibqi,  mn  dato  qui  pin^tar  I  uppbora  opit 
liwtitiu ;  onrrento  roU  cur  ar«iu  exit  1 

Maiima  pan  vitum,  pater,  etjaTeoei  [wtn  iligni, 
Decipmnr  specie  rwli.     BroTia  ewe  Ltboro, 
Obaouru*  Go  :  KvlaaUa  Icvia,  Bnri 
Dcfidnnt  uumique  :  profe«aa  gnuidk,  target : 
Beipit  hnnii,  tutui  niniium.  tunidoKiiw  prooelte : 
Qui  Tari»rB  cnpit  mn  prodigioliter  nmuo, 
Ddphinmn  sjItU  appiogil,  fluctibiu  ■prom. 

Id  Titjum  ducic  cnlps  fuga,  u  caret  arte. 
Bmilinm  oirca  ludum  tuber  ontu  et  angoea 
Ezprimet,  ct  moUes  imitabittir  Krt  apill« ; 
Inftlii  operia  inmint,  quia  ponere  tntiini 


*  [Thii  it  pointed,  and  f»llcitoaal7  eipnawd. — Hmu,] 

*  Men  anDmon  mortala  wen  commnnlj  coDtcat  with  one  tailor  and  villi  one  bill, 

but  the  more  paitjcnbu'  geoUemeD  tbnnd  it  impoanble  to  confide  their  lover  garment* 

to  llw  makcn  of  tbeir  bodj  dotbea.      I  tpeali  <if  the  beginning  of  1809  .'  what  relurni 

nujr  hare  note  taken  place  I  neither  know,  our  desire  to  koow. 
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Now  this  to  me,  I  own,  seems  much  the  same 
As  Vulcan's  feet  to  bear  Apollo's  frame ;' 
Or,  with  a  fair  complexion,  to  expose 
Black  eyes,  black  ringlets,  but — a  bottle  nose  I 

Dear  authors !  suit  your  topics  to  your  strength, 
And  ponder  well  your  subject,  and  its  length; 
Nor  lift  your  load,  before  you're  quite  aware 
What  weight  your  shoulders  will,  or  will  not,  bear. 
But  lucid  Order,  and  Wit's  siren  voice. 
Await  the  poet,  skilful  in  his  choice ; 
With  native  eloquence  he  soars  along, 
Grace  in  his  thoughts,  and  music  in  his  song. 

Let  judgment  teach  him  wisely  to  combine 
With  future  parts  the  now  omitted  line : 
Tliis  shall  the  author  choose,  or  that  reject. 
Precise  in  style,  and  cautious  to  select; 
Nor  slight  applause  will  candid  pens  afford 
To  him  who  furnishes  a  wanting  word. 
Then  fear  not  if  'tis  needful  to  produce 
Some  term  unknown,  or  obsolete  in  use, 
(As  Pitt"  has  furnisli'd  us  a  word  or  two. 
Which  lexicographers  declined  to  do ;) 

Nesciet.     Ilunc  ego  me,  si  quid  componere  curem, 
Non  luagis  esse  velim,  quam  pravo  vivere  naso, 
SlXH^tandum  nigris  oculis  nigroque  cnpillo. 

Sumite  raatcriem  TestrU,  qui  scribitis,  equam 
Viribus  ;  et  versate  diu  quid  ferre  recusent 
Quid  valeant  humeri.     Cui  lecta  potenter  erit  res, 
Nee  focundia  deseret  hunc  nee  lucidus  ordo. 

Ordinis  ha?c  virtus  erit  et  vcnus,  aut  ego  faUor, 
Ut  jam  nunc  dicat,  jam  nunc  debentia  did 
Pleraquc  difierat,  et  pnesens  in  tempus  omittat ; 
Hoc  amet,  hoc  spernat,  promisai  carminis  anctor. 

In  verbis  etiam  tenuis  cautusque  serendis  : 
Dixeris  egrcgie,  notura  si  callida  verbum 
Keildiderit  junctura  novum.     Si  fort;e  neoesse  est 
Indioiis  monstrare  recentibus  alxlita  remm, 
Fingrre  cinctutis  non  exaudita  Cethegis 


n 


'  ( "  As  one  kg  perfect  and  the  other  lame.*' — MS.] 
Mr.  Pitt  wa.s  liberal  in  liis  additions  to  our  parliamentarj  toiigQe  ;  at  maj  U 


Bi-en  in  many  publications,  i»articularly  the  Edinburgh  Reriew. 
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So  jou  indeed,  with  care, — (but  be  conteut 

To  take  this  license  rarely)— may  invent. 

New  words  find  credit  in  t\\ef^  latter  days. 

If  neatly  grafted  on  a  Gallic  phrase. 

What  Chaucer,  Spenser  did,  we  scarce  refuse 

To  Dryden's  or  to  Pope's  maturer  muse. 

If  you  can  add  a  little,  say  why  not. 

As  well  as  William  Pitt,  and  Walter  Scott  ? 

Since  they,  by  force  of  rhyme  and  force  of  lungs, 

Enrich'd  our  island's  ill-united  tongues ; 

'Tis  then — and  shall  be — lawful  to  present 

Beform  in  writing,  as  in  parliament. 

As  forests  shed  their  foliage  by  degrees. 
So  fade  expressions  which  in  season  please ; 
And  we  and  ours,  alas !  are  due  to  fate. 
And  works  and  words  but  dwindle  to  a  date. 
Thougli  as  a  monarch  nods,  and  commerce  calls. 
Impetuous  rivers  stagnate  in  canals ; 
Though  swamps  subdued,  and  marshes  drain' d,  sustain 
The  heavy  ploughshare  and  the  yellow  grain. 
And  rising  ports  along  the  busy  shore 
Protect  the  vessel  from  old  Ocean's  roar, 
All,  all,  must  perish ;  but,  surviving  last. 
The  love  of  letters  half  preserves  the  past. 

Ck>Dtinget ;  dabitnrque  licentia  sumpta  pudenter ; 
Et  nova  factaque  nuper  habebunt  verba  fidem,  si 
Grseco  fonte  cadant,  parce  deiorta.     Quid  autem 
CectUo  Plautoque  dabit  Romanus,  ademptum 
Virgilio  Varioque  T  ego  cur,  acquirere  pauca 
8i  poesom,  invideor  ;  cum  lingua  CatonU  et  Ennl 
Sermonem  patrium  ditaverit,  et  nova  remm 
Nomina  protulerit  ?     Licuit,  semperque  licebit, 
Signatam  prse'iente  nota  producere  nomen. 

Ut  ailvse  folils  pronos  mutantur  in  acnos  ; 
Prima  cadunt :  ita  verborum  vetus  interit  sstskB, 
Et  juvenam  ritu  florent  niodo  nata,  vigentque. 
Debemur  morti  nos,  nostraque  ;  sive  rcceptus 
TerrA  Neptunus  classes  aquilonibus  arcet, 
Regis  opus :  sterilisTe  diu  pulus,  aptaque  remis 
Vicinas  urbes  alit,  et  grave  sentit  aratrum  : 
Seu  cursum  mutavit  ini()uum  frugibus  amnis, 
Doctus  iter  melius  ;  mortulia  facta  p«fribunt : 
Xedum  sermonum  stct  h(»iii>3,  et  gratia  vivax. 
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True,  some  decay,  yet  not  a  few  revive ; " 
Though  those  shall  sink,  which  now  appear  to  thrivp. 
As  custom  arbitrates,  whose  shifting  sway 
Our  life  and  language  must  alike  obey. 

The  immortal  wars  which  gods  and  angels  wage, 
Are  they  not  shown  in  Milton's  sacred  page? 
His  strani  will  teach  what  numbers  best  belong 
To  themes  celestial  told  in  epic  song. 

The  slow,  sad  stanza  will  correctly  paint 
The  lover's  anguish,  or  the  friend's  complaint. 
But  which  deserves  the  laurel — rhyme  or  blank  P 
Which  holds  on  Helicon  the  higher  rank  ? 
Let  squabbling  critics  by  themselves  dispute 
This  point,  as  puzzling  as  a  Chancery  suit. 

Satiric  rhyme  first  sprang  from  selfish  spleen. 
You  doubt — see  Dryden,  Pope,  St.  Patrick's  dean.' 

Blank  verse  is  now,  with  one  consent,  allied 
To  Tragedy,  and  rarely  quits  her  side. 
Though  mad  Almanzor  rhymed  in  Dryden's  days. 
No  sing-song  hero  rants  in  modern  plays; 

Multa  renasccntur,  qtuD  jam  cecidere  ;  cadentqne, 
QuaB  nunc  sunt  in  honore  vocabula,  si  volet  usua, 
Quern  penes  arbitiium  est,  et  jus,  et  norma  loquendi. 
Res  gest8B  regumque  ducumque  et  tristia  bella, 
Quo  scribi  possent  numero,  monstravit  Homerus. 

Versibus  impariter  junctis  querimonia  primom  ; 
Post  etiam  inclusa  est  voti  sententia  compos. 
Quis  tamen  exiguos  elegos  omiserit  auctor, 
Graniniatici  certant,  et  adhnc  sub  judiee  lis  est. 

Arcliilocum  proprio  rabies  armavit  iambo  ; 
Hunc  socci  cepcre  pedem  grandesque  cotharni, 
Altcmis  aptum  sonuouibus,  et  populares 
Vinccntem  strepitus.  et  natum  rebus  agendis. 

Musa  dedit  fidibus  divos,  puerosque  deorum, 


'  Old  ballads,  old  plays,  and  old  women's  stories,  are  at  present  in  as  much  rwiucrt 
ns  old  wine  or  new  sj^eeclies.  In  fact,  this  is  the  millennium  of  black  letter  :  thanks 
U)  our  Hebers,  WeWrs,  and  Scotts  !  —  [Wcbfr  was  a  poor  German  hack,  a  mere 
amanuensis  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.] 

'  "Mac  Fleclcnoc,"  the  *'Dunciftd,"*  and  all  Swift*s  lampooning  ballads.  WliatcTW 
Vheir  other  vi  yrk»  may  be,  these  originated  in  personal  feelings,  and  angrr  retort  on 
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Wliilst  modest  Comedy  her  verse  foregoes 

For  jest  and  pun  *  in  very  middling  prose. 

Not  tliat  our  Bens  or  Beaumonts  show  the  worse. 

Or  lose  one  point,  because  they  wrote  in  verse. 

But  so  Thalia  pleases  to  appear, 

Poor  virgin !  damn'd  some  twenty  times  a  year ! 

Whatever  the  scene,  let  this  advice  have  weight : — 
Adapt  your  language  to  your  hero's  state. 
At  times  Melpomene  forgets  to  groan. 
And  brisk  Thalia  takes  a  serious  tone ; 
Nor  unregarded  will  tlie  act  pass  by 
Where  angry  Townly  *  lifts  his  voice  on  high. 
Again  our  Shaksi)eare  limits  verse  to  kings. 
When  common  prose  will  serve  for  common  things ; 
And  lively  Hal  resigns  heroic  ire, 
To  "  hollowing  Hotspur'**  and  his  sceptred  sire. 

'Tis  not  enough,  ye  bards,  with  all  your  art, 
To  polish  poems ;  they  must  touch  the  heart : 

Et  pagUem  Yictorem,  et  equam  oertamine  primoiii, 
Et  juTenom  curaci,  et  libera  yina  referre. 

Descriptas  servare  vices,  o])enimque  colorea, 
Car  ego,  si  nequeo  ignoroque,  ]x>cta  salutor  ? 
Ciir  nescire,  piideDS  prave,  qram  disccre  malo  ? 
Yersibus  cxponi  tragicifl  res  comica  non  vult ; 
Indignaiur  item  privatis,  ac  pro|)e  socco 
Digii'iB  camiinibus  narruri  cccna  Thyestre. 
Singula  qua-quc  locum  tcneant  sortita  decenter. 
Interdum  tamcu  et  vocem  comcedia  tollit, 
Iratusque  Chremes  tuinido  delitigat  ore  : 
Kt  tragicus  plcrumiiue  dolet  sermone  |)edestri. 
Telephus  et  Ptleus  cum  pauper  et  exul,  uterque 
Pn>jicit  ampuUaiS  et  8<'8<{uipedalia  verba ; 
Si  curat  cor  spectautiH  tetigissc  querela. 

Non  satis  est  pulchra  esse  poemata  ;  dolcia  sunto, 


onworthj  rivals ;  and  tbtmgh  the  ability  of  these  satires  elevates  the  poetical,  their 
poignancy  detracts  from  the  perHonal  chanict^'r  of  the  writers. 

-  With  all  the  vulgar  applnuHe  and  critical  abhorrence  of  punSt  they  have  Aristotle 
on  their  side  ;  who  permits  them  to  orators,  and  gives  them  consequence  by  a  grave 
dinquisition.  [''Cicero  als»»,"  says  Addison,  *'  has  sprinkled  several  of  his  works  with 
them  ;  and  in  his  l>ook  cu  Oratory,  <{uotes  abundance  of  sayings  as  pieces  of  wit 
whick,  ujH)n  exaiiiination,  pn»ve  ari-ant  pun?*."] 

*  [In  Vanbrugh'h  oomwly  of  the  "  Provoked  Ilnsliand. '*] 

«  "And  in  his  ear  Til  h.dlow,  Mortimer  1"—  1  Henry  IV, 
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Wliere'er  the  scene  be  laid,  whatever  the  song. 
Still  et  it  bear  the  hearer's  soul  along ; 
CJominand  your  audience  or  to  smile  or  weep. 
Whichever  may  please  you — anytliing  but  sleep. 
The  poet  claims  our  tears ;  but,  by  his  leave. 
Before  I  shed  them,  let  me  see  him  grieve. 

If  banish'd  Romeo  feigu'd  nor  sigh  nor  tear, 
LuU'd  by  his  languor,  I  should  sleep  or  sneer. 
Sad  words,  no  doubt,  become  a  serious  face. 
And  men  look  angry  in  the  proper  place. 
At  double  meanings  folks  seem  wondrous  sly. 
And  sentiment  prescribes  a  pensive  eye ; 
VoT  nature  form'd  at  first  the  inward  man^ 
And  actors  copy  nature — when  they  can. 
She  bids  the  beating  heart  with  rapture  bound, 
Kaised  to  the  stars,  or  levelled  witli  the  ground ; 
And  for  expressioirs  aid,  'tis  said,  or  sung. 
She  gave  our  mind^s  interpreter — the  tongue, 
W!io,  worn  with  use,  of  late  would  fain  dispense 
(At  least  in  theatres)  with  common  sense; 
(/orNvlielrn  with  sound  the  boxes,  gallery,  pit. 
And  raise  a  laugh  with  anything — but  wit. 

To  skilful  writers  it  will  much  import. 
Whence  spring  their  scenes,  from  common  life  or  court ; 
AVhether  they  seek  applause  by  smile  or  tear. 
To  draw  a  "  Lying  Valet,''  or  a  "  Leur," 

Kt  quocunque  volent,  animum  auditoris  agnnto. 
Vi  riileutibus  anident,  ita  tlentibus  ndflent 
Iliiinani  vultus  ;  si  vis  mc  flere  duIcDdiim  est 
rrinium  ip.si  tibi ;  tunc  tua  me  infurtunia  l:i«J«*.nt, 
Tc'I(']>iii>,  Vfl  Fek'u,  male  si  mandata  loquerie, 
Aut  dormitabo,  aut  ridebo  :  tristia  ma^stura 
Vultiim  verba  decent ;  iratum,  jdeua  miuarum  ; 
Ludeutom,  lasciva  ;  sevcriim,  seria  dictu. 
Format  enim  natura  prius  iios  iutus  a<l  omnem 
FortiiiiJirum  h;ibitum  ;  juvat,  aut  impellit  ad  iram  ; 
Aut  ad  humiirn  niwroro  ;;ra\i  dfdnoit,  et  angit ; 
ro>t  clTj'rt  animi  motus  interjjrete  liuguil. 
Si  di:»;nti.H  eruiit  f"rtuiiivS  absciia  diota, 
liitrnani  tulleiit  0(|uit<  s,  |>edil«»squc  eafhii.num. 
liitererit  multum,  Davusne  Kx^uatur  au  bern»  ; 
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A  BBge,  or  rakish  youugslpr  w  ild  from  school, 
A  wandering  "  Peregrine,"  or  plain  "  Juliii  Bull ;" 
All  persons  please  when  nature's  voice  prevails, 
Scottish  or  Irish,  bom  in  Wills  or  Wules, 

Or  follow  common  fame,  or  forge  a.  plot ; 
Wlio  cares  if  mimic  heroes  lived  or  not ! 
One  precept  serves  to  regulate  tiie  scene  ; 
Make  it  appear  as  if  it  vtir/M  have  6eeit. 

If  some  Drawcansir'  you  aspire  lo  draw, 
Pret«nt  him  raving,  atiil  above  nil  ];iw  : 
If  female  furies  in  your  scheme  are  planu'd, 
Macbeth's  Scree  dame  is  ready  to  your  hand; 
Por  tears  and  treachery,  for  good  and  evil, 
Constance,  King  Ejchnrd,  Hamlet,  and  the  Devil! 
But  if  a  new  design  you  dare  essay. 
And  freely  wander  from  the  beaten  way. 
True  to  your  characters,  till  all  be  past. 
Preserve  consistency  from  first  to  lust. 

'Tis  hard  to  venture  where  our  betters  fail, 
Or  lend  fresh  interest  to  a  twice-told  talc ; 

MatnrosDe  aenex,  ui  lUhuc  anrmla  juTentA 

Fervidiu  i  an  matnnik  poteni,  an  KiluU  nuUix ; 

lleTcatamc  vaga^  cultorne  Tlnnlu  Kcelli ; 

OolditU  ftQ  AHTriui ;  Theliii  natritiw,  an  Ar^ 
Ant  Cuuam  BsqaerF,  lUt  libi  i»ni«ni«DlU  fingCi 

Seriplor.      Honontoni  bi  {one  rejionii  AoMllem  ; 

Inpigcr,  inciuidiu,  infionbilU,  Mer, 

Jnim  n«get  (ibi  n&ta,  nihil  non  nrroget  Brmii. 

Sit  Uolu  leroi  invii^taqae  ;  Bobillilna; 
I  f  trfidiu  Iiion  ;  Ii>  Tll^1l ;  tiiitii  Oreatn ; 
Lb  quid  inexpartum  aFenie  omimittu,  et  kodn 

P'  Qoalii  ab  iacejiio  prrKeswril,  H  nbi  oonitct.  ' 
'         DUEeils  est  pruprie  commuiuA  dieera  ;<  tuqoa 

•  [••Ji.k'.i-on.  Pi»j,  Mr.  Baypi,  who  U  tliat  Dr«w(»n>ir  I 

Bagti.  Why,  eir,  •  gnal  hero,  Ibat  &ighM  bli  miitren,  mnht  Up  kings,  laUfln 
u'ini«,  and  doea  vbM  be  will,  wiUiaiit  rc^^nl  M  Doiaber*,  good  kok,  or  jiutice."-- 

*  Ude.  Ot^int.  Mde.  <le  Sdyigat.  Builuo.  and  oth«n,  have  left  thcdr  diapuu  on  tiia 
mcwiing  of  thia  paiaa!^  in  a  tract  oinsidFrablf  longer  thao  Iha  |>eem  of  Honoa.  It  u 
phatal  at  the  cluae  ■>{  the  eleventh  lulume  «f  Hodaiao  do  Strignt'a  l«tten.  edited  bj 
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And  yet,  perchance,  'tis  wiser  to  prefer 

A  liackne/d  plot,  than  choose  a  new,  and  err; 

Yet  copy  not  too  closely,  but  record, 

More  justly,  thought  for  thought  than  word  for  word; 

Nor  trace  your  prototype  through  narrow  ways. 

But  only  follow  where  he  merits  praise. 

For  you,  young  bard !  whom  luckless  fate  may  lead 
To  tremble  on  the  nod  of  all  who  read. 
Ere  your  first  score  of  cantos  time  unrolls, 
lieware — for  God's  sake,  don't  begin  like  Bowles  !* 

Rectius  Uiacnm  carmen  dedacis  in  actus, 

Qoam  si  proferres  ignota  indictaque  primus. 

Pnblica  materies  prirati  juris  erit,  si 

Nee  circa  vilem  patnlomque  moraberis  orbem ; 

Nee  verbom  verbo  corabis  redderc  fidus 

Interpres,  nee  desilies  imitator  in  arctum 

Unde  pedem  proferre  pudor  retet^  aut  opens  lex. 


Groavelle,  Paris,  180C.  Presuming  that  all  who  can  oonstme  maj  Tentnre  an  opinioii 
on  such  subjects,  particularly  as  so  many  who  can  not  have  taken  the  same  libotj,  I 
should  have  held  my  "farthing  candle"  as  awkwardly  as  another,  had  not  my 
respect  for  the  wits  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth's  Augustan  sidcle  induced  me  to  subjoin 
these  illustrious  authorities.  Ist,  Boileau  :  'Tl  est  difficile  de  traiter  des  sT^etsqni 
sout  4  la  port^  de  tout  le  monde  d*une  manidre  qui  vous  les  rende  propres,  ce  qui 
s'appelle  s'approprier  un  sujet  par  le  tour  qu'on  y  donne."  2dly,  Uatteux  :  **Mais 
il  est  bien  difficile  de  donner  des  traits  propres  et  individueU  aux  etres  puremeot 
possibles."  3dly,  Dacier  :  II  est  difficile  de  traiter  con venablement  ces  caract^res  que 
tout  le  monde  peut  in  venter."  Mde.  de  Sevign^'s  opinion  and  translation,  otmststiDg 
of  some  thirty  pages,  I  omit,  particularly  as  M.  Grouvelle  observes,  "La  chose  est 
bien  remarquable,  aucune  de  ces  di verses  interpretations  ne  parait  hire  la  veritable." 
But,  by  way  of  comfort,  it  seems,  fifty  years  afterwards,  **Iie  lumineux  Damarsais** 
matle  his  appearance,  to  set  Horace  on  his  legs  again,  "dissifjer  tous  les  noages,  et 
ooncilier  tous  les  dissentimens  ; "  and  some  fifty  years  hence,  somebody,  still  more 
luminous,  will  doubtless  start  up  and  demolish  Dumarsais  and  his  system  on  thli 
weighty  affair,  as  if  he  were  no  better  than  Ptolemy  and  Tycho,  or  his  comments  of  no 
more  consequence  than  astronomical  calculations  on  the  present  comet.  I  am  happy 
to  say,  "  la  longueur  de  la  dissertation"  of  M.  D.  prevents  M.  G.  from  laying  any 
more  on  the  matter.  A  better  poet  than  Boileau,  and  at  least  as  good  a  scholar  as 
S^vign^,  has  said, 

'*  A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing." 

And  by  this  comparison  of  comments,  it  may  be  perceived  how  a  good  deal  may  be 
rendered  as  perilous  to  the  proprietors.  [Many  moi-e  interfiretations  have  been  given 
of  this  ambiguous  passage,  which,  if  taken  in  its  obvious  sense,  is  at  variance  with  the 
context.     All  the  commentntoi-s  are  compelled  to  do  violence  to  one  or  the  other.] 

^  About  two  years  ago  a  young  man  named  Townsend  was  announced  by  Mr. 
Cumberland,  in  a  review  (since  dtvejwwHh,  as  being  engaged  in  an  epic  poem  to  1* 
entitled  ''Armageddon,"  The  plan  and  specimen  promise  much;  but  I  ho\>e  neither 
t>  offend  Mr.  Townsend,  nor  his  friends,  by  recommending  to  his  attention  the  lines  of 
Horace  t«)  which  these  rhymes  allude.      If  Mr.  Townsend  succeeds  in  his  undertaking. 
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"Awake  n  louder  aiitl  a  loftitT  strain," — 
And  prsj,  what  follows  froitt  liis  boiling  brain  ?— 
He  sinks  lo  SouUiej's  level  in  a  trice, 
Wbose  epic  mountains  never  fail  in  mice! 
Not  80  of  yore  awoke  vour  miglity  sire 
The  temper'd  warblinys  of  bis  masler-ljre; 
Soft  as  tbc  gentler  breathing  of  the  lute, 
"  Of  man's  first  disobedience  «nd  ihe  fruit" 


Ilea  UG  iadpio,  ut  Krlplor  Gjclicoi  oliiu': 
"Portunnm  Priwni  omlabo,  ut  nobile  bellum." 
Qnid  di^um  ttmto  fent  his  promuaur  hialu  T 
Partununt  muDtes  :  nucetiir  riiiir^iu  mui. 
Quuld  rwUus  hie,  qui  nil  molitur  impte  I 
"Die  tnihi,  Musi,  virum  copts  poet  tetapon  Trojn, 
Qui  moreB  humiuum  multuruni  Tidit,  et  urbeg." 
Non  fumnm  ex  fulgore,  w<l  oi  fama  due  lucem 
CogitBt,  at  BpFciou  deMne  uiinuniU  promuit, 
Antipluten,  8cyl1aiDi]ae,  et  emu  Cfolope  I'harybdiid. 


iB  RBBon  la  hupe,  how  mach  will  the  world  b«  indebted  to  Mr  CniuberhiDd 
(bT  bringing  him  before  the  public  I  But,  till  that  eTenlfuI  daj  uriiei,  it  ibb;  be 
doobted  irbethtT  the  premittuie  display  of  luB  plan  (anblime  BB  the  ideas  oib- 
rmedl;  sre)  hne  not, — by  raiBiug  elperlatioD  too  high,  or  dimiuishing  cnrioaity,  bj 
derelopiog  his  BrgumeuL—ntJier  incurred  the  hnzird  <if  injuring  Mr.  lovngend's 
fature  prcnpecta.  Mr.  CumberUnd  (whose  Ulenta  I  shall  out  drpreeiBte  b;  the 
hamble  tribute  of  laj  praine)  and  Mr.  ToirnBFad  must  not  suppose  me  aetualed  by 
UBcorlbj  motives  in  this  suggeiition.  1  wish  the  author  all  the  soccew  he  onn  wiili 
bi-nseir.  nod  abail  be  truly  hspp)  (o  see  epic  poetiy  <ri:igh«d  up  from  the  hstho*  vhen 
i;  lies  auBken  vUh  Sonthey,  Cottle,  CoH'ley  (Mn.  or  Abrahnm),  0)[iti)',  WUkie,  Pye, 
will  all  the  "dull  of  pi«t  Bnd  preient  days."  Evru  if  he  is  cot  a  SHUon,  he  may  be 
tvtlcr  ibux  Blarkmori :  if  not  a  H'/mtr,  an  Aitimatltia,  I  tbonld  deem  myself 
praiimptnoua,  u  a  young  mnn,  In  nffHring  advice,  vece  it  not  addreued  to  one  still 
youDger.  Mr.  Toimsead  baa  the  gteatevl  difficulties  toencounter;  bat  in  ooDqnering 
ttiea  be  will  find  employmeiit ;  in  baying  conqnered  them,  bis  reward.  I  know  ton 
well  "  the  scribbler's  scoff,  the  critii^s  eunlumely  ; "  and  I  am  afraid  time  will  teach 
Mr.  Townsend  to  know  them  lietler.  Tbon  who  succeed,  and  those  who  do  not,  mast 
Lew  this  alike,  and  it  is  hard  to  sny  which  hare  most  of  it.  I  trust  that  Mr. 
TowussntTs  share  will  be  from  0117/;  he  will  soon  know  mankind  well  enough  not  to 
atltibate  this  eipreauon  to  malice.  [This  note  Lord  Bynm  says  was  penned  at 
Athens,  before  he  was  aware  of  Mr.  Cumberlanre  death  in  May  1811.  On  bit  retnm 
to  England  Lord  B.  wrote  to  a  friend  : — "  There  i'  a  sncking  epio  poet  at  Qnjjta,  a 
Mr.  Townaend,  prot^  of  the  late  Cnmberiand.  Did  yoa  ever  hear  of  him  and  bis 
'  ArmsgeddoD  V  I  lliink  his  plan  Itbe  man  1  don't  know)  borders  on  the  sublimo  ; 
lltoagh,  perhaps  the  antinpation  of  the  '  Ust  Day '  is  a  little  too  daring  ;  at  Iwst,  it 
look*  like  telling  the  Almighty  what  he  is  In  do  ;  and  might  remind  an  ill'Datond 

penon  of  the  line — 


'  And  foola  ru 


where  anj^els  fear  to  tread.'  " 


IVigratiiy  the  cariosity  which  had  been  eicdtal.  Mr.  Townaend,  in  1S]S,  wsaindaoad 
M  publish  eight  out  of  the  IwelTc  books,  and  their  reception  realised  Lord  Byvou'i 
aunons  predicUons.J 
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He  speaks,  but,  as  his  subject  swells  along. 

Earth,  Heaven,  and  Hades  echo  with  the  song." 

Still  to  the  midst  of  things  he  hastens  on, 

As  if  we  witnessed  all  already  done ; 

Leaves  on  his  path  whatever  seems  too  mean 

To  raise  the  subject,  or  adorn  the  scene; 

Gives,  as  each  page  improves  upon  the  sight. 

Not  smoke  from  brightness,  but  from  darkness — light; 

And  truth  and  fiction  with  such  art  compounds. 

We  know  not  where  to  fix  their  several  bounds. 

If  you  would  please  the  public,  deign  to  hear 
What  soothes  the  many-headed  monster*s  ear: 
If  your  heart  triumph  when  the  hands  of  all 
Applaud  in  thunder  at  the  curtain's  fall. 
Deserve  those  plaudits — study  nature's  page. 
And  sketch  the  striking  traits  of  every  age ; 
While  varying  man  and  varying  years  unfold 
Life's  little  tale,  so  oft,  so  vainly  told ; 
Observe  his  simple  childhood's  dawning  days. 
His  pranks,  his  prate,  his  playmates,  and  his  plays; 
Till  time  at  length  the  mannish  tyro  weans, 
And  prurient  vice  outstrips  his  tardy  teens ! 

Behold  him  Freshman !  forced  no  more  to  groan 
O'er  Virgil's*  devilish  verses  and  his  own; 

Nee  reditum  Diomcdis  ab  intcritu  Mtleagri, 
Nee  gemino  bellum  Trojanum  onlitur  ab  ovo. 
Semper  ad  CTentum  festinat ;  et  in  medias  rem 
Non  secus  ac  notas,  auditorcm  i-apit,  et  qu» 
Despcrat  tractata  nitescere  posse,  relinquit : 
Atque  ita  meutitur,  sic  verls  falisa  reniiaoet, 
Primo  ne  medium,  medio  ne  discrepet  imam. 

Tu,  quid  ego  et  populus  mecnm  desideret,  audi. 
Si  plausoris  eges  aulsea  maiicntis,  et  usque 
Sessuri,  douec  cantor,  Vos  plaudite,  dicat ; 
JEtatis  cujusque  nutandi  sunt  tibi  mores, 
Mobilibusque  decor  naturis  dandus  ct  aunis. 
Reddere  qui  voces  jam  scit  puer,  et  pede  certo 
Siguat  humuin  ;  gestit  paribus  colludere,  et  iram 


^  [There  is  more  of  jwetry  in  these  verses  upon  Milton  than  in  any  other  passaitt 
tlir<m;;hout  the  paraphrase. — Moore.] 

•*  Harvey,  the  circulator  of  the  circidotion  of  the  blood,  ustnl  to  fling  awaj  Virgxi 
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Prayers  are  too  tedious,  lectures  too  abstruse. 
He  flies  from  Taveli'a  frown  to  "  Fordhaoi'a  Mei 
(Unlucky  Tavell !'  doora'd  to  daily  c 
hy  pugilistic  pupils,  and  by  bear:),} 
h'iaes,  tutors,  taaka,  conventions  tlireat  in  vaiii, 
Before  hounds,  hunters,  and  Newmarket  plain. 
Bough  with  his  elders,  with  his  equals  rash. 
Civil  to  sharpers,  prodigal  of  cash ; 
Constant  to  nought — save  hazard  and  a  wiiore, 
Yet  cursing  both^for  both  have  made  him  sore: 
Unread  (unless,  since  books  beguile  disease. 
The  p — X  becomes  his  passage  to  degrees) ; 
I'ool'd,  pillaged,  dunu'd,  he  wastes  his  term  awa}. 
And  unenpell'd,  perhaps,  retires  M.A.; 
Master  of  arts !  as  iells  and  clu&s'  proclaim. 
Where  scarce  a  black  leg  bears  a  brighter  name  I 

Launch'd  into  life,  exiinet  his  early  fire. 
He  apes  the  selfish  prudence  of  his  sire; 
Marries  for  money,  chooses  friends  for  rank. 
Buys  land,  and  shrewdly  trusts  not  to  the  I3auk; 
Sits  in  the  Senate ;  gets  a  son  and  heir; 
Sends  him  to  Harrow,  for  himself  was  there. 

Colligit  ac  pflnU  temerc,  ei  muUtnr  in  bona. 

Imberbiajn  Tenia,  tnndem  ciutude  lerauto, 
Qandel  eqoia  canibuaqnc,  et  aprici  gnminc  iaidiji  : 
Cbicdb  id  Titium  flecti,  moniliiribua  up«i, 
DtiliniD  tardui  proTuor,  prudigui  cru, 
finblicmi,  ctipi4ii!qae,  el  amata  roUnqacre  pemii 

OnaTenis  stodiia,  vtaa  uumuBjue  lirilia 
Qnnrit  opes,  eC  amioitiaa  inKiril  honori ; 


Id  Ilia  ectlaay  of  adroiration  and  aaj,  "tbo  book  liad  a  deill.  "*  Ngvindi  a  ^harackrna 
I  am  mpjing  voald  probabl;  dingitawij  sbto,  but  ratbcr  v!ib  thattbe  deril  had  tbv 
h'X'k  ;  Dol  from  dialike  lo  the  poel,  but  a  well  fonndcd  horror  of  bexametfra.  Indeed, 
tlif  pablic  acbool  penance  of  "  Long  and  Short"  ia  enough  to  beget  an  antipathy  Mi 
poeti)  for  the  reaidue  of  a  man's  life,  and,  pcrbapa.  k>  far  maj  be  an  advuitage. 

'  "iD&Ddum,  regioa,  Jubei  renovgre  dotorem."  1  dire  n;  Mr.  Tavell  (Is  vhon 
I  mean  no  affront)  wilt  underatwid  me  ;  and  it  i>  no  matter  whether  any  one  else  d»e« 
or  no. — To  the  aboTe  ereDta,  "qusque  ipse  miaerrima  vidi.  et  quorum  pan  ma);ua 
rni,"  all  limti  and  Itnu  bear  tenimoiij.  [The  Rer,  O.  P.  TbtoU  waa  a  ftillow  aud 
tutor  of  Triuitj  Collie,  Cambridge,  daring  Lord  Bjron'a  reudence,  aad  owed  thia 
notice  to  the  a«l  with  whiEh  he  pmlcfted  agaiut  bii  jaTenile  ragariea.  ] 

'  ■'  Hell."  a  gaming-hoDK  ao  called,  where  jon  rUk  little,  and  alc  cbeatad  •  good 
deal.     "  Cluh,"  a  plcaaant  purgatory,  where  jou  loic  more,  and  are  not  auppoaerl  u 
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Mute,  though  he  votes,  unless  when  caL'd  to  cheer. 
His  son's  so  sharp — he'll  see  the  dog  a  peer ! 

Manhood  declines — age  palsies  every  limb ; 
He  quits  the  scene — or  else  the  scene  quits  liim; 
Scrapes  wealth,  o'er  each  departing  penny  grieves. 
And  avarice  seizes  all  ambition  leaves; 
Counts  cent  per  cent,  and  smiles,  or  vainly  frets. 
O'er  hoards  diminish'd  by  young  Hoj)eful'8  debts ; 
Weiglis  well  and  wisely  what  to  sell  or  buy. 
Complete  in  all  life's  lessons— but  to  die; 
Peevish  and  spiteful,  doting,  hard  to  please. 
Commending  every  time,  save  times  like  these; 
Crazed,  querulous,  forsaken,  half  forgot. 
Expires  unwept — is  buried — let  him  rot ! 

But  from  the  Drama  let  me  not  digress. 
Nor  spare  my  precepts,  though  they  please  you  less. 
Though  woman  weep,  and  hardest  hearts  are  stirr'd. 
When  what  is  done  is  rather  seen  than  heard. 
Yet  many  deeds  preserved  in  history's  page 
Are  better  told  than  acted  on  the  stage; 
The  ear  sustains  what  shocks  the  timid  eye, 
And  horror  thus  subsides  to  sympathy. 
True  Briton  all  beside,  I  here  am  Frencli — 
Bloodshed  'tis  surelv  better  to  retrench : 


Commisisse  cavet  quod  mox  mutare  Uboret. 

Multa  scnem  circuniveniunt  incommoda ;  vel  quod 
Quserit,  et  inventis  miser  abstinet,  ac  timet  uti ; 
Vel  quod  res  omnes  timide  gelideque  ministrat, 
Dilator,  spe  longus,  iners,  avidusque  futuii ; 
Difficilis,  quarulus,  laudator  tcmporis  acti 
Se  puero,  cjistigalor  censorque  minorum. 
Multa  ferunt  aniii  venientes  commoda  seoum, 
Multa  recedentes  adimunt.     Ne  forte  seniles 
Mandentur  juveui  iKirtes,  pueroque  virilea, 
Semper  iu  adjunctis,  rcvoque  mombimur  aptis. 

Aut  agitur  res  in  sceuis,  aut  acta  refertur. 
Segnius  irritant  animos  demissa  per  aurem 
Quam  qua?  sunt  ooulis  subjecta  fidelibus,  et  qua» 
I|>se  sibi  tra<lit  s|>ectAtor.     Non  tamen  intus 
I>i;na  geri,  pnum**)  iu  f^cviiHin  ;  multoque  tollt^ 
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The  gladialorial  gore  we  teacli  lo  flow 

In  tragic  scenes  disgust,  tliougU  but  in  sliow ; 

We  hate  the  caruage  while  we  see  the  trick. 

And  find  small  sympathy  in  biing  sick. 

Not  on  the  stage  the  regicide  .Macbeth 

Appals  an  audience  with  a  monarch's  deotli ; 

To  gaze  when  sable  Hubert  thrt'als  to  seiir  • 

Young  Arthur's  eyes,  can  ouri  or  tiature  bear? 

A  halter* tl  heroine*  Juhuaon  souglit  lo  siny — 

We  saved  Irene,  but  lialf  damn'd  the  play. 

And  [tieaven  be  praised!)  our  tolerating  limes 

Stint  metamorphoses  to  pantomimes; 

And  I^ewis'  self,  with  all  his  sprites,  would  quuke 

Tu  change  Karl  Osmond's  negro  to  &  snake ! 

Because,  iu  scenes  exciting  joy  or  grief, 

We  loathe  the  action  which  exceeds  belief: 

And  yet,  God  knows!  what  may  not  nuthors  do, 

Whose  poslscripts  prate  of  dyeing  "  lieroiiies  blue  'i' 

Above  all  things.  Dim  Poet,  if  you  c^in. 
Eke  out  your  acta,  I  pray,  with  mortal  man, 
Nor  call  a  ghost,  unless  some  cursed  scrape 
Must  open  ten  trapdoors  for  your  e»ca]>e. 
Uf  all  the  monstrous  things  I'd  fain  forbid, 
I  loathe  an  opera  worse  than  Dennis  did;' 

Ex  omlii,  qiUD  mox  nuret  ruundu  pivHiu. 
Ks  pacrog  oinm  populo  Males  trodiilet ; 
Ant  huinuu  pBlun  (oqnat  eiU  niliuiiii  Atreiu  i 
Ai:t  io  avem  I'rugne  vcrUiur,  Cadiniu  iu  ■ugocni. 
Qaodeanqao  oglcndis  mibi  tit,  incndulaii  odi. 
Nei<  mioar,  oeu  ail  quiuto  prodaatiDr  aftu 
Pahola,  qiue  pwei  Tult,  rt  spedala  nponi, 
Neo  Deus  iDterait,  niii  Jiguiu  vEndice  nodiu 


'  "  IreiHt  \aA  \a  tpak  (wo  lin«  with  Hxf  bowatriii|  nmod  hrr  nrck ;  but  the 
■odieDce  cried  out  'Motdetl'  uid  ihe  '•u  obliged  to  gooff  the  ttBgcalin."  ^BoHBelf* 
JakntvK.  {Inne  for  the  futore  wu  put  lo  Jealfa  behind  the  mcdci.  The  ttlu^liiig 
her,  coiitnry  to  Horscc'a  rule,  rorain  poptJo,  wu  lug^'ited  b;  Oun-iFk,  1 

«  In  the  postwript  to  thii  "Csstle  Spntre,''  Hi.  Lcwii  U'lla  lu,  thitt  tbough  bluk> 
wera  ankoown  in  England  at  Uw  psrii-d  or  hilt  ftction.  yrX  he  hu  aaHa  the  umpliro- 
nisn  to  M*  off  Uie  «ceue  :  mad  jr  he  eoald  have  produred  the  effect  "  bj  nuking  kii 
hanriHUue,"— I  quole  him— "blue  he  would  \».ie  made  her  !" 

'  [1b  17U8,  DenniB,  the  critii',  wrote  au  "  Kwiij   on  the  Openu  afkr  the  Ilitliu 
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Where  good  and  evil  persons,  riglit  or  wrong. 
Rage,  love,  and  auglit  but  moralise,  in  song. 
Hail,  last  memorial  of  our  foreign  friends, 
Wbich  Gaul  allows,  and  still  Hesperia  lends ! 
Napoleon's  edicts  no  embargo  lay 
On  whores,  spies,  singers,  wisely  shipped  away. 
Our  giant  capital,  whose  squares  are  spread 
Where  rustics  carnM,  and  now  may  beg,  their  bread. 
In  all  iniquity  is  grown  so  nice. 
It  scorns  amusements  which  are  not  of  price. 
Hence  the  pert  shopkeeper,  whose  throbbing  ear 
Aches  with  orchestras  which  he  pays  to  hear. 
Whom  shame,  not  sympathy,  forbids  to  snore. 
His  anguish  doubling  by  his  own  "encore;" 
Squeezed  in  "  Fop's  Alley,"  jostled  by  the  beaux. 
Teased  with  his  hat,  and  trembling  for  his  toes ; 
Scarce  wrestles  through  the  night,  nor  tastes  of  easi». 
Till  the  dropp'd  curtain  gives  a  glad  release : 
Why  this,  and  more,  he  suffers — can  ye  guess ! — 
Because  it  costs  him  dear,  and  makes  him  dress ! 

So  prosper  eunuchs  from  Etruscan  schools ; 
Give  us  but  fiddlers,  and  they're  sure  of  fools  ! 
Ere  scenes  were  play'd  by  many  a  reverend  clerk* 
(What  harm,  if  David  danced  before  the  ark  ?)  ^ 
In  Christmas  revels,  simple  country  folks 
Were  pleased  with  morrice-mumm'ry  and  coarse  joke^. 
Improving  years,  with  things  no  longer  known, 
Produced  blithe  Punch  and  merry  Madame  Joan, 

manner,  which  are  about  to  be  established  on  the  English  Stage  ;  '*  to  show  that  Xhtj 
were  more  immoral  than  the  most  licentious  play. J 

'*  **The  first  theatrical  representations,  entitled  *  Mysteries  and  Moralities,'  wen- 
generally  enacted  at  Cliristmns,  by  monks  (as  the  only  i>ers4ju8  who  could  read),  and 
latterly  by  the  clergy  and  studontw  of  the  universities.  The  dramatis  pers^^na*  were 
usually  Adam,  Pater  Coclestis,  Faith,  Vice,"  kc.  &c. — See  Warton's  Histor>-  of  Englifh 
Poetry.  iThoBe  uucouth  and  profane  perf<»rmance8,  were  thought  to  contribute  so  much 
to  the  instruction  of  tlie  peo|)le,  that  one  of  the  popes  grante<l  a  pardon  of  a  thoiiaand 
tlays  to  every  i>erson  who  resorted  to  the  playa  acted  in  the  Whitsunweek  at  Chester, 
iK'giniiing  with  the  "  Creation,''  an<l  ending  with  the  **  General  Judgment."  They  are 
a  striking  proof  of  the  delwwil  n<»tions  of  Scripture  history  that  almost  uniTeraally  pw- 
vall'jd  l»efore  tran.-lations  of  the  Bible  were  in  common  use.] 

''  [**\Vho  (lid  what  Vest ris— yet,  at  least, — cannot, 

And  cut  his  kingly  <a|K'r8  sans  culotte.*'—  MS.] 
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Who  still  frisk  on  witli  feats  so  lewdly  low, 
'Tis  strange  Benvolio  •  suffers  such  a  show ; 
Suppressing  peer !  to  whom  each  vice  gives  phu  e. 
Oaths,  boxing,  begging, — aU,  save  rout  and  race. 

Farce  followed  Comedy,  and  reach'd  her  prime. 
In  ever-laugiiing  Footers  fantastic  time  : 
Mad  wag !  who  pardon'd  none,  nor  spared  the  best. 
And  turn'd  some  very  serious  things  to  jest. 
Nor  church  nor  state  escaped  his  public  sneers, 
Arms  nor  the  gown,  priests,  lawyers,  volunteers : 
*'  Alas,  poor  Yorick !  '*  now  for  ever  mute ! 
Whoever  loves  a  laugh  must  sigh  for  Foote. 


We  smile,  perforce,  when  histrionic  scenes 
Ape  the  swoln  dialogue  of  kings  and  queens. 
When  "Crononhotonthologos  must  die/' 
And  Arthur  struts  in  mimic  majesty. 

Moschus !  with  whom  once  more  I  hope  to  sit^ 
And  smile  at  folly,  if  we  can't  at  wit ; 
Yes,  friend !  for  thee  FU  quit  my  cynic  cell. 
And  bear  Swift's  motto,  ''  Vive  la  bagatelle  !  " 
Which  charm'd  our  days  in  each  iEgean  climo. 
As  oft  at  home,  with  revelry  and  rhyme. 
Then  may  Euphrosyne,  who  sped  the  past. 
Soothe  thy  life's  scenes,  nor  leave  thee  in  the  last ; 
But  find  in  thine,  like  pagan.  Plato's  bed,* 
Some  merry  manuscript  of  mimes,  when  dead. 

'  BenTolio  docs  Dot  bet :  bot  every  man  who  maintains  racehorses  is  a  promoter  of 
an  the  concomitant  evils  of  the  turf.  Avoiding  to  bet  is  a  little  pbarisaical.  Is  it  aD 
exculpation  T  I  think  not  I  never  yet  heard  a  bawd  praised  fur  chastity,  because 
the  herself  did  not  commit  fornication.  [For  Benvolio  we  have,  in  the  original  MS., 
**  Earl  Orosvenor : "  and  for  the  next  couplet — 

"Suppressing  peer  !  to  whom  each  vice  gives  place, 
Save  gambling—  for  his  lordship  loves  a  race."] 

*  Under  Plato^s  pillow  a  voIuiLd  of  the  Mimes  of  Sophron  was  found  the  day  he 
died. —  Vide  Barth£16rai,  De  Pauw,  or  DiogeneH  Lacrtius,  if  agreeable.  De  Pauw  calls 
it  a  jest-lKX)k.  Cuinbcrhind,  in  his  ObRerver,  terms  it  moral,  like  the  sayings  of 
Publius  Syrus. 
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Now  to  the  Drama  let  us  bend  our  eyes. 
Where  fetter'd  by  whig  Walpole  low  she  lies ; ' 
Corruption  foil'd  her,  for  she  fear'd  her  glance ; 
Decorum  left  her  for  an  opera  dance ! 
Yet  Chesterfield,*  whose  polish'd  pen  inveighs 
'Grainst  laughter,  fought  for  freedom  to  our  plays ; 
XJncheck'd  by  megrims  of  patrician  brains. 
And  damning  dulness  of  lord  chamberlai:is. 
Repeal  that  act !  again  let  humour  roam 
Wild  o'er  the  stage — we've  time  for  tears  at  home ; 
Let  "Archer"  plant  the  horns  on  '*  Sullen's"  brows. 
And  "  Estifania  "  gull  her  "  Copper  "  *  spouse ; 
The  moral's  scant— but  that  may  be  excused. 
Men  go  not  to  be  lectured,  but  amused. 
He  wliom  our  plays  dispose  to  good  or  ill 
Must  wear  a  head  in  want  of  Willis'  skill ;  * 
Ay,  but  Macheath's  example — psha ! — no  more  ! 
It  form'd  no  tliieves — the  thief  was  form'd  before;  • 
And  spite  of  puritans  and  Collier's  curse,* 
Plays  make  mankind  no  better,  and  no  worse. 
Then  spare  our  stage,  ye  methodistic  men ! 
Nor  burn  damu'd  Drury  if  it  rise  again. 
But  why  to  brain-scorch'd  bigots  thus  appeal  ? 
Can  heavenly  mercy  dwell  with  earthly  zeal  ? 

*  [In  1737  the  manager  of  Goodman's  Fields  Theatre  having  brought  Sir  Robert 
Walpole  a  farce  called  **The  Golden  Romp,"  the  minister  paid  the  profits  ▼hich  might 
have  accrued  from  the  performance,  and  detained  the  copy.  He  then  made  extracts 
of  the  most  exceptionable  passages,  abounding  in  profaneness,  sedition,  and  bUsphem v, 
read  them  to  the  house,  and  obtained  leave  to  biing  in  a  bill  to  limit  the  number  of 
playhouses ;  to  subject  all  dramatic  writings  to  the  inspection  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain : 
and  to  compel  the  proprietors  to  take  out  a  license  for  every  production  before  it  ooold 
appear  on  the  stage.  ] 

'•^  His  s))eech  on  the  Licensing  Act  b  one  of  his  most  eloquent  efforts. 

'  Michael  Perez,  the  Copper  Captain,  in  *'  Rule  a  Wife  and  have  a  Wife." 

*  [Willis  died  in  1807  in  the  90th  year  of  his  age.  He  owes  his  pre-eminence  among 
the  physicians  of  the  insane  to  his  havir^  attended  George  III.  in  his  mental  malady.] 

*  [Dr.  Johnson  was  of  the  like  opinion.  "Highwaymen  and  housebreakers,"  he 
says  in  his  Life  of  Gay,  '*  seldom  frequent  the  playhouse,  or  mingle  in  any  elegant 
diversion ;  nor  is  it  possible  for  any  one  to  imagine  that  he  may  rob  with  Nilety,  because 
he  sees  Macheath  reprieved  upon  the  stage."  It  was  asserted,  on  the  other  hand,  by 
Sir  John  Fielding,  the  Bow-street  magistrate,  than  on  every  run  of  the  piece  an 
increased  number  of  highwaymen  were  brought  to  his  office,  and  so  strong  was  his  con- 
viction that,  in  177*2  he  remonstitited  against  the  perfurmanoe  with  the  managers  of 
both  the  houses.] 

*  Jerry  (^»llier^8  controversy  with  C^ongrevo,  kc.  on  the  subject  of  the  drama,  is  too 
well  known  to  require  further  c«imirent. 
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For  times  of  fire  and  fa£,^t  let  tliera  hope  I 

Times  dear  alike  to  puritan  or  pope. 

Aa  pious  Calvin  saw  Servetus  blaze. 

So  would  new  sects  on  newer  victimii  gaze. 

E'en  now  the  songs  of  Soljma  begin ; 

Faith  cants,  perplex'd  apologist  of  sin  1 

While  the  Lord's  servant  chastens  whom  he  loves. 

And  Simeon  kicks,'  where  Baiter  only  "shoves."* 

Wliom  nature  guides,  so  writes,  that  every  dunce, 
Enraptured,  thinks  to  do  the  same  at  once ; 
But  af^r  inky  tJiumbs  and  bitten  nails. 
And  twenty  scatter'd  quires,  the  coxcomb  faila. 

Let  pastoral  be  dumb  ;  for  who  can  hope 
To  matcli  the  youthful  eclogues  of  our  Pope? 
Yet  his  and  Phillips'  faults,  of  different  kind, 
For  art  too  rude,  for  nature  too  refined. 
Instruct  how  hard  the  medium  'tis  to  hit 
Twixt  too  much  polish  and  too  coarse  a  wit. 

A  vulgar  scribbler,  certcs,  stands  disgraced 
In  this  nice  af;c,  when  all  aspire  to  taste; 
The  dirty  language,  and  the  noisome  jest. 
Which  pleased  in  Swift  of  yore,  we  now  detest ; 

Speret  idem  ;  aud«t  uinlliiiu,  fnistisque  Uboret 
Auua  idem  ;  tutum  gi;ries  junctunque  pallet : 
luitum  de  medio  Homtis  nccedit  hnriorU- 

SUtu  dedaeli  oieant,  me  jndice,  Faoiii. 
ITe  Telot  imuti  triviis,  tic  jiena  (urenies, 
Ant  niniigm  teueris  juTenentur  Tereihaa  aDqii:uu, 
Aat  immandii  crepect,  >gnammi«iujne  dicta. 
Offendnntur  enim,  qaibiia  egt  ei]uui,  et  p»ter,  el  re>  . 

'  Ur.  Simenn  ia  tbe  very  bnllj  of  belieri,  sod  caMJgator  of  "good  vorki."    He  it 
>blf  inpported  b;  Jobn  Stickles,  >  Uliourer  id  themme  Tioeyanl : — bat  I  nj  do  man, 
for,  wording  to  JobiiD7  in  fall  ooDgregatJDD,  "^o  koptt  for  tkewtat  laugki." — {Tbe 
Ule  Kev.  Charles  SroeoD,  ia  conaequenco  nf  fail  calrimilic  tesl,  beouna  tapiged  in  , 
■Dudr;  win  diapntatioiu  with  atber  divinea  ofllie  nnirern^.J 

'  "  BsiteT*!  Sbove  to  lieav;->— d  Cfarinliana,"  the  leritsble  title  of  a  book  oace  in 
gpod  repnte,  rmd  likely  enongb  to  he  ao  afnJo.  [Ivintcj  atitea  that  the  author  of  Ihia 
tmtiie  vu  not  tba  eelebnted  Richard  Baiter,  hot  n  pemin  of  the  nni*  name  wbii 
iire-whed  at  Wiocheiler  Hmisc,  South wj.rk  ' 


4^2  HINTS  FROM  HORACE. 

J  Proscribed  not  only  in  the  world  polite^ 
But  even  too  nasty  for  a  city  knight ! 

Pence  to  Swift's  faults  I  his  wit  hath  made  them  pass, 
Unmatched  by  all,  save  matchless  Hudibras ! 
"Whose  author  is  perhaps  the  first  we  meet. 
Who  from  our  couplet  lopp'd  two  final  feet ; 
Nor  less  in  merit  than  the  longer  line. 
This  measure  moves  a  favourite  of  the  Nine. 
Though  at  first  view  eight  feet  may  seem  in  vain 
Form'd,  save  in  ode,  to  bear  a  serious  strain, 
Yet  Scott  has  shown  our  wondering  isle  of  late 
This  measure  shrinks  not  from  a  theme  of  weight. 
And,  varied  skilfully,  surpasses  far 
Heroic  rhyme,  but  most  in  love  and  war. 
Whose  fluctuations,  tender  or  sublime. 
Arc  curb'd  too  much  by  long-recurring  rhyme. 

But  many  a  skilful  judge  abhors  to  see. 
What  few  admire — irregularity. 
This  some  vouchsafe  to  pardon ;  but  'tis  hard 
When  such  a  word  contents  a  British  bard. 

And  must  the  bard  his  glowing  thoughts  confine. 
Lest  censure  hover  o'er  some  faulty  line  ? 

Nee,  si  quid  fricti  ciceris  probat  et  nucis  emptor, 
^quis  accipiuDt  animis,  donantve  coronA. 

Syllaba  longa  brevi  subjccta,  vocatur  iambus. 
Pes  citus  :  unde  etiam  trimetris  accrescere  jussit 
Nomen  iambeis,  cum  senos  redderct  ictus. 
Primus  ad  extremum  similis  sibi  :  non  ita  pridem, 
Tardior  ut  paulo  gravionjue  veniret  ad  aurca, 
Spondeos  stabiles  iu  jura  {Kitema  reccpit 
Commodus  et  patiens  ;  non  ut  de  sedc  secundA 
Cederet  aut  quailA  socialiter.     Uic  et  in  Accl 
Nobilibus  trimetris  apparet  rams,  et  Ennt. 
I    scenam  missus  magno  cum  pondere  versus, 
Aut  oix>nc  celeris  nimium,  cur&que  carentis, 
Aut  ignoraUc  premit  artis  crimine  turpi. 

Non  quivis  vidct  immudulata  pocmata  judex  ; 
£t  data  Komnnis  venia  est  indigna  poetis. 
Mcircone  vagor,  scribamqiie  licenter  ?  an  omuci 
Visuros  pccoata  putem  mca  ;  tutus,  et  intm 
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ficmove  whate'er  a  critic  maj  suspect, 
To  gaiu  the  paltry  suffrage  of  "correct  ■'  " 
Or  prune  tLe  spirit  of  eacii  daring  plirase, 
To  %  from  error,  not  to  merit  jjraise  ? 

Ye,  who  seek  ficiish'd  models,  never  cease. 
By  day  and  iiiglit,  to  read  tlie  works  of  Greece. 
But  our  ^'ood  fathers  never  bent  their  brains 
To  lieatheu  Greek,  content  with  native  strains. 
The  few  who  read  a  page,  or  used  a  pen, 
Were  satialied  with  Chaucer  and  old  Ben  ; 
Tiie  jokes  and  numbers  suited  to  their  taat« 
Were  quaint  and  careless,  anything  but  chaste 
Yet  whether  right  or  wrong  the  ancient  rules. 
It  will  not  do  to  call  our  fathers  fools  ! 
Though  you  and  I,  who  eruditely  know 
To  separate  the  elegant  and  \ow, 
CdD  also,  when  a  hobbling  Hue  appears, 
Detect  with  lingers,  in  default  of  ears. 

In  sooth  I  do  not  kuow,  or  greatly  care 
To  learn,  who  our  first  English  strollers  were ; 
Or  if,  till  roofs  received  the  vagrant  art. 
Our  Muse,  like  that  of  Thespis,  kept  a  cart; 
But  this  is  certain,  since  our  Shakspearc's  days, 
There's  pomp  eiiuugh,  if  little  else,  in  pJays; 
Nor  will  Melpomene  ascend  lier  throne 
Without  high  heels,  white  plume,  and  Bristol  stone. 

Speni  Tonin  canius  t  vltiiti  dcaiqiie  euijiani, 
Nod  Inudcm  miruL  Von  eiempUria  Uneca 
Noctomi  Terasta  numa,  venaU  lUnrot. 
At  *utri  iiroari  PUatiaoc  ct  numeru  at 
l^ndaTere  bIm  ;  nimiatD  pitienler  nltumqiic^ 
Kc  dicim  stulte,  mirati  ;  li  modo  ego  et  vos 
Bo'mu»  inurlianuia  \e^^i•lo  iiepaiiere  dido, 
LegiUmutniiue  aonnm  diitiUa  callemm  el  aar& 

Ignotum  tnitiae  gentu  invenuM  CuiKenB 
OidiuT,  et  plaiistrii  yeiirte  pwoiiila  TbiH|iia, 
Qiuc  eanerrat  agerenlqoB  peruucti  Tieciliiu  un, 
Prist  hunc  peraonn  paiLcque  repertor  bouBstn 
Xaehjluii  et  mudiuiB  inatmit  [lalpiU  lignii, 
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Old  comedies  still  meet  with  much  applaase. 
Though  too  licentious  for  dramatic  laws ; 
At  least,  we  moderns,  wisely,  'tis  coiifest, 
Curtail,  or  silence,  the  lascivious  jest. 

Whatever  their  follies,  and  their  faults  beside^ 
Our  enterprising  bards  pass  nought  untried ; 
Nor  do  tliey  merit  sliglit  applause  who  choose 
An  English  subject  for  an  English  muse, 
And  leave  to  minds  wliich  never  dare  invent 
French  flippancy  and  German  sentiment. 
Where  is  that  living  language  which  could  claim 
Poetic  more,  as  philosophic,  fame, 
If  all  our  bards,  more  patient  of  delay. 
Would  stop,  like  Pope,  to  polish  by  the  way  ? 

Lords  of  the  quill,  whose  critical  assaults 
Overthrow  whole  quartos  with  their  quires  of  faults. 
Who  soon  detect,  and  mark  where'er  we  fail. 
And  prove  our  marble  with  too  nice  a  nail ! 
Democritus  himself  was  not  so  bad ; 
He  only  thought,  but  you  would  make,  us  mad  ! 

But  truth  to  say,  most  rhymers  rarely  guard 
Against  that  ridicule  they  deem  so  hard ; 
In  person  negligent,  they  wear,  from  sloth, 
Beards  of  a  week,  and  nails  of  annual  growth  ; 

Successit  vetus  his  coraoedia,  non  sine  mulUl 
Laude  ;  sed  in  vitium  libertas  excidit,  et  vim 
Dignam  lege  regi :  lex  est  accepta  ;  cborusque 
Turpiter  obticuit,  sublato  jure  nocendi. 

Nil  intentatum  nostri  liqa6re  poeUe  ; 
Nee  minimum  meniere  decus,  vestigia  Gneca 
Ausi  deserere,  et  celebrare  domestica  facta  ; 
Vel  qui  pra?textas,  vel  qui  docuere  togatas. 
Nee  virtute  foret  clarisve  potentius  arm  is, 
Quam  lingu&,  Latium,  si  non  ofienderet  unum- 
Quemque  poetarum  lima)  labor,  et  mora.     Viw,  o 
Pompilius  sanguis,  carmen  reprehcndite,  quod  nou 
Multa  dies  et  multa  litura  coercuit,  atque 
Pnesectum  decies  non  castigavit  ad  uuguem. 

Ingenium  miser&  quia  fortunatius  art« 
Credit,  et  excludit  sanos  ilclicone  iKK'tas 
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Reside  in  garrets,  (ly  from  tlio^^c  they  raeet, 
Aqi]  walk  in  alleys  rattier  tliaii  tlie  otreet. 

With  linle  rliyme,  lesji  reason,  if  you  pleaaf, 
Tlie  name  of  poet  iriiiy  be  got  with  ease. 
So  that  not  tuns  of  hcUehoric  juice 
Shall  ever  turn  your  head  to  any  use ; 
Write  but  like  WordsHortli,  live  beside  n  lake, 
And  keep  your  bushy  locks  a  year  from  Blake;" 
Then  print  your  book,  once  more  return  to  town, 
And  boys  shall  bunt  your  hardship  up  and  down. 

Am  I  not  wise,  if  such  some  poets'  plight. 
To  purge  in  spring — like  Baves' — before  I  write? 
If  tliis  precaution  soften'd  not  my  bilf:, 
I  know  no  scribbler  will)  a  madder  .style; 
But  since  (perhaps  my  feelings  are  too  nice) 
I  cannot  purchase  fame  at  such  a  price, 
I'll  labour  gratis  aa  a  grinders'  vheel. 
And,  blunt  myself,  give  edge  to  other's  steel, 
Nor  write  at  all,  unless  to  teach  the  art 
To  those  rehearsing  for  the  poet's  part ; 

DeoKicriliis  ;  horia  para  aoa  un|^ii«  pDOets  coral, 
Nod  tatrliini :  secreta  i>elit  Ion,  taloea  liUt. 
NliDcitHtnr  eaim  prcliam  nuinenque  poets, 
Si  tribna  A.nlic7rii  caput  inianabile  Dunqnun 
ToDsori  Lidnu  cmiDiacrlt.     O  (go  Imus, 
Qui  ]inr£or  bileu  Bub  vemi  Ivrnpori*  hinin  ! 
Nob  ilius  f«»ret  mslin™  poemata  :  TCrnio 
Hil  taoU  «t :  ergo  fnngar  vi«  mtis,  acutuiD 
B«ddera  que  ferrum  vulct,  euoii  ipsa  Mcandi . 
HnniiB  ct  officriaio,  iiit  Kribena  ipK,  docebo  - 
Dode  pormtur  oi>«  ;  quid  alat  funnetque  ikwUid  ; 
Qnid  deoeat.  quid  non  ;  qno  xirtna,  4110  feral  error. 

SoribeDdi  recle,  aapere  at  el  principiom  et  fons. 
Kcm  Ulii  3oonttii»  giottrruDt  utUnderc  ehuio  : 

lit  — indepsndence. 

'  ["  Bayii.  If  1  am  to  write  familiar  tliiuga,  u  (onneta  to  Armids,  and  the  like,  I 
maki  QM  of  Btewed  pnuisa  onlj  ;  bot  when  I  haTe  ■  grand  deaijin  in  band,  I  ever  Uka 
phynie  »Dd  let  blood  ;  fur  when  joo  would  hare  pure  Bwiftnem  of  Ihougbt,  and  6erif 
0ii;bt«  of  fiuicj,  jDu  muat  hare  a  eve  Dfihe  iwniiTc  part.  In  fine,  jon  niiut  purge." 
—IMitarial.} 
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From  Horace  show  the  pleasing  paths  of  song. 
And  from  my  own  example — what  is  wrong. 

Though  modern  practice  sometimes  differs  quite, 
*Tis  just  as  well  to  think  before  you  write ; 
Let  every  book  that  suits  your  theme  be  read. 
So  shall  you  trace  it  to  the  fountain-head. 


He  who  has  learn'd  the  duty  which  he  ow 
To  friends  and  country,  and  to  pardon  foes ; 
Who  models  his  deportment  as  may  best 
Accord  with  brother,  sire,  or  stranger  guest ; 
Who  takes  our  laws  and  worship  as  they  are, 
Nor  roars  reform  for  senate,  church,  and  bar ; 
In  practice,  rather  than  loud  precept,  wise. 
Bids  not  his  tongue,  but  heart,  philosophise : 
Such  is  the  man  the  poet  should  rehearse. 
As  joint  exemplar  of  his  life  and  verse. 

Sometimes  a  sprightly  wit,  and  tale  well  told, 
W^ithout  much  grace,  or  weight,  or  art,  will  hoia 
A  loiic:er  empire  o'er  the  public  mind 
Than  sounding  trifles,  empty,  though  refined. 

Unhappy  Greece  I  thy  sons  of  ancient  days 
The  muse  may  celebrate  with  perfect  praise. 
Whose  generous  children  narrowM  not  their  hearts 
W^ith  eoinuierce,  given  alone  to  arms  and  arts. 

Verbaque  provisam  rem  non  in  vita  seqoentor. 
Qui  didicit  patritc  quid  dcbcat,  et  quid  amicis  ; 
Quo  nit  amure  parens,  quo  frater  amanduB,  et  ho«pes  ; 
Quod  sit  conscripti,  quod  judicis  otficium  ;  qu;B 
Partes  in  l>ellum  missi  ducis  ;  ilie  profecto 
Reddere  i)€raoiia}  scit  couvenientia  cuique. 
R<.*8piccre  exeiuplar  vitaj,  raorumque  jubebo 
Doctuin  iiiiitatorem,  et  vivas  hinc  ducere  voces. 

Interdum  s|)ecio8a  locis,  raorataque  recte 
Fubuln,  iiullius  veneris,  sine  pondere  et  arte, 
Vuldius  obloctat  populurn,  nieliusque  raoratur, 
Qiunn  versus  inojjes  rt-rum  uuga'que  canone. 

(iraii-s  in;;t'niuin,  Graiis  dcdit  ore  rotundo 
Musa  loi{ui,  pneter  laudein  nullius  avarbi 
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Our  boys  (aavc  tbose  wliora  public  achoola  coinpvl 
To  "long  aiid  short"  before  tlicy're  tauglit  to  spell) 
From  frugal  fathers  sooii  imbibe  by  rote, 
"  A  penny  saved,  my  lad,  's  a  penny  got." 
Babe  of  a  city  birth  !  from  sixi>ence  taku 
The  third,  how  mucli  will  the  remainder  make  ? — 
"  A  groat." — "  All,  bravo  !  Dick  batb  done  tJie  aiiiii ! 
He'U  swell  my  fifty  thousand  to  a  plum." 

They  whose  young  souls  receive  this  rust  betimes, 
'Tis  clear,  are  fit  for  anything  but  rhymes ; 
And  Locke  will  t^li  you,  that  the  fatlier's  right 
Who  hides  all  verses  from  his  children's  sight; 
For  poets  (says  tliis  sage,'  and  many  more,} 
Make  sad  mechanics  with  their  lyric  lore ; 
And  Delphi  now,  however  rich  of  old. 
Discovers  Uttle  ailvcr,  and  less  gold. 
Because  Parnassus,  though  a  mount  divine. 
Is  poor  as  Irus,"  or  an  Irish  mine.* 

Two  ulijects  always  should  the  poet  move. 
Or  one  or  both, — to  please  or  to  improve. 

BoiDuii  pueri  loDEU  ratioDibsB  usom 
Dieeant  in  putss  eootum  diduecra  :  dicat 
Piliui  Albiai,  K  de  qniiicDime  nmota  cat 
Dneii,  quid  aapcnt  1  potenu  diiiue — Trlciu,     Rii  t 
Bern  poteria  servuv  tuam.     KediC  uneia  :  quid  Hi ' 
Semii.     An  hicc  nnimoi  mnigp  «t  tan,  pcsull 
dm  umel  imbuerit,  Bpcntmut  cttnuiuA  Gugi 
Poaae  lltwnda  cedro,  et  lari  aemuida  eaprmuD  t 

Aut  iirodeiie  voluat,  tM  deloctaro  poeta; 
Ant  aimu]  et  jncuiidA  et  idonoa  dicers  vitn. 
Qnidquid  pnocipiei,  cBto  brgrii :  nt  dio  dieU 

'  I  have  not  tlie  origiail  bj  lue,  but  the  luliui  tnnnln^nn  mns  u  follow*  : — "  B 
DBA  oosii  ■  mio  oradorB  mollo  ttravatitinle,  che  na  padre  dcoideri,  o  permetU,  che  mo 
figliaolo  (wltiii  e  p«rfe(ioiii  qncsto  talento."  AliUla  nirtheron  :  "81  troTBUo  di  mla 
Del  PmiiiHi  le  miiiiere  d'  ore  e  d'  srgento." — EduauioM  dei  PancHim  dd  Sigttor 
Lodli.  ["If  the  child  tare  a  poetio  veiD,  itutoms  the  atmogcBt  tbini;  io  the  world, 
lfa«t  tlia  btberBhould  dtiire  or  luSsc  it  ta  bo  <dieridi«d  or  improred." — "It  is  tcrf 
scldnm  aeen,  thatanj  one  digcoTpra  nunes  of  gold  or  eilTeroD  Panuumii."] 

'  "  Iro  pmpfrior  : "  thia  is  llic  «»me  beggar  who  boied  with  Dlj»«  foe  a  pouaJ  ot 
kid'i  fr;,  which  he  lost  and  half  a  d'^ieo  ttvth  besido.— See  Od7»e7,  b.  18. 

*  The  Iriih  gold  niioe  ot  Wioklow,  wliiuh  fields  just  on;  ensBgh  bi  awem  by,  at  gilJ 
a  bul  guinea. 
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Whatever  you  teach,  be  brief,  if  you  design 
For  our  remembrance  your  didactic  line ; 
Bedundance  places  memory  on  the  rack. 
For  brains  may  be  overloaded,  like  tlie  back. 


Fiction  does  best  when  taught  to  look  like  truth. 
And  fairy  fables  bubble  none  but  youth : 
Expect  no  credit  for  too  wondrous  tales. 
Since  Jonas  only  springs  alive  from  whales  I 

Young  men  with  aught  but  el^ance  dispense ; 
Maturer  years  require  a  little  sense. 
To  end  at  once : — that  bard  for  all  is  fit 
"Who  mingles  well  instruction  with  his  wit; 
For  him  reviews  shall  smile,  for  him  overflow 
The  patronage  of  Paternoster-row ; 
His  book,  with  Longman's  liberal  aid,  shall  pass 
(Who  ne'er  despises  books  that  bring  him  brass) ; 
Through  three  long  weeks  the  taste  of  London  lead. 
And  cross  St.  George's  Channel  and  the  Tweed. 

But  every  tiling  has  faults,  nor  is't  unknown 
That  harps  and  fiddles  often  lose  their  tone. 
And  wayward  voices,  at  their  owner's  call. 
With  all  his  best  endeavours,  only  squall ; 


Perclpiant  aiiimi  dociles,  toneantqne  (ideles. 
Omnc  supcnracuum  picno  de  pectoro  manat. 

Ficta  voluptatis  caus&,  mnt  proxima  vcris  : 
Nee,  quodcunque  volet,  poscat  sibi  fabula  credi : 
Neu  pransic  Laraise  viTum  puorum  extraliat  oIyo. 

Centuriae  scniorum  agitant  expertia  frugU  : 
Celii  pra>iereunt  aiuitora  poomata  Rhamnes. 
Orane  tulit  ])iinctuiii,  qui  miscuit  utile  dnlci 
Lcctorera  delectando,  pariterque  monendo. 
Hie  meret  sera  liber  Sosiis  ;  hie  et  mare  transit, 
Kt  longum  note  scriptori  prorogat  fCTum. 

Sunt  delicta  taracn,  quibus  ignovissc  velimun  ; 
Nam  Deque  chorda  sonum  nxldit  quem  Tult  manus  et  mcQi| 
Poscentique  gravem  pcrsaepe  remittit  acutum  ; 
Nee  8emj)er  feriet  quodcunque  minabitur  arcua. 


I 
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Dogs  blink  tlieir  covey,  flints  witliholJ  the  spark,' 
And  double-barrels  (dauiii  tliem  I)  miss  tbeir  mark.' 

Where  frequent  beauties  strike  the  reiwler's  view. 
We  must  not  cjuarrel  for  a.  blot  or  two; 
But  pardon  equallj  to  books  or  men, 
The  slips  of  human  nature,  and  the  pen. 

Yet  if  an  author,  spite  of  foe  or  friend, 
Despises  all  advice  too  much  to  mend. 
But  ever  twangs  the  same  discordant  string, 
Give  hira  no  quarter,  howsoe'er  he  sing. 
Let  Havard'a '  fate  o'ertake  him,  who,  for  o 
Produced  a  play  too  dashing  for  a  dunce : 
At  first  none  deem'd  it  his;  but  when  his  name 
Announced  the  fact — what  then  ? — it  lost  its  fume. 
Though  all  deplore  when  Milton  deigns  to  done, 
In  a  long  work  'tis  fair  to  steal  repose. 

As  pictures,  so  shall  poems  be;  some  stand 
The  critic  eye,  and  please  when  near  at  hand ; 

Temm  nbi  plura  niloiit  iii  car 
OffEUilu  niaculifl,  quu  aiit  ioc 
Ant  hanuua  parum  isrit  natun.     Q 
Dt  icriiilor  al  peecat  idem  libiBiins  m 
QounTi*  eat  mouitOB,  reaiA  caret ;  □' 
Bideliir,  chords  qai  Hmper  abeml  eUden 
Kc  mitii,  qni  multam  ce«ui,  lit  Cbmrilug 

lodigDor,  quBudoqaa  boani  durmiMt  Hun 
Venim  Dpeii  longD  fu  ea\  obrepere  ftrimnum. 
Dt  pictnta,  po«alB  :  ciit  qoic,  u  propiiu  M 


*  [Tbia  couplet  is  amnsingl;  ehaimcteriBtic  of  tliat  miitare  af  Tun  and  biLUrucn  wil 
which  tbeir  anCburaaidptitDeB  (ip»keiiiconicmtiaD  ;  ao  luach  w>,  that  IhiHc  wbo koe 
■lici  might  almoit  fiuiej  tbej  hvar  him  litter  the  worila. — Maoks.] 

*  Ai  Hr.  Pupe  t<Hk  the  libcitf  of  damaing  Comer,  to  •hom  be  vai  a 
obligafions— 'MihJ  Bonier  (Jann  kiia!)  catli" — it  may  be  presuiueil  tbnt  anjbodj 
or  Btifthing  maj  be  dainned  Ln  rcne  bj  poetical  lioenoe  ;  ud,  in  caaa  otacddout,  Ibe( 
leave  la  plead  n  iltnatriiiuii  a  preredenL 

'  For  the  Btoij  of  Billy  Hazard's  Imgeilj,  see  "  Dariea*!  Life  of  Garriolc."  I  faeliere 
it  ii  "BegalDi,"  or  "Charleatlio  Fint."  The  moiaeat  it  vaa  known  to  be  hii  the 
tbenlft  UiimKd,  and  tlie  bookaeller  refused  to  give  the  cmlutiiary  aoin  fur  the  eopy- 
right — ["'Charlca  the  First"  wm  tlic  uame  of  the  piece.  When  it  waa  dntwiBg  erowdn 
Haraid't  laoitj  iiidnced  him  to  appear  at  tlie  theatre  a>  the  anlhor,  in  a  awurd  and 
ie-wig,  which  immediulfl;  prodnccd  tlie  cataatrophs  related  b;  Iiord  Bjraa.] 

K  k3 
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But  ollicrs  at  a  distance  strike  the  sight ; 
Tliis  seeks  the  shade,  but  that  demands  the  light. 
Nor  dreads  the  connoisseur's  fastidious  view. 
But,  ten  times  scrutinised,  is  ten  times  new. 

Parnassian  pilgrims  I  ye  whom  chance,  or  clioice. 
Hath  led  to  listen  to  the  Muse's  voice. 
Receive  this  counsel,  and  be  timely  wise; 
Few  reach  the  summit  which  before  you  lies. 
Our  church  and  state,  our  courts  and  camps,  concede 
Reward  to  very  moderate  heads  indeed ! 
In  these  plain  common  sense  will  travel  far ; 
All  are  not  Erskines  who  mislead  the  bar : 
But  poesy  between  the  best  and  worst 
No  medium  knows ;  you  must  be  last  or  first ; 
For  middling  poets'  miserable  volumes 
Are  damn'd  alike  by  gods,  and  men,  and  columns.' 

Te  capiet  magis ;  et  qiuBdam,  si  longius  abates  : 
Haec  amat  obecunim  ;  volet  hax;  sab  luce  yideri, 
Jadicis  argutum  quae  non  fonnidat  acumen : 
Haec  placoit  semel ;  hscc  decies  repetita  placebit. 

0  major  juvenum,  quamris  et  voce  i>atem4 
Fingeris  ad  rectum,  et  j)er  te  sapis  ;  hoc  tibi  dictum 
Tolle  memor  :  certis  medium  et  tolerabile  rebus 
Recte  concedi  :  oonsultus  juria,  et  actor 
Causarum  mediocris  abest  virtute  diserti 
Messahp,  ncc  scit  quantum  Casaellius  Aulus  : 
Sed  tamen  in  prctio  est  :  mcdiocribus  csjuj  {K^tis 
Non  homines,  non  di,  non  conccsscre  columnue. 


'  [Uerc,  in  the  original  MS.,  we  find  the  following  couplet  and  note  :— 

**  Though  what  '  (io<ls,  men,  and  columns'  interdict, 
The  Devil  and  Jeffrey  pardon— in  a  I'ict. 

"The  Devil  and  Jeffrey  are  here  placed  antithetically  to  gods  and  men,  mch  l*rti.i 
their  usual  position,  and  their  due  one — accunliug  to  the  facetious  saying,  *  If  G^xl 
won't  take  you,  the  Devil  must ; '  and  I  am  sure  no  one  dur.rt  object  to  his  taking  %hv 
poetry,  which,  rejected  by  Horace,  is  accepted  by  Jeffrey.  That  these  gentlemen  are 
in  some  cases  kinder, — the  one  to  countrymen,  and  the  other  fi*om  his  odd  projieasity 
U)  prefer  evil  U)  gtnxl, — than  the  'gods,  men,  and  column?  '  of  Horace,  may  be  seen  by 
a  reference  to  the  review  of  Cainpbeirs  'Gertrude of  Wyoming  ;*  and  in  No.  31  of  tlie 
Edinburgh  Review  (>iivcn  to  me  the  other  day  by  the  capUiin  of  an  English  frigat<>  •  if 
Salarais),  tliere  is  a  similar  concession  to  the  metliocrity  of  Jamie  Graham's  '  Briti«>h 
Georgics.'  It  is  fortunate  for  C'anipljell,  that  his  fame  neither  <lei>ends  on  bis  htft  i^-tin, 
nor  the  puff  of  the  Edinburgh  review.  The  catalogues  of  our  English  are  alsi»  le^'- 
fastidious  than  the  pilLirs  of  the  lloman  librarians. — A  wonlmore  with  the  author  -f 
*  Gertrude  of  Wyoming.*     At  tic  end  of  a  ptx-m,  and  even  of  a  c<.»uplct,  we  have  geue- 
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Again,  my  Jeffrej  1 — as  that  sound  inspires. 
How  wakes  my  bosom  to  its  wonted  fires  ! 
I'ires,  such  as  gentle  Caledonians  fee! 
When  Soutlirons  writlie  upon  their  critic  wheel, 
Or  mild  Eclectics,'  when  some,  worse  than  Turks, 
Would  rob  poor  t'nith  to  decorate  "  gnod  works." 

ni^j  'thjit  Dameuiiiig  thing  we  i^U  ■  thougbt ;'  na  Mr.  Cwnpbcll  eonetu'lu  with  n 
tlii'Ug)it  in  sauh  n  tDanner  u  lo  fulfil  the  vhole  of  Pope'a  ginwjription,  Will  be  ii! 
'-jiinimiiug'  u  the  beslof  hit  bruthrea  : — 

'Bi.i»rito  I  tna)'  ant  itain  witb  Kiief 
Tbu  drath-toDg  nf  ui  Iniliun  eliief.' 

"When  I  wu  in  the  fifth  furm.  I  orried  to  mj  muter  the  tranalntiDa  of  ■  phorii" 
III  PnmetJieiu,  wherein  vu  n  jicsliknt  eiprc«iun  about  'sUiniiig  a  luico,'  which  met 
with  no  quarter.  Uttle  did  I  think  that  Mr,  Campbell  would  have  adopted  m;  fifll) 
form  'aabUms ' — at  lesat  in  as  ronipieaoiu  a  aitnaUon.  '  Sorrow '  haii  bc«n  '  drjr '  iln 
prornrhil,  and  'wet'  (in  eonnetv),  this  many  a  day;  and  now  it  'itaint,'  and  utiunB  n 
Hunil,  of  all  feuible  things  I  To  be  aure,  death-songs  might  have  been  stained  with 
that  lamD  grief  to  very  guvd  pnT]>oae,  if  Oalatiw  had  elapped  down  hii  ilaniaa  i-n 
wholesome  paper  for  the  Edinliorgh  BTeaing  Post,  or  any  other  given  hyperborenii 
guetta  ;  or  if  the  uud  Outuliui  hiut  been  troubled  with  the  slightent  second  sight  of 
his  own  notes  emboiUed  un  tho  lut  pruof  of  an  uvercharged  quarto  :  but  lu  he  is  lup- 
poaed  to  have  been  an  improiisatore  oa  this  uctaiion,  and  probably  to  the  bat  tune  he 
ever  clisuled  in  this  world,  it  would  hire  done  bim  no  disenHit  to  bsve  made  his  eiit 
wiih  a  toDuthfol  of  lommin  seiwe.  Talking  of  'ilaMny '  (as  Caleb  Quotum  s»y»| 
'|.nU  me  in  mind'  of  a  ccrtiun  coaplet,  which  Ur.  Compbeil  will  find  in  a  writer  for 
whom  he,  and  bia  school,  have  no  hqulU  contempt : — 

forgot, 

loWoi/-"] 

'  To  the  Eclectio  or  Chiictian  Reviewers  I  hare  to  return  thanks  for  the  ferroar  of 
that  charity  which,  in  1809,  indaeed  them  to  express  a  hope  that  a  thing  then  pub- 
liabed  bj  me  might  lead  tu  certain  coDseqaencea,  which,  although  natural  euongh, 
■nraly  came  but  nuhly  bom  revereud  li|i>.  I  rBfer  them  to  their  own  pages,  where 
thq  omgiatnlated  themselves  nn  the  pniapect  of  a  tilt  betweon  Hr.  Jeffrey  and  my- 
self, Irom  which  some  great  good  was  to  aecnie,  provided  one  or  both  were  knocked 
OB  the  head.  Having  survived  two  yeaia  and  a  half  those  "  Elegiea"  which  they  were 
kindly  preparing  to  review,  1  have  no  peculiar  gusto  to  give  them  "so  joyful  a 
trouble,"  ctcept.  indeed,  "upon  oompulsion,  Ual ;"  but  if,  as  Dsrhl  nya  in  the 
"Eivals,"  it  should  como  to  "  bloody  sword  and  gun  fighting"  we  "won't  mn,  will 
we,  Sir  Lacina  t "  I  do  not  know  what  I  bad  done  to  these  Bclectie  gentlemen  :  my 
works  are  their  lawful  perqoiiito,  tu  be  hewn  in  pieces  like  Agsg,  if  It  seem  meet  untu 
IbeiD  :  but  why  they  should  )« in  sucli  a  hurry  tu  kill  off  their  author,  1  am  ignonot, 
"  The  n«  ii  not  alwayi  to  the  swift,  nur  the  battle  to  the  strong  ;"  and  now,  a» 
tbtae  Christians  have  "  smute  me  on  one  cheek,"  I  hold  them  np  the  otiier ;  and,  iu 
retam  for  their  good  wishea,  give  them  an  opportunity  of  npeatiua  them.  Had  any 
other  set  of  men  ciipreaied  auch  sentiments,  I  should  have  smiled,  and  left  thein  to 
the  "recording  angel;"  but  from  the  Pharisees  of  ChriBtianily  dwwncy  might  lie 
expected.  I  can  aasnie  there  brethran,  that,  publican  niid  sinner  lu  I  am,  I  wiiuld 
not  have  treated  "mine  enemy's  doc  thue."  To  show  them  the  auperioritj  of  luy 
brntherly  love,  if  ever  the  Reverend  Moasrs.  Simeon  or  Ramsdeo  should  be  engsdul 
in  such  a  enofltct  as  that  in  which  they  rei|aested  me  to  full.  1  hiii>c  Ihvy  may  usajH; 
with  being  "winged"  only,  and  that  He.iviiiJe  may  lie  at  hand  to  cilract  Uie  ball, — 
[The  tillowiiig  ia  tJie  disgnieaful  iiuuagi.'  iu  the  Kcluctic  Review  of  whiuh  Lesvl  Ityruu 
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Such  are  the  genial  feelings  thou  canst  claim — 

My  falcon  flies  not  at  ignoble  gome. 

Mightiest  of  all  Dunedin's  beasts  of  chase ! 

For  thee  my  Pegasus  would  mend  his  pace. 

Arise,  my  Jeffrey  !  or  my  inkless  pen 

Shall  never  blunt  its  edge  on  meaner  men ; 

Till  thee  or  thine  mine  evil  eye  discenis, 

"  Alas !  I  cannot  strike  at  wretched  kernes/' ' 

Inhuman  Saxon !  wilt  thou  then  resign 

A  muse  and  heart  by  choice  so  wholly  thine  ? 

Dear  d — d  contemner  of  my  schoolboy  songs. 

Hast  thou  no  vengeance  for  my  manhood's  wrongs  f 

If  unprovoked  thou  once  could  bid  me  bleed. 

Hast  thou  no  weapon  for  my  daring  deed  ? 

What !  not  a  word  ! — and  am  I  then  so  low  ? 

"Wilt  thou  forbear,  who  never  spared  a  foe  ? 

Hast  thou  no  wrath,  or  wish  to  give  it  vent  ? 

No  wit  for  nobles,  dunces  by  descent  ? 

No  jest  on  "  minors,"  quibbles  on  a  name,* 

Nor  one  facetious  paragraph  of  blame  ? 

Is  it  for  this  on  Ilion  I  have  stood. 

And  thought  of  Homer  less  than  Holy  rood  ? 

On  shore  of  Euxine  or  jEgean  sea. 

My  hate,  un travelled,  fondly  turn'd  to  thee. 

Ah !  let  me  cease  :  in  vain  my  bosom  burns, 

From  Corydon  unkind  Alexis  turns  :  * 

Thy  rhymes  are  vain ;  thy  Jeffrey  then  forego. 

Nor  woo  that  anger  which  he  will  not  show. 

What  then  ? — Edina  starves  some  lanker  son. 

To  write  an  article  thou  canst  not  shun  ; 

Some  less  fastidious  Scotchman  shall  be  found, 

As  bold  in  Billingsgate,  though  less  renown' d. 

•peaks  : — "If  the  noble  lord  and  the  lo&rned  advocate  hare  the  courago  requisite  to 
■UHtain  their  mutual  insults,  Me  shall  probably  soon  hear  the  explosions  of  antither 
kind  of  paper-'waTy  after  the  fashion  of  the  cyer  memorable  duel  which  the  latter  is 
said  to  have  fouglit,  or  secnietl  to  fitiht,  with  *  Little  Moore.*  We  confess  there  is 
sufficient  proTocation,  if  not  in  the  cniiquc,  at  least  in  the  satire,  to  urge  a  *  man  of 
honour'  to  defy  his  asiiailaut  to  mortal  combat.  Of  tliis  we  shall  no  doubt  hear  murt 
in  due  time."] 

J  fMaclvth.] 

'  [See  the  memorable  criti({uc  of  the  Edinburgh  Review  on  **  Iloon  of  IdlencM.**] 

'  luveuics  alium,  si  te  hie  fastidit,  Alexin. 
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As  if  at  tabic  sorue  discordant  dish 
Should  shock  our  optics,  such  as  frogs  for  fish; 
As  oil  in  lieu  of  butter  meu  decry. 
And  poppies  please  ]iot  in  a  modem  pie; 
If  all  such  mixtures  then  be  hulf  a  crime, 
We  must  have  excellence  to  relish  rhyme. 
Mere  roast  aud  boii'd  no  epicure  invites; 
Thus  poetry  disgusts,  or  else  delights. 

Who  shoot  not  flying  rarely  touch  a  gan : 
Will  he  who  swims  not  to  the  river  run  ? 
And  men  unpractised  in  exchanging  knocks 
Must  go  to  Jackson*  ere  they  dare  to  box. 
WTiate'er  the  weapon,  cudgel,  fist,  or  foil, 
None  reach  expertness  without  years  of  toil ; 
But  fifty  dunces  can,  with  perfect  ease. 
Tag  twenty  thousand  couplets,  when  they  please. 
Why  not  ? — shall  I,  thus  qualified  lo  sit 
For  rotten  boroughs,  never  show  my  wit  ? 
Shall  I,  whose  fathers  with  the  quorum  sate, 
And  lived  iu  freedom  on  a  fair  estate; 
Who  left  me  heir,  with  stables,  kennels,  packs. 
To  alt  their  income,  and  to — liclce  its  tax ; 
Whose  form  aud  pedigree  have  scarce  a  fault. 
Shall  I,  I  say,  suppress  my  attic  salt  ? 


h 


Dt  gnUa  inter  nieiua  iTcnphaaia  dlKon, 
St  Enanm  nngiieatum,  ct  Sudo  cum  mulle  p^iiaver 
OfhndoDl,  potent  dud  quia  otana  line  utii ; 
So  aoimii  lutnm  iDTUDtumiina  pooma  junnJii, 
Si  panlnm  a  (unimo  dcccuit,  Teipt  ad  imam. 

Lndere  qui  orscit,  campestribn*  abitinn  anniji, 
Indodosiiae  pitie,  diacire,  traoluTe,  quieidl, 
He  ■pians  riinm  tallant  impuDe  oaniDB  : 
Qui  utKit,  Tt:nui  tatnen  audet  fingsre  t — Qaid  oj 
Idber  et  iDgeuDiu,  pmaertim  ceonui  eqaestrem 

Tn  nihil  inrilA  dices  faeieave  Minnvl : 
Id  tiU  Jodieiam  ari,  ea  meai ;  u  qaid  ta 
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Thus  think  "  the  mob  of  gentlemen ; ''  but  you. 
Besides  all  tbis^  must  have  some  genius  too. 
Be  this  your  sober  judgment,  and  a  rule. 
And  print  not  piping  hot  from  Southey's  scliool. 
Who  (ere  another  Thalaba  appears), 
I  trust,  will  spare  us  for  at  least  nine  years. 
And  hark'ye,  Southey !  •  pray — but  don't  be  vcx'd- 
Bum  all  your  last  three  works — and  half  the  next. 

Scripseris,  in  Metii  desoendAt  jndicis  aures, 

Et  patrisi  et  nostras,  nonomque  prematur  in  annum. 


*  Mr.  Southey  has  lately  tied  another  camster  to  his  tail  in  tliA  ''Cone  of 
Kehama,**  maugre  the  neglect  of  Madoc,  &c. ,  and  has  in  one  instance  had  a  wonder- 
ful effect.  A  literary  friend  of  mine,  walking  out  one  lovely  evening  last  summer,  im 
the  eleventh  bridge  of  the  Paddington  canal,  was  alarm^  by  the  cry  of  '*oiie  in 
jeopardy  :"  he  rushed  along,  collected  a  body  of  Irish  haymakers  (supping  on  butter-milk 
in  an  adjacent  paddock),  procured  three  rakes,  one  eel-spear,  and  a  landing  net^  and  at 
last  (horresco  rcferens)  pulled  out — his  o^^  publisher.  The  unfortunate  nuui  was  gon« 
fur  ever,  and  so  was  a  large  quarto  wherewith  he  had  taken  the  leap,  which  proved,  on 
inquiry,  to  have  been  Mr.  Southey's  last  work.  Its  ''alacrity  of  sinking**  was  so 
great,  that  it  has  never  since  been  heard  of ;  though  some  maiutain  that  it  is  at  thia 
moment  concealed  at  Alderman  BircVs  pastry  premises,  Comhill.  Be  this  as  it  may, 
the  coroner's  inquest  brought  in  a  verdict  of  '*  Felo  de  bibliopole**  against  a  ** quarto 
unknown  ;**  and  circumstantial  evidence  being  since  strong  against  the  "Curaeof 
Kcharaa  '*  (of  which  the  above  wor<Is  are  an  exact  dej«cription),  it  will  be  tried  by  its  peers 
nextbcssion,  in  Grub-street — Artliur,  Alfreti,  Davideia,  Ric)iard  Ckuur  de  Lion,  Exodus 
Eyodiji,  Epigoniad,  Calvary,  Fall  of  Cambria,  Siege  of  Acre,  Don  Ro<ieriok,  and  Tom 
Thumb  t  lie  Great,  are  the  names  of  the  twelve  jurors.  The  judges,  are  Pye,  Bowles, 
and  the  bell-man  of  St.  Sepulchre's.  The  same  advocates,  pn)  and  con,  will  be  em- 
ployed as  are  now  engagoti  in  Sir  F.  Bunlett's  celebrate<l  cause  in  the  Scotch  courts. 
The  public  anxiously  await  the  result,  and  all  lire  publishers  will  Ik*  subpoenaed  as 
witnesses. — But  Mr.  Southey  has  published  the  "Curse  of  Keharaa," — an  inviting 
title  to  quibblers.  By  the  bye,  it  is  a  g»)od  deal  beneath  Sc<»tt  and  Camplwll,  and  not 
much  above  Southey,  to  allow  the  Ixwby  Ballantyne  to  entitle  them,  in  the  Edinbu>:h 
Annual  Register  (of  which,  by  the  bye,  S<jutliey  is  editor)  **the  grand  poetical  trium- 
viratc  of  the  day."  But,  on  second  thoughts,  it  can  be  no  great  degree  of  praise  to 
be  the  one-eyed  leaders  of  the  blind,  though  they  might  as  well  keep  to  themselves 
**  Scott's  thirty  thousand  copies  sold,"  which  must  sadly  discomfort  poor  Southey'i 
unsalcables.  Poor  Southey,  it  should  seem,  is  the  **  Lepidus**  of  this  poeUcal  triom- 
viratc,     I  am  only  surjiriscd  to  sec  Iiira  in  such  good  company. 

*'Such  things,  wc  know,  are  neither  rich  nor  rare, 
But  wonder  how  the  devil  he  came  there.** 

Tho  trio  are  well  defined  in  the  sixth  proposition  of  Euclid: — **  Because,  in  the 
triangles  D  B  C,  A  C  B,  D  B  is  e<iual  t » A  C,  and  B  C  common  to  both  ;  the  two  side* 
1)  B,  B  C,  are  equal  to  the  two  A  C,  C  B,  each  to  each,  and  the  angle  D  B  C  is  equal 
to  the  angle  A  C  B  :  therefore,  the  base  D  C  is  equal  to  the  l»aee  A  B,  and  the  triangle 
I)  B  C  (Mr.  Swithcy)  is  equal  to  the  triangle  A  C  B,  the  less  to  the  greater,  which  is 
ah^nrdy'*  kc. — The  edit<>r  of  the  Edinburgh  Register  will  find  the  rest  of  the  thi-^rem 
hard  by  his  stabling ;  he  has  only  to  cross  the  river  ;  'tis  the  first  turnpike  t'  other 
Ri<le   **  Puns  Asinorum."  * 


*  This  L'ltiu  has  suidy  i.uulcd  the  University  of  Ediuburgh.     Ballantyne  said  it 


t'lNTS   PROM   nORACE. 

Hut  wlij'  tills  vain  aitvicc  ?  once  published,  books 
Can  never  he  recall' li — ^from  pastry-cuoks ! 
Tliougli  "Madoc,"  with  "PUcelle."'  instead  of  piiuk. 
May  travel  back  to  Quito — on  a  trunk  1 ' 

Orplieus,  we  learn  from  Ovid  and  Lcmpriere, 
Led  nil  wild  beasts  but  women  by  the  ear; 
And  had  he  fiddled  at  the  present  hour, 
We'd  seen  the  lions  waltzing  in  the  Tower ; 
And  old  Amphion,  such  were  ininstreU  tiien. 
Had  built  St.  Paul's  without  the  aid  of  Wren. 
Verse  too  Wiis  justice,  and  the  bards  of  Greece 
Did  more  than  constables  to  keep  the  peace ; 
Abolish'd  cuckoldom  with  much  applause, 
CalI'd  county  meetings,  and  enforced  the  laws. 
Cut  down  crown  influence  with  reforming  scythes, 
And  served  the  church — without  demanding  tithes; 
And  hence,  throughout  all  Hellas  and  the  East, 
Each  jioet  was  a  prophet  and  a  priest, 

Mcinbraais  intus  positis,  dclerc  lieelnt 
Quixl  nun  ediileria  ;  nescit  tdx  miiwa  roterU, 

Sjlveatret  liuuiines  aeer  iatcrprmjuc  doorum 
Cwilibm  et  viotu  foeJo  JiUimit  Orplieoa  ; 
I)ictu>  nb  boa  leiiire  tigrm,  rBbiil»w|uG  leuncs  : 
Didoi  It  Amphion,  Thcbanis  condilor  ito'in, 
Su»  motsK  mno  tvBtndiiiiB,  et  prem  liluiilil 
Daccre  qaa  rellat :  fuit  hao  capientU  quundiuu, 
Futdisk  piiTktii  lOKnient ;  ncra  proIanU ; 
Ooixnibita  prohibere  Tugo  ;  due  jam  nuriUi; 
0|>pida  moliri ;  legei  incilers  ligBo. 
8io  honor  et  DOtDeu  diviaia  Tatibas  abiuo 
Cunainihua  veuit.     Post  hoi  imiijaiii  Haueriu 

*  Toltoire'i  "Poeella"  a  niit  quite  eo  iiiiinwoUte  as  Mr.  Siiathey's  "Ji*n  ol 
Arc,"  and  jet  I  am  afnid  tbc  Pruoohioau  bu  l<otb  man  trntli  and  iKirtry  too  on  bis 
^de  — (they  nrel;  go  lopither)— Uiao  our  [>atriotio  miiutrel,  vho«  fint  aajr  wu  m 
plain  or  a  bnatial  Piench  (trumpet,  whimi  title  of  witeb  wotdd  b«  eonwt  with  tbo 
change  o(  the  flnt  letter. 

'  Like  Sir  ttland  Dnrgeaa'a  "  Ri.:banl ;  "  the  teutb  l<ook  of  which  I  read  at  Malta, 
on  a  trunk  of  Bore's,  IB,  Coclupur-Etn-et.  If  Uuii  be  doubted,  I  shall  buy  a  port' 
loanteau  to  qnoU  from. 


It  the' 


Berxick,"  but  Rotttbey  claimbl  it  ns  half  Rngliili ;  Scott  *w»rB 
Stirliug  : "  Le  bad  juat  pUMwl  two  King  Jamei'a  and  a  duwa 
t  lilt  it  was  ducidi.'d  by  JeflVvy,  tkat  It  meaut  aotjiliijj  meti)  Dor 
'  ut  ArJiy  Cuuatablu'a  tbup." 
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Whose  old-established  board  of  joint  controls 
Included  kingdoms  in  the  core  of  souls. 

Next  rose  the  martial  Homer,  Epic's  prince. 
And  fighting's  been  in  fashion  ever  since ; 
And  old  Tyrtaeus,  when  th^  Spartans  warr'd, 
(A  limping  leader,  but  a  lofty  bard),' 
Though  wallM  Ithome  had  resisted  long, 
Beduced  the  fortress  by  the  force  of  song. 

When  oracles  prevailed,  in  times  of  old. 
In  song  alone  Apollo's  will  was  told. 
Then  if  your  verse  is  what  all  verse  should  be. 
And  gods  were  not  ashamed  on't,  why  should  we  f 

The  Muse,  like  mortal  females,  may  bo  woo'd ; 
In  turns  she'll  seem  a  Papliian,  or  a  prude ; 
Fierce  as  a  bride  when  first  she  feels  affright. 
Mild  as  the  same  upon  the  second  night ; 
Wild  as  the  wife  of  alderman  or  peer. 
Now  for  his  grace,  and  now  a  grenadier  ! 
Her  eyes  beseem,  her  heart  belies,  her  zone. 
Ice  in  a  crowd,  and  lava  when  alone. 

If  verse  be  studied  with  some  show  of  art. 
Kind  Nature  always  will  perform  her  part ; 
Though  without  genius,  and  a  native  vein 
Of  wit,  we  loatlie  an  artificial  strain, 

Tyrta)usquc  mares  animos  in  Martia  bella 
Versibus  exacuit :  dicto)  per  carmina  sortes  : 
£t  vita)  monstrata  via  est :  et  gratia  regum 
Pieriis  tentata  modis  :  ludusquc  repertuB, 
£t  longorum  o[>cnim  fiuis :  ne  forte  pudori 
Sit  tibi  Musa  lyraj  solers,  et  cantor  Apollo. 
Natur&  fieret  laudabile  carmen,  an  arte, 
QuaDsitum  est :  ego  nee  studium  sine  divite  Ten&, 
Nee  rude  quid  prosit  video  iugeuium  :  alterius  siA 
Altera  poscit  opem  res,  et  conjurat  amice. 


•  [Lord  Byron  had  originally  written — 

*'  Ab  lamo  as  I  am,  but  a  better  bard.**] 
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Yet  art  and  nature  joiu'd  will  win  the  prize, 
TJulesa  tliey  act  like  us  and  our  allies. 

The  youth  who  trains  to  ride,  or  mn  a  race. 
Must  bear  privations  with  unruiHed  face. 
Be  call'd  to  labour  when  lie  thiuks  to  dine, 
And,  harder  still,  leave  wenching  and  liis  wine. 
Ladies  who  sing,  at  least  who  atng  at  sight, 
Have  followed  music  through  her  farthest  flight; 
But  rhymers  tell  jou  neither  more  nor  less, 
"I've  got  a  pretty  poem  for  the  press ;" 
And  that's  enough;  then  write  and  print  so  fast; — 
If  Satau  take  the  hiudinost,  who'd  be  last  ? 
They  storm  the  types,  they  publish,  one  and  all, 
They  leap  the  counter,  and  ihey  leave  the  stall. 
Froviucial  maidens,  men  of  high  command. 
Yea,  baronets  have  iuk'd  the  bloody  hand  I' 
Cash  cannot  quell  them;  PoUio'  plny'd  this  praiik, 
(Then  Phcebus  first  found  credit  in  a  hank !) 
Not  all  the  living  only,  but  tlie  dead. 
Fool  on,  as  fluent  as  an  Orpheus'  head  ;' 
Damn'd  all  their  days,  they  posthumously  thrive, 
Dug  up  frotn  dust,  though  buried  when  alive ! 
Reviews  record  this  epidemic  crime. 
Those  Books  of  Martyrs  to  the  rage  for  rhyme. 
Alas  I  woe  worth  the  scribbler  I  often  seen 
In  Murniug  Post,  or  Monthly  Magauinc. 
There  lurk  ills  earlier  lays ;  but  soon,  hot  press'd. 
Behold  a  quarto  I — Tarta  must  tell  the  rest. 

Qni  ituJi't  ofbtUiD  canu  cuntingere  metom, 
Multa  lulit  fisitqae  pner  ;  iiuUTit,  et  alsil ; 
Abiliauit  Vtsnere  «t  vino  ;  qni  Fjtbla  ouilaL 
Tibicvn,  didicit  prius,  eitiiuuitque  miglstruiD. 


'  [The  Red  Rami  o(  UMer,  inlrudaced  gfofrall;  in 
irunet  of  the  Unilecl  Kingdom.} 
'  ["pBttM."— Inlhe  originilMa    "flngfr.."] 


.  canton,  ouukg  the  ahidd  ol  ■ 


"Turn  quoqne  nianuorm  ™|jut  a  cervie*  r«Tul«om, 
tiorgita  aum  medio  porijuu  (EagriaB  Uubma, 
Volrtrvt  HurrdioD  roi  ipu,  et  frigids  lingua ; 
Ah,  miserani  Eaiydiwn  '.  aninilfUBienle  Tocabal ; 
Burjdiccu  toto  rvfeielfuit  Autnioc  ripfe.^'- — Gtoiyic-,  h 
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Tlien  leave,  ye  wise,  the  lyre's  precarious  chords 

To  muse-mad  baronets,  or  madder  lords. 

Or  country  Crispins,  now  grown  somewhat  stale. 

Twin  Doric  minstreb,  drunk  with  Doric  ale ! 

Hark  to  those  notes,  narcotically  soft ! 

The  cobbler-laureats  •  sing  to  Capel  Loffl !  * 

Nunc  Httis  est  dixiine :  ego  mira  poemata  pango  : 
Oocupet  cxtremxim  scabies ;  mihi  torpe  relinqui  («t, 
Et,  quod  non  didid,  sane  nesdre  fateri. 


*  I  beg  Nathaniers  pardon  :  he  is  not  a  cobbler ;  if  is  a  taiicTt  but  bejrged  CW|iel 
L  iflft  to  sink  the  profession  in  his  preface  to  two  pair  of  panta — psha  !— of  cant4«, 
which  he  wished  the  public  to  try  on';  but  the  sieve  of  a  patron  let  it  out,  and  so  far 
Mived  the  expense  of  an  advertisement  to  his  country  customers. — Merry's  **Muorfielda 
H'hine"  was  nothing  to  all  this.  The  *' Delia  Crnscans"  were  people  of  Bome  edu- 
nation,  and  no  profession;  but  these  Arcadians  (**  Arcades  ambo" — bumpkins  both) 
Kend  out  their  native  nonsense  without  the  smallest  alloy,  and  leave  all  the  shoea  and 
smallclothes  in  the  parish  unrepaired,  to  patch  up  Elegies  on  Enclosures,  and  pKana 
to  Gunpowder.  Sitting  on  a  shopboard,  they  describe  the  fields  of  battle,  when  the 
only  blood  they  ever  saw  was  shed  from  the  finger;  and  an  ** Essay  on  War"  is  pro> 
duced  by  the  ninth  part  of  a  '*  poet ;" 

"  And  own  that  nine  such  poets  made  a  Tate." 

Did  Nathan  ever  read  that  line  of  Pope  ?  and  if  he  did,  why  not  take  it  as  his  motto  ! 
**  This  well-meaning  gentleman  has  8])oiled  some  excellent  shoemakers,  and  been 
HCccNKary  to  the  iK>ctical  undoing  of  many  of  the  industrious  poor.  Nathaniel 
])l<K>mfield  and  his  brother  Bobby  have  set  all  Somersetshire  singing ;  nor  haa  the 
iimlady  confined  itself  to  one  county.  Pratt  too  (who  once  was  wiser)  has  caught  the 
•Mintiigion  of  jMitronage,  and  decoyed  a  poor  fellow  named  Blackett  into  poetry  ;  but  he 
•lied  iluring  the  operation,  leaving  one  child  and  two  volumes  of  ** Remains"  utterly 
destitute.  The  girl,  if  she  don't  take  a  poetical  twist,  and  come  forth  as  a  shue- 
niaking  Sappho,  may  do  well  ;  but  the  *' tragedies"  are  as  ricketty  as  if  they  had 
been  tlie  offspring  of  an  Earl  or  a  Switonian  prize  poet.  The  jjatrous  of  this  poor  lad 
tire  certainly  answerable  for  his  end  ;  and  it  ought  to  be  an  indictable  offence.  But 
this  is  the  least  they  have  done  :  for,  by  a  refinement  of  barbarity,  they  have  made 
the  (late)  man  i)0sthum()usly  ridiculous,  by  printing  what  he  would  have  had  aenae 
enough  never  to  print  himself.  Certes  these  rakers  of  ** Remains"  come  under  the 
statute  against  *' resurrection  men."  What  does  it  signify  whether  a  poor  dear  dead 
dunce  is  to  be  stuck  up  in  Surgeons'  or  in  Stationers'  Hall  ?  Is  it  so  bad  to  unearth 
his  bones  as  his  blunders  ?  Is  it  not  better  to  gibbet  his  body  on  a  heath,  than  his 
soul  in  an  octavo  ?  **  VV^e  know  what  we  are,  but  we  know  not  what  we  may  be ;  " 
and  it  is  to  l^  ho})ed  we  never  shall  know,  if  a  man  who  has  {lassed  through  life  with 
u  sort  of  ^lat,  is  to  find  hiraaelf  a  mountebiink  on  the  other  side  of  Styx,  and  made, 
like  poor  Joe  Blackett,  the  laughing-sUK^k  of  purgatory.  The  plea  of  publication  is 
to  provide  for  thu  child;  now,  might  not  some  of  this  '*Sutor  ultra  Crepidanrs'' 
friends  and  seducers  have  done  a  decent  action  without  inveigling  Pratt  into  bi^i^ra- 
l»hy  ?  And  then  his  inscriptiyn  split  into  so  many  modicums  ! — "To  the  Ducht-M*  of 
Somuch,  the  Right  Hon.  Soand-So,  and  Mrs.  and  Miss  Someboily,  these  volumes 
are,"  &c.  &c. — why,  this  in  <loling  out  the  **  soft  milk  of  dwlication  '*  in  gills, — ihore 
is  hut  a  quart,  and  he  divides  it  among  a  dozen.  Why,  Pratt,  haclst  thou  not  a  j'uff 
left '{  Dost  thou  tLijik  six  families  of  distinction  can  sliare  this  in  quiet  ?  There  ib  a 
chihl,  a  book,  and  a  de<Hcation  r  send  the  girl  to  lier  gi-aee,  the  volumcsi  to  the  gruoer, 
And  the  dedication  to  tiie  devil. 
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l"iU,  lo  I  that  mwlcni  Midas,  as  he  lieors, 
Adds  an  ell  growth  tu  liis  t^regious  ears  ! 

There  lives  one  Druid,  who  prepares  in  lime 
'Gainst  future  feuds  liis  poor  revenge  of  rhyme  ; 
Kacka  liis  dull  memory,  and  his  duller  muse. 
To  publish  faults  which  friendship  should  eacusr. 
If  friendship's  nothing,  self-regard  raiglit  teach 
More  polish'd  usage  of  his  parts  of  speech. 
Bat  what  is  shame,  or  wliat  is  aught  to  him  ? 
He  veuts  bis  spleen,  or  gratifies  his  whim. 
Some  fancied  slight  has  roused  his  lurking  hale, 
Some  folly  cross' d,  some  jesi,  or  some  debate ; 
Up  to  his  den  Sir  Scribbler  hies,  and  soon 
The  gatlier'd  gall  is  voided  in  lampoon. 
Perhaps  at  some  pert  speech  you've  dared  tu  friiwii. 
Perhaps  your  poem  may  have  pleased  the  town  : 
If  so,  alas  I  'tis  nature  in  the  man- 
May  Heaven  forgive  you,  for  he  never  can  ! 
Then  be  it  so;  and  may  his  withering  bays 
Bloom  fresh  in  satire,  though  tliey  fade  in  praise ! 
While  bis  lost  songs  no  more  shall  sti«p  and  stink, 
'I  he  dullest,  fattest  weeds  on  I.ethe'3  brink. 
But  springing  upwards  from  the  sluggii^b  nimitd, 
He  {what  they  never  were  before)  bt — sold  I 
t^liould  some  rich  bard  (but  such  a  monster  now, 
In  modern  physics,  we  can  scarce  allow), 
Should  some  pretending  scribbler  of  the  court. 
Some  rhyming  peer' — there's  plenty  of  the  sort — * 

>  IId  Uhi  aiigiDol  US.— 

"Some  thfioiiig  peer — Cftrluls  or  CaryaTurt" 
Tu  which  la  nilijoined  thii  nute:— "Of  'Jnhn  Jfuhiiii,  Itttt  oTCarTsf^iK,'  I  kuiv 
nslhing  at  imKat,  but  frDm  aa  adiertiHemeiit  in  ui  uld  DCiiriip«|>tr  of  csrUiB  I'twu* 
and  Tngetli»  bj  hii  Lordship,  which  I  uir  b/  Meidait  id  tlic  Miink.  Doing  n 
rhTBua-  himKlf,  be  will  forgife  the  libertj  1  take  iriUi  hli  naiod.  ucinK,  a*  bi  Oiut, 
ho*  Terf  coiumodioiu  it  ij  at  tbe  close  of  Ibat  eunplct ;  and  M  fur  what  fallawa  awl 
pmt  Iwfbn,  Ua  him  place  it  to  tha  acconat  of  the  other  Thano;  uoM  I  oaooot,  ntidtr 
thee  diVBniMiiDBea,  aapir  pro  or  txia  the  caotenla  of  hit  *  fuij*caii  cruwu  DCtotoa.'  " 
~(Jnha  JoehoB  Prub;,  Bnt  Earl  of  CarjtloTt,  ma  juint  YHMtauuMr  geuoral  iu  1H05, 
•D>u;l4i  Berlin  in  IHOO,  and  anibauadur  la  rutcrabnrgh  in  IH07.  BMJdcibii 
he  publiahetl  tso  pampbleli,  tn  ehuw  tbe  uecetaitj  of  iiciTonal  luffiajp  ai 
ptu-lianiantt.      Ho  dial  in  1S2H.] 

*  Qcn  will  Mr.  tiiOonl  alluw  mo  t«  itiltwlncc  onoc  moic  to 
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All  but  one  poor  dependent  priest  withdrawm, 

(Ah !  too  regardless  of  his  chaplaiu's  yawn  I) 

Condemn  the  unlucky  curate  to  recite 

Their  last  dramatic  work  by  candle-light. 

How  would  the  preacher  turn  each  rueful  leaf. 

Dull  as  his  sermons,  but  not  half  so  brief! 

Yet,  since  'tis  promised  at  the  rector's  death. 

He'll  risk  no  living  for  a  little  breath. 

Then  spouts  and  foams,  and  cries  at  every  line, 

(Tlie  Lord  forgive  him !)  "  Bravo  !  grand  !  divine ! " 

Hoarse  with  those  praises  (which,  by  flatt'ry  fed. 

Dependence  barters  for  her  bitter  bread). 

He  strides  and  stamps  along  with  creaking  boot ; 

Till  the  floor  echoes  his  emphatic  foot. 

Then  sits  again,  then  rolls  his  pious  eye. 

As  when  the  dying  vicar  will  not  die ! 

Nor  feels,  forsooth,  emotion  at  his  heart ; — 

But  all  dissemblers  overact  their  part. 


survivor,  the  "ultimua  Romanorum,"  the  last  of  the  CniRcanti — "Edwin"  tbe 
"profound"  by  our  Lady  of  Punishment!  here  he  is,  as  lively  as  in  the  days  ot 
"well  said  Baviad  the  Correct"  I  thought  Fitzgerald  had  been  the  tail  uf  po<»y  ; 
but,  alas  I  he  is  unly  the  penultimate. 


A   FAMILIAR   EPISTLE   TO   THE   EDITOR   OF   THE    MORNINO   CIIRONTCLK. 

"  What  reams  of  paper,  floods  of  ink," 
Do  some  men  spoil,  who  never  think  1 
And  so  perhaps  you'll  say  of  me. 
In  which  your  readers  may  agree. 

Still  I  write  on,  and  tell  you  why ; 
Nothing's  so  bad,  you  can't  deny. 
But  may  instruct  or  entertain 
Without  the  risk  of  giving  pain,  &c.  ke. 


ON  SOME  MODERN  QUACKS  AND  REFORMISTS. 

In  tracing  of  the  human  mind 
Through  all  its  various  courses. 

Though  strange,  'tis  true,  we  often  find 
It  knows  not  lis  resources  : 

And  men  through  life  assume  a  part 
For  which  no  t;ilents  they  jh^ssoss. 

Yet  Wonder  that,  with  all  their  art. 

They  meet  no  better  with  success,  ko.  &c. 
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Ye,  who  aspire  to  '•  build  the  lofty  rhyme/ • ' 
Believe  not  all  who  laud  your  false  "  sublime ;  " 
But  if  some  friend  shall  hoar  your  work,  and  say, 
"  Expunge  that  stanza,  lop  that  line  away/' 
And,  after  fruitless  efforts,  you  return 
Witliout  amendment,  and  he  answers,  "  Bum ! " 
That  instant  throw  your  paper  in  the  fire. 
Ask  not  his  thoughts,  or  follow  his  desire ; 
But  (if  true  bard !)  you  scorn  to  condescend. 
And  will  not  alter  what  you  can't  defend. 
If  you  will  breed  this  bastard  of  your  brains,* 
We'll  have  no  words — I've  only  lost  my  pains. 

Yet,  if  you  only  prize  your  favourite  thought. 
As  critics  kindly  do,  and  authors  ought ; 
If  your  cool  friend  annoy  you  now  and  then. 
And  cross  whole  pages  with  his  plaguy  pen ; 
No  matter,  throw  your  ornaments  aside, — 
Better  let  him  than  all  the  world  deride. 
Give  light  to  passages  too  much  in  shade. 
Nor  let  a  doubt  obscure  one  verse  you've  made ; 
Your  friend's  a  "  Johnson/'  not  to  leave  one  word. 
However  trifling,  which  may  seem  absurd ; 

Si  carmina  condes, 


Nanqaam  te  fallant  animi  sab  yalpe  latentea. 

Quintilio  si  quid  recitares,  Corrige,  sodes, 

Hoc  (aiebat)  et  hoc  :  melius  te  posse  negares, 

Bis  terque  expertam  frustra,  delere  jitbebat, 

£i  male  toroatos  incudi  reddere  yersas. 

Si  defendere  delictum  quam  vertere  malles, 

Nullum  ultra  verbum,  aut  operam  insumebat  inanem, 

Quin  sine  rivali  teque  et  tna  solus  amares. 

Yir  boDus  et  prudens  yersus  reprehendet  inertes : 
Culpabit  duros  ;  inoomptis  allinet  atrum 
Traosyerso  calamo  signum  ;  ambitiosa  recidet 
Omamenta  ;  parum  claris  lucem  dare  coget ; 
Arguet  ambigue  dictum  ;  mutanda  notabit ; 
Fiet  Aristarchus  :  nee  dicet,  Cur  ego  amicum 
Offendam  in  nugis  ?  hie  nugns  seria  ducent 
In  mala  derisum  semel  exceptumque  sinistra. 


7  [See  Milton's  Lycidas.] 
^  Minerva  oeing  the  first  by  Jupiter*s  head-piece,  and  a  yariety  of  equally  niuui- 

nnffiKIa  Tvnr4.ninti<ina  nrwin  oor4.li     aii4*)i   oa  \fA/1/w*     ir/*     in* 


countable  parturitions  upon  earth,  such  as  Madoc,  kc.  kc. 
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Such  erring  trifles  lead  to  serious  ills. 
And  furnish  food  for  critics/  or  their  quills. 

As  the  Scotch  fiddle,  with  its  touching  tune. 
Or  the  sad  influence  of  the  angry  moon. 
All  men  avoid  bad  writers'  ready  tongues. 
As  yawning  waiters  fly  *  Fitzscribble's '  lungs ; 
Yet  on  he  mouths — ten  minutes — tedious  each 
As  prelate's  homily,  or  placeman's  speech ; 
Long  as  tlie  last  years  of  a  lingering  lease. 
When  riot  pauses  until  rents  increase. 
While  such  a  minstrel,  muttering  fustian,  strays 
O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  through  unfrequented  ways, 
If  by  some  chance  he  walks  into  a  well. 
And  shouts  for  succour  with  stentorian  yell, 
"  A  rope !  help,  Christians,  as  ye  hope  for  grace  ! " 
Nor  woman,  man,  nor  child  will  stir  a  pace ; 
For  there  his  carcass  he  might  freely  fling. 
From  frenzy,  or  the  humour  of  the  thing. 
Though  this  has  happen'd  to  more  bards  than  one ; 
I'll  tell  you  Budgell's  story, — and  have  done. 

Budgell,  a  rogue  and  rhymester,  for  no  good, 
(Unless  his  case  be  much  misunderstood) 


Ut  mala  qncm  scabies  aut  morbus  rcgius  urget, 
Aut  fan.iticus  error  et  iracuiida  Diana, 
Vosanani  tetigisse  timcnt  fugiuntque  iHjetam, 
Qui  sajvunt  ;  agitant  pueri,  incautique  sci|uunt:ir. 
Hie  dum  sublimes  versus  ructatur,  et  errat 
Si  vcluti  merulis  iuientus  decidit  uuceps 
In  puteura,  foveamvo  ;  licet,  Succurrite,  longum 
Claniet,  lo  cives  !  nou  sit  qui  toUere  curct. 
r'i  quis  curet  opem  ferre,  et  demittere  funcm, 
Qui  scis  an  prudens  hue  se  dejecerit,  atque 
Servari  nolit  ?     Dicam  :  Siculique  poeta) 
Narrabo  interitum.     Deus  immoilalis  bal>eri 


•  **  A  crust  for  the  critics." — liaycs^  in  the  **  RhearmL^* 
'  And  the   "waiters"  are  the  only  fortunate  people  who  can   **  fly "  from  them  ; 
all  the  rest,  viz  the  sa*!  suUoribers  to  the   **Literar}'' Fund,"  being  corapt'lled,  by 
cdurteay,  to  sit  out  the  reoitiition  without  a  hoi)e  of  exclaiming,  **Sic'*  (that  is,  bj 
choking  Fitz.  with  l»ad  wine,  or  worse  iK>ctrv^  "me  aer^Tivit  Aik)11o  I" 
•  ["Fitzjicribblc,"  originally  *' Fitzgerald.*"] 
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When  teased  with  crcJilors'  continual  claims, 

"  To  die  like  Ciito,"  '  leapt  iiito  ihe  Thames  I 

And  tlierefore  be  it  lawful  tlirougli  the  town 

¥or  any  bard  to  poisnii,  hang,  or  drown. 

Who  saves  the  intended  suicide  receives 

Small  thanks  frorii  hiiu  who  loathes  the  Hfe  lie  leaves ; 

And  sootli  to  sa)',  mad  poets  must  not  lose 

The  glory  of  tliat  death  ihev  freelv  choose. 

Nor  la  it  certain  that  some  sorts  of  verse 
Prick  not  the  poet's  conscience  as  a  curse ; 
Dosed '  with  vile  drains  on  Sunday  he  was  found. 
Or  got  a  child  on  consecrated  ground  .' 
And  hence  is  liauiited  witli  a  rhytnit!!;  rage — 
Fear'd  like  a  bear  just  bursting  from  his  cage. 
If  free,  all  fly  his  versifying  fit, 
Fatal  at  once  to  simpleton  or  wit ; 
But  iim,  unhappy  !  whom  he  seizes, — Aim 
lie  flays  with  recitation  limb  by  limb ; 

Dam  cutHt  Bmpedoelea,  Knleoteai  fcigidiu  Miwaa 

Iniiluit :  mi  jn:  Uoeatqne  perire  poeUa : 

Inritum  qui  wmt,  idem  Tacit  occideatL 

Nea  temel  hoc  fecit ;  nee,  it  retruf tua  crjt,  juiii 

Fictlioma,  rt  pnael  famiMai  ni 

Htc  Mtli  ■ppant  cur  veiBu*  fi 

Uioxsrit  in  pitrioa  eineres,  sn  trUle  liidcatal 

Moterit  iuceatuB  :  oertii  farit,  ac  valnt  unuK. 

Objectoi  caTOD  »Jatt  hi  frangcte  cl«tbro«, 

Inductam  doctuiaijue  fugst  ndutor  Konbu*. 

>  On  his  table  wgrerdnndlheBevordi:—"WhHCiito  itirl,  and  Addiw.n  nppruvn), 
suuut  lie  wrang,"  But  Addium  did  act  "spproTCi"  uul  if  he  bad,  it  wmlil  nut 
luT«  meuded  the  matter.  He  bad  ioTited  hi*  dM)}htcr  on  tho  ttmo  water-puij ;  bnt 
Mia  Bndgiill,  bj  Bome  accident,  escaped  tbit  lait  paternal  atteDtinn.  Tboa  frll  the 
■jfwpbant  or  "Atticui,"  and  the  enem;  at  Pope  '. — [EnaUiM  Bodgell,  a  friewl  and 
relatire  of  Addisnn'i,  "  leapt  into  the  Thamea "  to  eaope  ptosecation  (br  forgiDg  the 
irill  uT  Dr.  Tindal,  in  which  Eustace  had  pnvided  hjntielf  wilh  a  legnej  of  two 
thouwid  ponniJs.  "  We  talked  (n>s  Buswell)  of  a  man'a  dTDaniaii  himwif.  I  put 
the  tatu  otBustAce  Badfjetl.  'Soppoae,  rir,'  aaid  I.  'that  a  man  is  absolnleljr  snr» 
that,  ifbe  liiea  a  fev  <lafs  longer,  ho  shall  he  detected  in  a  rrnul,  tlw  mnaeqaeDee  of 
vfaicb  will  be  otter  disgrace,  and  expulsion  from  •ouletr  I '  Joiinsok.  'Then,  air,  let 
him  go  abruad  to  a  distant  oonntt?  ;  let  bin  go  tn  same  jA»ca  where  he  is  not  knowii. 
Don't  let  him  go  t«  the  deril,  where  be  it  known.'  " 

*  If  "  dowJ  with,"  kc.  be  Mnmirtd  as  Inw,  I  bee  '•»'«  to  tier  to  the  original  for 
nnwthiag  rtill  lower  ;  and  if  anj  reader  will  tmnslalfi  "Minxerit  in  patrics  ctnemv" 
*c.  into  a  decent  coupleL  I  will  Insert  said  couplet  in  "--■-■- 
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Probes  to  the  quick  where'er  he  makes  his  bieach. 
And  gorges  like  a  lawyer — or  a  leech. 

Quern  vero  arripuit)  tenet,  oodditque  legendo, 
Non  mifisora  catem,  nisi  plena  cmoriB,  himda 


THE  WALTZ: 


AN   APOSTUDPinU   HYMN 


".Sii^h  ou  Buniln's  lianlui.  ur  Cjriithu'a  beij^lil, 
l>inm  aeeraa  :  and  «a  the  ctianiu  ihe  siglit, 
WlicD  in  the  duice  tlie  emcefnl  godden  IcatU 
Tbt  quire  of  nymphs,  anJ  (iieiUijit  their  bend-." 

SalDKTi'l  Viu 


TO  THE   PUBLISHER. 

I  am  a  ccimtcy  gentleman  of  a  midland  countj.  I  might  have 
been  n  parliament-man  for  a  cerUin  borougli ;  having  had  the  offer 
of  as  many  votes  as  General  T.  at  the  general  election  in  1812." 
But  I  was  all  for  domestic  happiness;  as,  fifteen  years  ago,  on  a 
visit  to  London,  I  married  a  middle-aged  maid  of  honour.  We 
lived  happily  at  Hornem  Hall  till  lust  season,  when  my  wife  and  I 
were  invited  by  the  Countess  of  AValtzaway  (a  distant  relation  of 
ray  sjiouse)  fo  pass  the  winter  in  town.  Thinking  no  harm,  and  oui 
girls  being  come  to  a  marriageable  (or,  as  they  call  it,  marketable) 
age,  and  Iiaviiig  besides  a  Chancery  suit  inveteralely  entailed  upon 
Ihc  fnmily  estate,  we  came  up  in  our  old  chariot, — of  which,  by  the 
bye,  my  wife  grew  so  much  ashamed  in  less  than  a  week,  that  I  was 
obliged  to  buy  a  second-liaud  barouche,  of  which  I  might  mount 
the  box,  Mrs.  H.  says,  if  1  could  drive,  but  never  see  the  inside — 
that  place  being  reserved  for  the  Honourable  Augustus  Tiptoe,  her 
partner-general  and  opera-knight.  Hearing  great  praises  of  Mrs, 
H.'s  dancing  (she  was  famous  for  birthniglit  minuets  in  the  hitter 
end  of  the  last  century),  I  uuboot^d,  and  weut  to  a  bull  at  tlie 
Countess's,  expecting  to  see  a  country  dance,  or,  at  most,  cotillons, 

*  SuU  gf  tbe  pvU  |lnit  i»j)  6. 
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reels,  and  all  the  old  paces  to  the  newest  tunes.  Bat,  judge  of  mj 
surprise,  on  arriving,  to  see  poor  dear  Mrs.  Hornem  with  her  arms 
half  round  the  loins  of  a  Iiuge  hussar-looking  gentleman  I  never  set 
eyes  on  before ;  and  his,  to  say  truth,  rather  more  than  half  round 
her  waist,  turning  round,  and  round,  to  a  d d  see-saw  up-and- 
down  sort  of  tune,  that  reminded  me  of  the  "  Black  Joke,'*  only 
more  "  affettuoso,''  till  it  made  me  quite  giddy  with  wondering  they 
were  not  so.  By  and  by  they  stojiped  a  bit,  and  I  thought  they 
would  sit  or  fall  down  : — but  no ;  with  Mrs.  H's  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  *'  qiuim  familiariier,"*  (as  Terence  said,  when  I  was  at 
school,)  they  walked  about  a  minute,  and  tlicn  at  it  again,  like  two 
cock-chafers  spitted  on  the  same  bodkin.  I  asked  what  all  this 
meant,  when,  with  a  loud  laugh,  a  child  no  older  than  our  Wilhelmina 
(a  name  I  never  heard  but  in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  though  her 
mother  would  call  her  after  the  Princess  of  Swappenbach,)  said, 
"Lord!  Mr.  Hornem,  can't  you  see  they're  valtzing?  "  or  waltzing 
(I  forget  which) ;  and  tlien  up  she  got,  and  her  mother  and  sister, 
and  away  they  went,  and  round-abouted  it  till  supper-time.  Now 
that  I  know  what  it  is,  I  like  it  of  all  things,  and  so  docs  Mrs.  II. 
(thougli  I  have  oroicen  my  shins,  and  four  times  overturned  Mrs. 
Hornem's  maid,  in  practising  the  preHminary  steps  in  a  moniing). 
Indeed,  so  much  do  I  like  it,  tliat  having  a  turn  for  rhyme,  tastily 
displayed  in  some  election  ballads,  and  songs  in  honour  of  all  the 
victories  (but  till  lately  I  have  had  little  practice  in  that  way),  1 
sat  down,  and  with  the  aid  of  WilHam  Fitzgerald,  Esq.  and  a  few 
hints  from  Dr.  Busby,  (whose  recitations  I  attend,  and  am  monstrous 

*  My  Lntin  i«  all  forp>tt«n,  if  a  man  can  l»c  said  to  have  forgotten  vUat  lio  nirt-r 
rumcmlxTt'd  ;  but  I  Imiight  my  title-pape  mntto  uf  a  Catholic  priest  for  a  thrt'c-shillinj; 
hank  token,  after  much  hai:dinj;  for  the  cnn  hixj»enoe.  I  gnul^jetl  the  money  l.»  a 
papist,  Iwim;  .ill  fjtr  the  mrtimry  of  IVreeval  and  '*  No  poiK^ry,"  and  quito  rcinfttiUj: 
the  downfall  of  the  pojK',  l>f«*auw  we  can't  hurn  him  any  moix'. 
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fond  of  Master  Busb/s  maimer  of  delivering  his  father's  late  suc- 
cessful ''Drury  Lane  Address,")*  I  composed  the  following  hymn, 
wherewithal  to  make  my  sentiments  known  to  the  public;  whom, 
nevertheless,  1  heartily  despise,  as  well  as  the  critics. 

I  am,  Sir,  yours,  &c.  &c. 

HOEACB  HOENEM. 


*  [See  **  B^jeoted  AddresKw.**! 


INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  WALTZ. 


Lord  Btron  wrote  to  Mr.  Murray  from  Cheltenham  in  October,  1812,  that  he 
would  make  him  a  present  of  a  poem  ou  Waltzbig  which  he  had  just  composed  in 
the  old  style  of  "  Knglish  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers."  It  was  a  condition  of 
the  gift  that  it  should  be  brought  out  anonymously  ;  and  when,  on  its  api)earance 
in  the  spring  of  1813,  it  was  unfavourably  received,  he  was  anxious  to  disclaim  it 
altogether.  *  *  I  hear,"  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Murray,  * '  that  a  certain  malicious  pub- 
lication on  Waltzing  is  attributed  to  me.  This  report  I  suppose  you  will  take 
care  to  contradict,  as  the  author,  I  am  sure,  will  not  like  that  I  should  wear  his 
cap  and  bells."  Dancing  appears  to  be  an  instinct  with  man  ;  for  there  is  not, 
we  believe,  a  single  tribe  of  savages  who  are  destitute  of  the  accomplishment. 
Art  first  produces  elegance,  and  then  destroys  it.  When  the  limits  of  graceful 
movement  have  been  attained,  public  performers  aspire  to  feats  of  unnatural  diffi- 
culty, and  in  private  life  the  passion  for  novelty  is  no  less  fatal  to  the  perpetua- 
tion of  refinement.  To  the  restlessness,  which  prefers  a  change  for  the  worse  to  a 
monotony  of  excellence,  we  owe  the  reign  of  the  Waltz,  which  is  among  the  least 
natural,  the  least  gmcef  iil,  and  the  least  social  of  dances.  The  amusement,  in  all 
its  forms,  must  often  have  awakened  i»ainful  reflections  in  Lord  Byi-on.  Once, 
while  on  the  committee  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  he  ha<l  to  arbitrate  in  a  dispute 
between  the  ballet-master  and  a  performer.  **  If  you  had  come  a  minute  StHmer," 
said  Lord  Byron  to  Mr.  Janjes  Smith,  who  entered  the  green-room  immediately 
afterwards,  "you  would  have  heard  a  curious  matter  decidetl  on  by  me  :  a  ques- 
tion of  dancing  1 — by  me,"  (looking  down  at  his  lame  limb)  "  whom  Nature  from 
my  birth  has  prohibited  from  taking  a  single  step."  His  countenance  fell  when 
he  had  uttered  the  words,  as  if  enilxirrassed  by  the  inadvertent  betrayal  of 
feelings  he  would  have  wished  to  conceal.  Excluded  from  the  dance,  he  was  not 
sorry  of  an  opportunity  to  trip  up  the  dancers,  and  hence  probably  the  present 
p<.)em.  Mo;»re  speaks  of  it  as  *'full  of  very  lively  satire,"  which  is  higher  praise 
than  most  will  think  it  deserves.  Lord  Byron  had  not  yet  hit  ujwn  that  vein  of 
felicitous  sarcasm  which  flows  stinging  and  simrkling  through  his  later  works. 
The  strokes  of  satire  in  "  The  Waltz  "  have  little  of  the  energy  of  invective  on  the 
one  hand,  or  of  the  airiness  of  ridicule  on  the  other.  A  stronger  objection  is, 
tli.it.  under  the  guise  of  "  moralising  his  song,"  njany  of  the  lines  exemplify  the 
in<leUcacy  they  Ci)ndenin.  The  charge  applies  to  almost  every  satirist,  from  the 
great  Roman  mo<lels,  Juvenal  and  Ilnnice,  down  to  their  latest  imitators  in 
niixleni  times.  It  would  seem  as  if  in  their  zeal  to  put  Vice  to  shame,  they 
had  forgotten  the  decorum  which  was  due  to  Virtue. 
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Muse  of  the  many-twinkling  feet!'  wliose  cliamti 

Are  now  extended  up  from  legs  to  arms ; 

Terpsicliore ! — too  long  raisdeeni'd  a  maid — 

lieproacliful  term — bcslow'd  but  to  upbraid— 

}lei]ixfortli  in  all  the  bronze  of  brightness  shine, 

'I'lie  least  a  vestal  of  the  virgin  Nine. 

Far  be  from  tliee  and  tliine  the  name  of  pmde  : 

Mock'd  jet  triumphant;  sneer'd  at,  unsubdued; 

'i'hj  legs  must  move  to  conquer  as  they  fly, 

If  but  thy  coata  are  reasonably  liigli ; 

Thy  breast — if  bare  enough^ retjuirea  no  shield  , 

Drtiice  forth — tam  armour  thou  shalt  take  tlie  field 

And  own — impregnable  to  mott  assaults. 

Thy  uot  too  lawfully  begotteu  "Waltz." 

Hail,  nimble  nymph  t  to  whom  the  young  hussar, 
Tiie  whisker'd  votary  of  waltz  and  war, 
ilis  niglit  devotes,  despite  of  spur  and  boots; 
A  sight  unmatch'd  since  Orplieua  and  liis  brut«s : 
Hail,  spirit-stirring  waltz ! — beneath  whose  banners 
A  modern  hero  fought  for  modish  n 
On  Hounslow's  lieatli  to  rival  Wellesley's '  fame, 
Cock'd,  fired,  and  miss'd  his  man — but  gaiu'd  his  a 

'  "  (Hmim  ihiit  nnuij-tninltling  f«t." — Oui. 

'  To  rival  Lord  Wflletli.'y's,  or  hii  nepliaw'i,  as  the  tuaiti  pleuet . — l!iD  OH 
eniopil  n  ptTltf  womnn,  wliuni  hs  deserved,  bj  RghtiDg  for ;  knd  tlic  othd  tuu  l«n 
fiBli'ii't' '"  ''"■■  I'l'iiiii-uln  i™ny  ■  Igui;  dnj,  •'  Ly  Slireinbuiy  diKk,"  niiliout  jjaioi"? 
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Hail,  moving  muse !  to  whom  the  fair  one's  breast 

Gives  all  it  can,  and  bids  us  take  the  rest. 

Oh !  for  the  flow  of  Busby,  or  of  Fitz, 

The  latter^s  loyalty,  the  former's  wits. 

To  "energise  the  object  I  pursue,''* 

And  give  both  Belial  and  his  dance  their  due  1 

Imperial  Waltz !  imported  from  the  Ehine 
(Famed  for  the  growth  of  pedigrees  and  wine). 
Long  be  thine  import  from  all  duty  free. 
And  hock  itself  be  less  esteem'd  than  thee ; 
In  some  few  qualities  alike — for  hock 
Improves  our  cellar — thou  our  living  stock. 
The  head  to  hock  belongs — thy  subtler  art 
Intoxicates  alone  the  heedless  heart : 
Through  the  full  veins  thy  gentler  poison  swims. 
And  wakes  to  wantonness  the  willing  limbs. 

Oh,  Germany !  how  much  to  thee  we  owe, 
As  heaven-born  Pitt  can  testify  below, 

anything  in  thai  country  but  the  title  of  *'the  Great  Lord,"  and  '*the  Lord  ;'*  which 
savours  of  profanation,  having  been  hitherto  applied  only  to  that  Being  to  wb<>m 
**2V'  2>eu»w"  for  carnage  are  the  rankest  blasphemy. — It  is  to  bo  presamed  the 
general  will  one  day  return  to  his  Sabine  farm  :  there 

"To  tame  the  genius  of  the  stubborn  plain, 
Almost  as  quickly  as  he  conquer'd  Spain  !" 

The  Lord  Peterborough  conquered  continents  in  a  summer ;  we  do  more — we 
contrive  both  to  conquer  and  loso  them  in  a  shorter  season.  If  the  "great  Lord's" 
Clncinnatian  progress  in  agriculture  be  no  speedier  than  the  proportional  arerage  of 
time  in  Pope's  couplet,  it  will,  according  to  the  farmer's  proverb,  be  '*  ploughing  with 
dogs." 

Uy  the  bye — one  of  this  illustrious  person's  new  titles  is  forgotten — it  is,  however, 
worth  remembering — *^  Salvador  del  mundo  T^  credited  posterif  If  this  be  the 
appellation  annexed  by  the  inhabitants  of  the  Peninsula  to  the  name  of  a  man  who 
Jias  not  yet  saved  them — query — are  they  worth  saving,  even  in  this  world  f  for, 
according  to  the  mildest  modificjitions  of  any  Christian  cree<i,  those  three  words  make 
the  oiids  much  against  them  in  the  next — "Saviour  of  the  world,"  quotha  ! — it  wt-re 
to  be  wished  that  he,  or  any  one  else,  could  save  a  corrier  of  it — his  <x»untry.  Yet 
tiiis  stupid  raisiionier,  although  it  shows  the  near  connection  between  superstition  and 
impiety,  so  far  has  its  use,  tliat  it  provos  tln-re  can  W  little  to  dread  from  tho^ 
Cath(»lics  (iuqui8it4jrial  Catholics  too)  who  can  confer  such  an  appellation  on  a 
Profatfanf,  1  8upi»(»so  n«'xt  year  he  will  be  entitled  the  "Virgin  Mary;"  if  a..i, 
Lord  (jlcorge  Gordon  himst'll  would  have  nothing  t<^  nhject  to  such  liberal  boatards  »f 
'^ur  Lady  of  Babylon. 

^  (Among  the  ad»ln'>.sis  s  nt  in  i(»  the  Drur)  Lino  (.^)mmittce  was  one  by  Dr.  BuAbj 
which  U'^'an  by  askinji   - 

"Wlu-n  tiMrui>in^'  -liijvoU  inon  pursue, 
What  arc  llic  pr<Mli;»it;a  they  cmnot  do  ?"] 
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Ere  cursed  coiiferleratiijii  made  tlice  France's, 
And  only  left  us  thy  d — d  debts  mid  dances! 
Of  subsidies  and  Ilauover  bereff. 
We  bless  thee  slill— for  George  the  Third  is  left! 
Of  kin^  tlie  best — and  last,  not  lenst  iu  worth. 
For  graciously  begetting  George  the  Fourtli, 
To  Germany,  and  higimessea  serene, 
WI)o  owe  us  millions — don't  we  owe  tiie  queen  ? 
To  Germany,  wiiat  owe  we  not  besides? 
So  oft  bestowing  Bruiiswickers  and  brides ; 
Who  paid  for  vulgar,  with  her  royal  blood. 
Drawn  from  the  stem  of  each  Teutonic  ^tud  : 
Wiio  sent  us — so  be  jiardon'd  all  her  faults — 
A  dozen  dukes,  some  kings,  a  queen — and  Waltz, 

But  peace  to  her — lior  emperor  and  diet, 
Thougli  now  transferr'd  to  Buonaparte's  "fiat  I" 
Back  to  my  theme — O  muse  iif  motion  !  say, 
liow  first  to  Albion  found  tliy  Wahz  her  way? 


Borne  on  the  breath  of  hyperborean  giJes, 
From  Hamburg's  port  {while  Hambtu'gyet  liad  « 
Ere  yet  unlucky  Fame — com]ieird  to  creej) 
To  snowy  GotLenburg — was  chiL'd  to  sleep; 
Or,  starting  from  her  slumbers,  deign'd  arise, 
Heligoland;  to  stuck  thy  mart  with  lies; 
While  unburiit  Moscow  *  yet  had  jiews  to  send. 
Nor  owed  licr  fiery  exit  lo  a  friend, 

*  Tlw  pstriotio  UMti  of  our  amiable  Mka  caniiot  be  laffiiMciitlj  wiumeadol— nnr 
ntwribed  for.  Amongrt  other  dctoUi  amitW  IB  the  tarloua  d«pal«h«a  of  oar 
«la|iiciit  unlwaadar,  he  did  not  Btnti  (being  too  madi  oorDjiied  with  the  uploita  oi 

CotoDtl  G ,  j'n  iiriiniaing  rlicn  fn»ca,  anil  ^l«p^g  orcf  TOftdi  iropMublc. )  that 

one  pQtiie  province  pcrinlied  by  famine  ia  llie  moot  mcUnehol;  manner,  u  follows  : — 
In  Goneial  Itiwtoprbin'«  eoutanimnU  mnfla^Uoii,  the  oipiuuption  of  tallow  and 
tmiu  nil  wiM  so  great,  that  the  market  was  inailuqaBte  to  the  demand  :  and  thus  one 
bandred  and  tbirtf -tlirco  tboannd  poiioiia  wcrv  lUrvRl  lo  death,  b]r  being  rednivd  Is 
wholemmc  diet  t  the  UmptighterB  of  London  bare  line*  nbanibed  ■  pbt  (uf  oil)  a 
pJMS,  and  tbe  laltoir-ebauillert  baYe  nOMUDonilj  Toled  a  qaantitj  of  hM  mould* 
(rwir  to  the  ponnd),  to  the  relief  of  tbe  lorviTin;  Scytliiaut; — the  srardt;  ■ '" 


anon,  b;  toch  exertioiui  and  a  pro|ier  attention  to  the  ^aaUti/  rather  thao  ^e  qnao' 
titjr  of  prorinon,  be  tutoll)'  nllBvitilid.  It  ii  eaid,  in  return,  that  the  untoucbed 
[Tliraitit  has  suhiKilied  mif  thimund  laeerm  for  a  da;  *  meal  to  our  vuflerine  uuum- 
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She  came — Waltz  came — and  with  her  certain  sets 
Of  true  despatches,  and  as  true  gazettes ; 
Then  flamed  of  Austerlitz  the  blest  despatch. 
Which  "  Moniteur*'  nor  "  Morning  Post*'  can  match 
And — almost  crushed  beneath  the  glorious  news — 
Ten  plays,  and  forty  tales  of  Kotzebue's ; 
One  envoy's  letters,  six  composer's  airs. 
And  loads  from  Frankfort  and  from  Leipsic  fairs 
Meiner's  four  volumes  upon  womankind. 
Like  Lapland  witches  to  ensure  a  wind ; 
Brunck's  heaviest  tome  for  ballast,  and,  to  back  it. 
Of  Heynfe,  such  as  should  not  sink  the  packet. 

Fraught  with  this  cargo — and  her  fairest  freight. 
Delightful  Waltz,  on  tiptoe  for  a  mate. 
The  welcome  vessel  reached  the  genial  strand. 
And  round  her  flockM  the  daughters  of  the  land. 
Not  decent  David,  when,  before  the  ark. 
His  grand  pas-seul  excited  some  remark ; 
Not  love-lorn  Quixote,  when  his  Sancho  thought 
The  kniglit's  fandango  friskier  than  it  ought ; 
Not  soft  Herodias,  when,  with  winning  tread. 
Her  nimble  feet  danced  off  another's  head ; 
Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck. 
Displayed  so  much  of  le^/  or  more  of  neck, 
Than  thou,  ambrosial  Waltz,  when  first  the  moon 
Beheld  thee  twirling  to  a  Saxon  tune ! 

To  you,  ye  liusbands  of  ten  years !  wliose  brows 
Ache  with  the  annual  tributes  of  a  spouse; 
To  you  of  nine  years  less,  who  only  bear 
The  budding  sprouts  of  those  that  you  sAall  wear. 
With  added  orniunents  around  them  roll'd 
Of  native  brass,  or  law-awarded  gold ; 
To  you,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 
To  mar  a  son's,  or  make  a  daughter's  match; 
To  yon,  ye  children  of — whom  chance  accords— 
Alwaj/s  the  ladit^s,  and  soitietlmes  their  lords; 
To  you,  ye  single  gentlemen,  who  seek 
Torments  lor  Hfe,  or  pleasures  for  a  week ; 


T 
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As  Love  or  Hjmtii  your  endeavours  (iuide. 
To  gain  jour  own,  or  snatch  auotlier's  bride  j — 
To  one  and  all  the  lovely  stranger  came, 
And  every  ball-room  echoes  with  her  nnme. 

Endearing  Waltz! — to  thy  more  melting  tune 
Bow  Irish  jig,  and  ancient  rigadoon. 
Scotch  reels,  avauiit !  and  couutry-dauce  forego 
Tour  future  claims  to  each  fantastic  toe  ! 
Waita — Waltz  alone — both  legs  and  amis  demands, 
Liberal  of  feet,  and  lavish  of  her  hands ; 
Hands  which  may  freely  range  in  public  sight 
Where  ne'er  before — but — pray  "  put  out  the  liitlit." 
Methinks  the  glare  of  yonder  chandelier 
Shines  much  too  tar — or  I  am  much  too  near  ; 
And  trucj  though  strange— Waltz  whispers  tlus  remmk, 
"  My  slippery  steps  are  safest  in  tiie  dark ! " 
But  here  the  Muse  with  due  decorum  halts. 
And  lends  her  longest  petticoat  to  Waltz. 

Observant  travellers  of  every  time ! 
Ye  quartos  publisli'd  upon  every  clime ! 
O  say,  shall  dull  Romaika's  heavy  round, 
Fandango's  wriggle,  or  Bolero's  bound ; 
Can  Egypt's  Almas* — tantalising  group — 
Columbia's  caperers  to  the  warlike  whoop — 
Can  aught  from  cold  Kamschatka  to  Cape  Honi 
With  Wallz  compare,  or  after  Waltz  be  born  P 
All,  no  !  from  Morier's  pages  down  to  Gait's, 
Each  tourist  pens  a  paragrapli  for  "  Waltz." 

Shades  of  those  belles  whose  reign  begau  of  yon. 
With  George  the  Third's — and  ended  long  before  t — 
Though  in  your  daughters'  daughters  yet  you  thrivb. 
Burst  from  your  lend,  and  be  yimrselves  alive  I 
Back  to  the  ball-roojii  speed  your  spectred  host. 
Fool's  Paradise  is  dull  to  that  you  lost. 

*  Ducin;  girli — wbu  dt>  Air  bire  wlmt  Walu  doth  gialiA 
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No  treacherous  powder  bids  conjecture  quake ; 
No  stiff-starch'd  stays  make  meddling  fingers  ache ; 
(Transferred  to  those  ambiguous  tilings  that  ape 
GoaU  in  their  visage/  women  in  their  shape ;) 
No  damsel  faints  when  rather  closely  press'd, 
But  more  caressing  seems  when  most  caress'd ; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  reviving  salts. 
Both  banish'd  by  the  sovereign  cordial  "  Waltz/' 

Seductive  Waltz ! — though  on  thy  native  shore 
Even  Werter's  self  proclaim^  thee  half  a  whore ; 
Werter — to  decent  vice  though  much  inclined. 
Yet  warm,  not  wanton ;  dazzled,  but  not  blind — 
Though  gentle  Genlis,  in  her  strife  with  Stael, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a  Paris  ball  ; 
The  fashion  hails — from  countesses  to  queens, 
And  maids  and  valets  waltz  behind  the  scenes; 
W^ide  and  more  wide  thy  witching  circle  spreads. 
And  turns — if  nothing  else — at  least  our  /ieark  ; 
With  thee  even  clumsy  cits  attempt  to  bounce. 
And  cockney's  practise  what  they  can't  pronounce. 
Gods !  how  the  glorious  theme  my  strain  exalts, 
And  rhyme  finds  partner  rhyme  in  praise  of  "  Waltz  !  *' 

Hlest  was  the  time  Waltz  chose  for  her  drl/uf 
The  court,  the  Regent,  like  hcrseir  were  new/ 

^  It  cannot  bo  complained  now,  as  in  the  Lilly  Rinsjiicrc's  time,  of  tlu»  **Sirur  *Ic 
la  Croix,"  that  there  V>e  *'  no  whiskers  ;  "  but  hnw  far  these  are  in<iicati«H»F  of  valour 
in  the  field,  or  elsewhere,  may  fftitl  l>c  <itiostionable.  Much  may  Ik*,  an<l  liath  b-'t-Mi, 
avouched  on  both  sides.  In  the  ohlon  time  I'liilos-'pliers  had  whiskers,  and  soldiers 
none— Scij>io  himsi'lf  was  shaven  —Hannibal  thought  his  one  eye  handsome  eiion;:h 
without  a  beard  ;  but  A<lrian,  the  emperor,  wore  a  bean!  ihaving  warts  on  liis  chin, 
which  neither  the  Emj)ress  Sabina  nor  even  the  courtiers  oituM  abide) — Turenne  hnd 
v.hiskera,  Marlborough  none  —  Huonajtarto  is  iinwhiskere<l,  the  K«'g*nt  wlusk«ri-d  . 
"arvaZ"  greatness  of  mind  and  whiskers  may  or  may  not  go  t<>gether  ;  Imt  iNTta;i«I> 
the  different  occurrence'*,  since  the  growth  of  the  last  mentioiie<l,  go  further  in  U^half 
of  whiskers  than  the  anathema  of  Anselm  did  <if/aiit,st  long  hair  in  the  reigii  of  UoDry 
I. — Formerly,  red  was  a  favourite  colour.  See  Lodowick  Harrey's  ci»metly  of  K;*m 
Alley,  ItJGl  ;  Act  I.  Scene  I. 

*'  7'<iffc(a.     Now  f»)r  a  wager — What  coloured  Kanl  comes  next  by  the  window  t 

*^  Adriana.     A  black  man's,  I  think. 

'•  T<if<f(t.     I  think  not  so  :  I  think  a  ird,  for  that  is  most  in  fashion," 

There    is   *'  n(»thing  new  under  the  sun  :  ''   but  nit,    then  a  /nrourite^   ha*  now 
subsided  into  ti /(ivnurifcn  colour. 

'  An  anachronism — AValtz  and  the  lattle   of  Austerlitz  are    before  said  to  have 


THE   WALTZ.  S 

New  face  for  friends,  for  foes  some  new  rewards  j 

New  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  guards ; 

New  laws  to  Imng  the  rogues  that  roar'd  for  bread; 

New  coins  (moat  new) '  to  follow  those  that  fled; 

New  victories — nor  can  we  prize  them  lesBj 

Though  Jeiiky  wonders  at  his  own  success; 

New  wars,  because  tlie  old  succeed  so  well, 

That  most  survivors  envy  tiiose  who  fell ; 

New  mistresses— no,  old — and  yet  'tis  true, 

'ITiough  they  be  old,  the  thing  is  something  new ; 

Each  uew,  quite  new — (except  some  ancient  tricks). 

New  white-sticks,  gold-sticks,  broom-sticks,  all  uew  sticks  I 

With  vests  or  ribands — deck'd  alike  in  hue. 

New  troopers  stmt,  new  turncoats  blush  in  blue : 

So  saith  tlio  muse  :  my ,'  what  say  you  ? 

Such  was  the  time  when  Waltz  might  best  maintain 
Her  new  prefernienls  in  this  novel  reign ; 
Kuch  was  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  was  such ; 
HuopG  are  no  more,  and  petticoats  not  muri  ; 
Morals  and  minuets,  virtue  and  her  stays, 
And  tell-tale  powder — all  have  had  tlieir  days. 
Tie  ball  begins — the  honours  of  the  house 
Pirst  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  s]H>use. 
Some  potentate— or  royal  or  serene — 
With  Kent's  gay  grace,  or  sapient  Qloster's  mien. 


w  torUioiming,   ■ 


opened  the  ball  logethvr ;  ths  lard  meiuB  (if  be  meaiu  lajthing),  Wilti  wan  not  bo 
mueh  in  vn^t  till  Uh!  Regent  attained  the  acme  of  hia  iwiialiiritj.  Wslti,  the  comet, 
wliiikera,  ami  the  dg*  gOTenimeDti  iUamiaated  hearen  and  su-tli,  it  all  Ihoir  glur/, 
much  aboat  the  name  time  :  of  IhsM  the  cumi^t  onl;  hai  diuppeared  ;  thu  uther 
three  oontiiiiK  to  ajiloniih  at  Mill. — Friater't  Dtril. 

'  Amongit  oUiera  a  new  niiiepence — a  creditable  ci 
ponnd,  in  paper,  at  (be  laireit  e^eutatiim. 

*  "Oh  Ihst  right  ahonld  tliua  oTeroame  n<wA</"  Who  doea  not  remember  th« 
"  delirate  inieatigation  "  in  the  "Menj  Wirm  of  WiDdrai  I  "— 

"  Firrd.  Pray  ;au,  eome  near;  if  1  snapeet  without  caoK,  why  Iben  make 
qnrt  at  me  ;  then  let  ma  be  jaai  jsrt  ;  I  dFterre  it.  How  now  )  irhiliier  bear  jita 
thial 

'■  tin.  Pord.  What  haye  jou  lo  do  whither  tbej  beM  it  1— You  were  beat  meddle 
vitfa  bock-waahinti.'' 

'  Tbe  gentle,  or  feroduna,  reader  maj  Bll  op  llie  blank  ai  be  ptcaaes— Ibere  ara 
■averal  diortlatne  namea  at  Ait  aernce  (being  ulrendy  in  the  Begent'a)  :  it  woald  ai>t 
ba  bir  to  back  any  peculiar  initial  againit  the  alphabet,  ne  eterj  mouth  will  adil  to 
(ha  liat  DOIT  nnteted  for  the  iweep-alakei ;  — a  distiuguiaheil  eomooant  i*  mid  to  bo 
(faa  latooiite,  macb  againit  the  wiabes  of  the  knaidiis  oho. 
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Leads  forth  the  ready  daine,  whose  rising  flush 

Might  once  have  been  mistaken  for  a  blush. 

From  where  the  garb  just  leaves  the  bosom  free. 

That  spot  where  hearts*  were  once  supposed  to  be ; 

Round  all  the  confines  of  the  yielded  waist. 

The  strangest  hand  may  wander  undisplaced : 

The  lady's  in  return  may  grasp  as  much 

As  princely  paunches  ofl'er  to  her  touch. 

Pleased  round  the  chalky  floor  how  well  they  trip. 

One  hand  reposing  on  the  royal  hip ; 

The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 

Ascending  with  affection  truly  loyal! 

Thus  front  to  front  the  partners  move  or  stand. 

The  foot  may  rest,  but  none  withdraw  the  hand ; 

And  all  in  turn  may  follow  in  their  rank. 

The  Earl  of — Asterisk — and  Lady — Blank; 

Sir — Such-a-one — with  those  of  fasliion's  host, 

For  whose  blest  surnames — vide  "  Morning  Post." 

(Or  if  for  that  impartial  print  too  late, 

Searcli  Doctors'  Commons  six  months  from  my  date) 

Thus  all  and  each,  in  movement  swift  or  slow, 

Tlie  genial  contact  gently  undergo ; 

Till  some  might  marvel,  with  the  modest  Turk, 

If  "nothing  follows  all  this  palming  work?"* 

True,  honest  Mirza ! — you  may  trust  my  rhyme — 

Something  does  follow  at  a  fitter  time ; 

The  breast  thus  pubhcly  resigned  to  man. 

In  private  may  resist  him if  it  can. 


O  ye  who  loved  our  grandmothers  of  yore, 
Pitzpatrick,  Sheridan,  and  many  more ! 


'  "Weliave  changed  all  that,"  says  the  Mock  Doctor — His  all  gone — Asin«>loui 
knows  where.  After  all,  it  is  of  no  great  importance  how  women's  hearts  art'  dis{H>sM 
of;  they  have  nature's  privilege  to  distribute  thorn  as  absurdly  as  possible.  But 
there  ai*e  also  some  men  with  hearts  so  thoroughly  bad,  as  to  reniiii*!  us  ot  thx 
phenomena  often  mentioneil  in  natural  history  ;  viz.  a  mass  of  solid  stone — <>nly  to  I* 
opened  by  force — and  when  divided,  you  discover  a  toad  in  Uie  centre,  lively,  aii  1 
with  the  reputation  of  l>eing  venomous. 

^  In  Turkey  a  pertinent,  here  an  imj>crtinent  and  superfluous  question— I itf rally 
put,  as  in  the  text,  by  a  Persian  to  Morier,  on  seeing  a  Waltz  in  Pera. —  ViiU  Moriers 
Travels. 
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And  thoii,  my  prim*!  wliose  sovereign  tnste  and  iiill 
It  is  to  love  the  lovely  bddmnes  still  I 
TJiou  ghost  of  Queeusbury  I  whose  judging  spiit« 
Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a  siiiglc  night, 
Pronounce — if  ever  in  jour  diiys  of  blisa 
Asmodcus  struck  so  bright  a  stroke  as  tliis; 
To  teach  the  young  ideas  how  to  rise, 
yiusli  in  l-he  cheek,  and  Innguish  in  the  eyes ; 
Rush  to  the  heart,  and  hgliteii  through  tlie  frame. 
With  half-told  wish,  and  ill- dissembled  flamcj 
For  prurient  nature  still  will  storm  the  breast — 
If'ho,  tempted  thus,  can  answer  for  tlie  rest? 


But  ye — who  never  felt  a  single  thought 
l''or  what  our  morals  are  to  be,  or  ought ; 
Who  wisely  wish  the  charms  yon  view  to  reap, 
Siiy — would  you  make  those  beauties  quite  so  cheap  ' 
Hot  from  tiie  hands  promiscuously  applied. 
Hound  the  slight  waist,  or  down  the  glowing  side, 
AVhere  were  the  rapture  tJien  to  clasp  the  form 
i'rom  this  lewd  grasp  and  lawless  contact  wum  't 
At  once  love's  most  endearing  thought  resign. 
To  press  the  hand  so  prcssM  by  none  but  thine; 
To  gaze  upon  that  eye  wliicJi  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  without  regret; 
Approacli  the  lip  which  all,  witliout  restraint, 
Coine  near  enough— if  not  to  touch — to  taint; 
If  such  thou  lovcst — love  her  then  no  more. 
Or  give — like  her — caresses  to  a  scon- ; 
Her  mind  with  these  is  gone,  and  nitli  it  go 
The  Ultle  left  behind  it  to  bestow. 


Voluptuous  Waltz  I  and  dare  I  tliBS  blaspheme!" 
Thy  bard  forgot  thy  praises  were  Iiis  Iheme. 
Terpsichore  forgive  I — at  every  ball 
My  wife  «tw  waltzes — and  my  daughters  »kall; 
My  son — {or  stop — 'tis  needless  to  inquire — 
These  little  accidents  should  ne'er  transpire; 
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Some  ages  hence  our  genealogic  tree 
Will  wear  as  green  a  bough  for  him  as  me) — 
Waltzing  shall  rear^  to  make  our  name  amends. 
Grandsons  for  me — in  heirs  to  all  his  friends. 


hKADBlllV,  A(iNKW,   &    (p.,    I'mMEr^   Willi K FRIAR-*, 
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